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By Edward S. Van Zile 


“Tf this were played upon the stage now, I could condemn tt as an imposstble 


fiction.” —SHAKESPEARE. 
66 DON’T wish to be unjust or 
| tyrannical, my child, but——” 
“But you are both, father,” 
cried Gwendolen Ogden, her dark eyes 
flashing fire as they noted the stubborn, 
relentless expression of Richard Og- 
den’s heavy, immobile, clean-shaven 
face. 

“I must say, Gwendolen, that as an 
only child—’”’ began Mr. Ogden anew. 

“But you’re my only father,” put 
in Gwendolen, argumentatively 

“Sit down, girl,”” ordered Ogden, 
peremptorily. ““‘We must talk this 
out, once for all. I can’t have you 
striding up and down my library with 
your hands behind your back. It’s 
distinctly unfeminine, Gwendolen.” 

The tall, handsome, neatly-tailored 
young woman threw herself into an 
arm-chair, and turned a defiant face 
toward her frowning parent, who had 
withdrawn his chair from the desk 
at which he had been writing letters 
before his daughter had abruptly 
interrupted his privacy 

“If your mother had lived—” 
Ogden began again, on a new tack. 

“But mama didn't live,”’ remarked 
the girl bluntly ‘And I don’t see, 
father what that has to do with the 
matter at all _ I’ve got to do as other 
girls in my position do. You're a rich 
man, father; you've told me so your- 
self.” 

“It’s not altogether a question of 
money, Gwendolen,” said her father, 
in an explanatory way toying rather 
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nervously with a quaint, Oriental 
paper-weight on his desk; “it’s— 
well, it’s a whole lot of things. I dis- 
approve of your squandering thou- 
sands of doilars every year on non- 
sense. Do you know what your 
luncheon for the débutantes cost? 
It was shocking, my dear, actually 
shocking Your horses, dresses, 
traveling expenses, pocket-money and 
‘extras’—whatever they may be— 
amount to an enormous sum, every 
quarter. I make you a handsome 
allowance, and what do you do 
with it? You throw it away on silly, 
useless things, just because fashion 
decrees that you must live in a cer- 
tain way. Have you no independ- 
ence, no originality, Gwen? If I 
were in your place, I'd break away 
from the conventional ties that bind 
me to an aimless and selfish mode of 
life, and do something worth while 
in this world. What would you think 
of your father, my child if | should 
abandon my affairs to become a club 
lounger and golf fiend?” 

Gwendolen’s clear-cut, changeable 
face—she resembled her mother in 
coloring, feature and bearing—dis- 
played the mingled astonishment and 
annoyance that her father’s words 
had aroused in her youthful soul. 

“Would you like to have me learn 
type-writing, father?’’ she asked, rather 
flippantly 

“That's not fair, Gwendolen ©“ com- 
mented her father, clutching tightly 
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the curiously carved paper-weight, in 
his effort to restrain his rising anger. 
“But I should like to have you dis- 
play more common-sense in your 
general mode of life. Teas, calls, co- 
tillons, house-parties, rides, drives, 
dinners, and—always and forever— 
flirtations; these make up your ex- 
istence, my child. Do you consider it 
anoble career? And now you come to 
me for more money—more money for 
what?—for more nonsense, of course. 
You can’t blame me, Gwendolen, for 
feeling annoyed.” 

There had come a blush into the 
girl’s cheeks, and her dark eyes 
glowed, dangerously. 

“And do you lead a noble career, 
father?’’ she cried, forced to make a 
sacrifice of filial reverence in an effort 
at self-defense. ‘“‘Is the formation of 
a new trust a praiseworthy achieve- 
ment? Istheincrease of your fortune 
by another million anything to your 
credit? What I spend of your in- 
come is a bagatelle. You and I, 
squandering money day and night, 
couldn’t check the increase of your 
wealth, father. But you devote all 
your time, not to the best and highest 
use of your income, but to the quickest 
and cleverest increase of your capital. 
If my career is silly, as you say it is, 
father, at least it is based upon the 
reasonable proposition that it is im- 
possible to get too much pleasure out 
of life.”’ 

“You infer, of course,’ 


’ 


commented 
Mr. Ogden, coldly, “that it is not im- 
possible to. get too much money out 


ef business. You talk like a socialist, 
Gwendolen. Where did you get hold 
ef these astonishing theories?’’ 

The girl stood erect, her cheeks still 
slightly flushed, but the gleam of 
anger gone from her eyes. 

“TI have no theories, father,”’ she 
said, wearily. “I merely live from 
day to day, getting what fun I can 
out of life. And I’m not to have the 
money? You absolutely refuse to ad- 
vance me a thousand, father?” 

The frown returned to Mr. Ogden’s 
brow, and he again nervously clutched 
the Oriental paper-weight. 


“T refuse to countenance your ex- 
travagance, Gwendolen,” he said, 
stubbornly. “If you could put your- 
self in my place m 

“She can, and she must!” came a 
voice from nowhere, that filled the 
library like a clap of thunder just 
above the roof of the house. 

Richard Ogden dropped the Oriental 
paper-weight as if it had burned his 
hand, and, lo! beside his desk stood a 
tall, shadowy form, vague in outline, 
but sufficiently real to fill the dis- 
traught souls of father and daughter 
with dread and terror. 

“The decree hath gone forth,” went 
on the voice, more subdued now than 
at first, but none the less horrifying, 
“the decree hath gone forth that ye must 
change bodies for a season; thou who 
wast Richard the father, to be Gwendolen 
the daughter; and thou who wast Gwendo- 
len the daughter, to be, in the sight of 
men, Richard the father. And may 
your eyes, that are closed, be opened; 
and may the wisdom that ye lack be 
yours, when the time for thy deliverance 
shall be at hand, Farewell! farewell! 
farewell!” 

It was as if the library-table had 
been struck by lightning. A flash, a 
clash; then, silence and a faint odor of 
sandalwood filled the room. 

In her father’s chair, with her soul 
imprisoned in his body, sat Gwendolen, 
gasping for breath. 

“A fan, father,’’ she murmured; 
“and water!” 

Richard Ogden, in the outward seem- 
ing of a tall, handsome young woman, 
stood clasping the back of a stately 
chair, and glaring in amazement and 
horror at his daughter—or was it 
himself? His mind was too con- 
fused to grasp at once the full signifi- 
cance of the uncanny visitation that 
had begotten a miniature thunder- 
storm and a stupendous miracle in his 
library. 

“It was that infernal paper-weight,” 
he muttered, striving to loosen Gwen- 
dolen’s tight-fitting jacket, while he 
gazed gloomily at the pale, heavy face 
of Richard Ogden. 

“Did you ever read ‘Vice Versa’, 
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father?”’ he presently heardGwendolen 
asking, in his discarded voice. 

‘‘No, but I’ve seen ‘A Message from 
Mars’,” he replied, flushing angrily at 
the high pitch of his voice. “Why do 
you wear your gowns so tight, Gwen- 
dolen? I’ve always warned you against 
it, and now I know it’s destroying your 
health. No wonder you're so flighty 
and unreasonable.” 

The heavy, unmelodious sobs of an 
old man came from the chair by the 
desk, and Richard Ogden was dis- 
gusted to see what an undignified ex- 
hibition his daughter was making of 
him. 

‘I’m no more flighty than you are,” 
expostulated Gwendolen, in the heavy 
basso that her father had heretofore* 
been proud of. ‘“‘Why don’t you sit 
down, father, and stop fussing with that 
You'll ruin it, if you keep on.” 

To be thus chided in his own voice 
ind by his own daughter was too much 
for old Ogden’s nerves, and he sank 
awkwardly into a chair, a great long- 
ing for trousers sweeping over him. 

“What are we going to do about it, 
my child?” he cried, in a high treble 
that jarred upon his exposed nerves. 

‘“‘T suppose you'll take up social set- 
tlement work,” he heard his deep voice 
saying, sarcastically. ‘‘There’s the 
Vanderheydens’ ball to-morrow night. 
Oh, father, I was looking forward to it 
so eagerly! You won’t want to go— 
and I can’t.” 

Again an old man’s sobs, inspired by 
a young girl’s despair, came to him 
from the desk. 

“Maybe,” suggested Ogden, gazing 
down with surprise and admiration at 
his daughter’s beautiful hands, “ maybe 
we'll be—er—readjusted by that time, 
little girl. Just what did that—er— 
electrical disturbance say? Do you re- 
call its—or his—exact words, Gwen- 
dolen?”’ 

A cold chill ran down the speaker’s 
beautiful back. From nowhere in par- 
ticular came a grave, deep, sonorous 
voice, saying: 

“May your eyes that are closed be 
opened; and may the wisdom that ye lack 
be yours, when the time for thy deliver- 
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ance shall be at hand! 
well! farewell!”’ 

“Stop!” shouted Richard Ogden, in 
his daughter’s most imperious tones. 
““Come back! I wish to talk to you. 
I'll give you a hundred for—er— 
Oriental—er—missions, if you'll stop 
fooling, and—change us back. Do 
you hear me?” 

But there came no answer to this 
cry of despair. The only sound in the 
library arose from Gwendolen’s hyster- 
ical, hoarse sobs. 

Ogden sat, motionless and silent, 
gazing down musingly at the rich jew- 
elssupon his daughter’s patrician hand. 
For the first time in his life, the reali- 
zation came to him that there was a 
limit to the power of money. 

“Oh, father!’’ he heard his own voice 
exclaiming, presently, ‘‘ I’ve got.such a 
queer, nervous feeling. Would you— 
that is, would I—or would we both, do 
you think ? 

“What do you mean, Gwendolen?” 
he asked, petulantly, as his voice re- 
mained silent. 

“TI mean, father,” said the girl, sit- 
ting erect in her chair, and crossing her 
father’s legs in a characteristic way, 
“I mean that I feel just as if I'd like 
to smoke one of your cigars. I im- 
agine that it would quiet my—or, 
rather, your—nerves. Would it jar 
you too much, father, to see me smok- 
ing?” 

“Nothing’ll ever jar me again,” 
piped the old man, in sad falsetto. 
“Light up, won’t you? I’d join you, 
little girl, if I dared; but, somehow, I 
don’t feel quite up to it.”’ 

Father and daughter watched each 
other furtively, during the next few 
moments, oppressed by the awkward- 
ness of the situation, and each curious 
regarding the other’s thoughts. After 
clumsily lighting her cigar, Gwendolen 
had sunk back in her father’s chair, 
and was blowing smoke into the air 
with the manner of one who is keenly 
enjoying the indulgence of a bad habit. 
Not far away sat her father, gazing at 
her enviously with her own big, dark, 
melancholy eyes, through which shone 
the soul of a querulous old man who 
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had been forced by a cruel fate to do 
his smoking vicariously. 

“Do you—er—do you like it, 
Gwen?” he asked, presently, smooth- 
ing his daughter’s luxuriant hair back 
from his throbbing brow. 

“It’s very quieting,’’ admitted the 
girl, gazing discontentedly at her 
father’s pudgy hand as she knocked 
the ashes from her weed. “But are 
we dreaming, or awake, father? 
Isn’t it marvelous how calmly we 
have taken it?” 

“It would be such bad form, my 
child, to make a fuss about it,” re- 
marked Ogden, in his daughter’s most 
conventional tones. Then, he arose 
and began to pace the library, nerv- 
ously. 

“T can’t have you striding up and 
down my library with your hands 
behind your back,” he heard his own 
voice repeating, sarcastically, be- 
tween puffs; “it’s distinctly unfemi- 
nine, father.” 

“That won't 
cried, angrily, 


do, Gwendolen,” he 
striking the highest 


note of her conversational pitch. “We 


mustn't throw stones at each other 
now, or the situation will become ac- 
tually unbearable. Does anybody 
dine with us this evening, daughter?”’ 

““The Marmaduke Mortimers, Teddy 
Langdon and Evelyn de _ Peyster,”’ 
answered the girl, with a hoarse groan. 

“It’s horrible!” piped the old man, 
tripping over his skirt as a thought 
struck him, and he hurried toward his 
desk. 

“Where’s that diabolical paper- 
weight, Gwen?” he asked, fever- 
ishly, gazing searchingly at the car- 
pet. “I dropped it right here just as 
the storm struck us.”’ 

“It’s gone!”’ groaned Gwendolen, 
laying aside her cigar, uncrossing her 
father’s legs, and peering at the floor 
with hopeless old eyes. 

“Yes, it’s gone,” admitted 
father, tripping back to his chair 
without stumbling over his gown. 
“I don’t suppose there’s any use 
offering a reward for it.” 

“No,” growled his daughter, gloom- 
ily. “Our money won’t help us much 
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to get out of this fear, 
father.”’ 

“Our money?” repeated Ogden, in 
a falsetto that implied suspicion 

“Well,” he heard his own voice say, 
reflectively, “I suppose it’s really 
your money, father; but I'll have to 
look after it, won't I? That is, of 
course, until we recover, so to speak.” 

“But,” murmured old Ogden, clasp- 
ing his beautiful hands with a gesture 
characteristic of his daughter, and 
then tightening his fists, remembering 
who he was, “but, my dear child, the 
thing is impossible. Of course, with 
my advice, you might run my affairs 
for a time. But how am I going to 
attend to your matters? It’s going 
to be very awkward for both of us. 
I can’t dance.”’ 

Richard Ogden had never before 
heard his own voice ring out with so 
hearty a laugh as now vibrated 
through the library. He was an- 
noyed, and justly so, at his daughter's 
ill-timed hilarity. 

“What ails you, Gwendolen?” he 
cried, at the top of her voice. ‘Do 
you consider this affair a laughing 
matter? Just wait until you get a 
twinge of rheumatism—lI’ve had sev- 
eral attacks of it to-day—and you'll 
wonder where the joke comes in. 
There! What’s the matter now?’’ 

The girl was weeping noisily, al- 
most boisterously. 

“How'll we get through dinner, 
father?”’ she cried, in the pathetic 
tones of an old man in sore distress of 
mind. ‘‘ We'll have to be very, very 
careful, or they’ll think we’re—we’re 
very much changed.”’ 

“Well, we are,” purred Ogden, 
playfully. “So far as I’m _ con- 
cerned, I’m not sure that it isn’t a 
change for the better, Gwen. Am I 
to flirt with Teddy Langdon at 
dinner?” 

“How inconsistent you are, father!” 
growled the girl, in Ogden’s gruffest 
tones. “A while ago, you were ac- 
cusing me of the sin of frivolity, 
and now, I actually believe, you look 
forward to a dinner-party and a chance 
to—to 5 


scrape, I 
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“T don’t 
finish the 


wonder that you can’t 
sentence,” murmured her 
father, wearily. “I think we'll both 
be crazy before to-morrow if that 
diabolical electric disturbance doesn’t 
return to-night. By the way, Gwen, 
I wish you'd light another cigar. 
I think it rather soothes my nerves 
to see you smoke.” 


” 


Il 


“Tt’s an amazing situation,’’ re- 
marked Gwendolen, musingly, in her 
father’s deep basso, as she lighted a 
match. “Here I sit, smoking your 
cigars, father, in order to quiet your 
nerves, Or mine, or, perhaps, both. 
But are you grateful to me for puffing 
tobacco in your behalf? No, father; 
you show no consideration for my 
feelings. You threaten me with a 
return of your rheumatism, and, 
rather brazenly, rejoice at the prospect 
of one of my flirtations. It is un- 
bearable. Well, James?” 

The butler, a typical lackey of the 
Anglo-American school, murmured an 
apology for his intrusion. 

“But, Mr. Ogden, it’s this way, 
sir. The hexpert, so to speak, sir, 
from the helectric company, has come 
to hexamine the bells and lights, Mr. 
Ogden, the same being hout of horder, 
as hit were. ’E was sayin’ as ‘ow 
’e’d like to begin ’ere, sir, with your 
permission, Mr. Ogden.” 

“Send him here at once, James,” 
ordered Gwendolen, in her father’s 
usual peremptory manner. “You 
needn’t follow him, James.” 

“Very good, sir. ‘E’ll be 
once, sir.” 

With that, the butler retired, and 
Richard Ogden sprang to Gwendo- 
len’s feet in consternation. 

“What did you do that for?” he 
piped, shrilly, glaring at his outward 
presentment with his daughter’s ex- 
pressive eyes, now aglow with an old 
man’s anger. “Haven't you had 
enough electric tomfoolery for one 
day, girl? Do you wish to have this 
thing get into the newspapers? An 
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electrical expert, indeed!—the last 
man on earth I’d care to see me in 
this—er—undignified female costume! 
Are you mad, Gwendolen?” 

“Sit down and keep cool, papa,”’ 
commanded the girl, gruffly. ‘Do 
you think that I’m going to toddle 
around in your body for an indefinite 
period if the transposition was really 
caused by an electrical disturbance? 
If you'll keep quiet and try to act like 
a perfect lady, I'll ask this expert a 
few questions that may help us, father, 
to become readjusted. Ah, here he is.” 

“Sorry to disturb you, Mr. Ogden,” 
began the thin-faced, keen-eyed elec- 
trician, deferentially, as he approached 
the library-table, glancing at the bulbs 
above it. ‘“‘There’s nothing much to 
be done, sir, I imagine. You have 
had no trouble with the system here- 
tofore?’’ 

‘‘None at all,” answered Gwendo- 
len, with her father’s most pompous 
manner. ‘This is the first time that 
we've had any serious disturbance— 
that is, any electrical—as I was say- 
ing y 

“You don’t know what you’re say- 
ing,’’ muttered her father, angrily; and 
the electrician cast a glance of sur- 
prise at a beautiful young woman 
whose garb was conventional but 
whose manners seemed to be eccentric. 

“What I wished to ask you,” re- 
commenced Gwendolen, waving one 
of her father’s fat hands in the air, as 
if to sweep away the cobwebs that she 
had spun, ‘‘ what I wished to ask you, 
sir, was, not what is the matter with 
our electric lights, but what - 

““Gwen!”’ cried the outward seem- 
ing of Gwendolen, in a warning fal- 
setto. Again, there came a gleam of 
astonishment to the electrician’s eyes 
as he glanced furtively at the tailor- 
made girl, whose nerves, more than 
the electric lights, seemed to be in 
need of an expert. 

“What I was about to say,” went 
on the girl, emphasizing the note of 
stubbornness in her father’s voice, 
“‘was that in the practice of your pro- 
fession, sir, you must meet with curi- 
ous electrical phenomena that science 
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has not been able, 
explain.” 

“‘In a measure, that is true, sir,” 
admitted the electrician, leaning 
against the library-table, and gazing at 
Mr. Ogden, as he supposed, with the 
expression of a specialist who is 
pleased to find a layman taking an in- 
terest in the details of his specialty. 
“Theoretically, there is much that is 
mysterious about the force that we 
call electricity. Practically, we have 
little to learn about it. It is very 
much, sir, as if we had made a slave 
of a giant whose origin, nature and 
general disposition we didn’t know 
much about.” 

“Very well put, sir,” piped the old 
man, showing his daughter’s teeth in 
an appreciative smile. 

“A handsome girl,” thought the ex- 
pert, “but extremely queer. I sup- 
pose it’s due to the kind of life she 
leads.”’ 

He was recalled to the subject under 
discussion by Ogden’s voice, inspired 
by Gwendolen’s forlorn hope. 

“Did you ever, sir, hear of elec- 
tricity having any psychical influence 
or power? In other words, could an 
electric shock change, or in any way 
modify, an individual’s personality, 
either permanently or temporarily?” 

““What’s the old man driving at?” 
the electrician asked himself. Then, 
he said, aloud: “I have never gone 
into the subject of the psychical sig- 
nificance of electricity—if it has any. 
An electric shock could not readily 
alter a personality, of course, although 
it might temporarily bring about an 
apparent, but superficial, change in 
an individual’s character.” 

“That's it! That’s the thing in a 
nutshell!” cried Ogden, in tones that 
Gwendolen realized she had used only 
in moments of unusual enthusiasm. 
“Temporary! superficial! apparent, 
not real! That’s it! Now, what do 
you think you could do about it? I 
mean Z 

The electrician was gazing at what 
appeared to be an excited young wo- 
man, with eyes that were big with 
astonishment. He had never heard 


as yet, wholly to 
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any gossip to the effect that Richard 
Ogden and his daughter were eccentric; 
but, surely, they were acting at pres- 
ent in a most unconventional, even 
flighty, way. 

“What my daughter intended to 
ask,’”’ put in Gwendolen, again assum- 
ing her father’s most pompous bear- 
ing, “was this: Suppose that an 
electrical disturbance had forced its 
way into an erstwhile happy house- 
hold——”’ 

“Rubbish!” murmured her father, 
waving a dainty hand in the air, pro- 
testingly. 

“Be quiet, girl!”” commanded Gwen- 
dolen, curtly. ‘‘As I was saying, had 
forced its way into an erstwhile happy 
household, to the effect that 4 

“That the last shall be first and the 
first last,’’ piped her father, shrilly; 
“what would you do, then, sir? I 
ask you confidentially—you won’t be 
quoted, sir—what would you do under 
such circumstances ?”’ 

A frightened expression had come 
into the electrician’s thin, pale face, as 
these questions had been hurled at 
him by a beautiful young woman, who 
seemed to be laboring under some in- 
ternal excitement that caused her 
voice to tremble, her cheeks to flush, 
and her dark eyes to flash. 

“Won't you be seated, sir?”’ asked 
Gwendolen, pointing a pudgy finger 
toward a chair. The electrician was 
glad to avail himself of this invitation, 
for he had begun to feel a bit faint. 

“You were about to say?” queried 
the expert, gazing interrogatively at 
him whom he supposed to be Mr. 
Richard Ogden. 

“T was about to say,” began Gwen- 
dolen, impressively, having learned by 
this time how to use her father’s voice 
most effectively, “I was about to say 
—and I trust, my daughter, I shall 
not be interrupted—that to a rising 
young electrician there could come 
nothing more gratifying than a new, 
unprecedented professional problem, 
especially if, in its solution, there lay 
a large sum of money.” 

“Very good!” cried old Ogden, in a 
kind of whistle. 
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“But it’s the stiffest thing you ever 
tackled, sir," went on Gwendolen, 
shaking her father’s fist at an imagi- 
nary adversary. 

“It’s a dandy, in its way, sir,” gig- 
gled the old man, nervously. 

The electrician shifted his feet un- 
easily, and then glanced at his watch. 

“Pardon me,” he said, firmly, “but 
my time is not my own. Will it take 
you long, Mr. Ogden, to give me the 
necessary data?”’ 

“We haven’t got ’em!”’ cried the old 
man, clasping Gwendolen’s hands to- 
gether, in a hopeless kind of way. 
“There was a roar and a flash—and 
there youare. If you call that data, I 
don’t. But you’re welcome to what 
we know, sir.” 

“Will you permit me, my daughter, 
to take charge of this matter?” asked 
Gwendolen, gruffly. Then, she turned 
her father’s heavy, immobile face 
toward the electrician. 

“Our difficulty lies just here, sir!” 
she went on. “If we tell you the 
whole truth, you will doubt our sanity. 
If we suppress a part of the truth, your 
assistance can be of no service to us. 
You have, doubtless, a scientific mind. 
Your mental attitude, of course, is 
one of indifference, or even mockery, 
toward phenomena not recognized as 
coming within the ken of science.” 

“No such phenomena, Mr. Ogden, 
exist in these enlightened days. 
Many of the greatest scientists in the 
world have become interested, of late, 
in manifestations that were thought 
to be, a few years ago, beneath the 
notice of the sane investigator. Even 
ghosts are now being studied by a 
society composed of men famous in 
various departments of science.” 

The electrician spoke with the air 
of one whose scientific specialty had 
not tended to narrow his mind. 

“But you've never happened to 
hear of a spectral old man in black in 
your profession?’’ piped up Mr. Ogden, 
eagerly, much to his daughter’s an- 
noyance. 

“I’m glad,’’ the latter hastened to 
say, in her father’s most superior man- 
ner, “I’m glad, sir, that you hold such 
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a liberal attitude toward the scien- 
tific problems of the day. I am much 
inclined to lay the whole matter before 
you; for I assure you, sir, that my 
daughter and myself are in sore need 
of advice.” 

“You see, it wouldn’t be likely, sir,’ 
suggested old Ogden, with a girlish 
giggle, “‘it wouldn’t be at all likely 
that my daughter and I should both 
go crazy at the same moment.” 

“Gwendolen!” exclaimed his daugh- 
ter, reprovingly. 

The electrician had risen to his feet, 
and was again glancing at his watch. 

“TIT can see, Mr. Ogden,” he said, 
addressing Gwendolen, without know- 
ing it, “I can see that you have much 
to tell me that must be of the most in- 
tense interest from a scientific stand- 
point. But, as I said before, my time 
is not my own. I am at leisure in the 
evening. If you should care to con- 
sult me professionally in this matter, I 
could call upon you at any time before 
midnight. As it is, 1 must take my 
departure at once.”’ 

“Come back at eleven to-night, will 
you?’’ cried old Ogden, like a drowning 
person catching at a straw. 

“If it would be convenient for you 
to return at eleven,”’ suggested Gwen- 
dolen, getting awkwardly to her father’s 
feet, ““we should be much pleased to 
lay before you, sir, a most amazing 
problem, the solution of which, as | 
said before, would greatly redound to 
your financial benefit, though, under 
the circumstances, of course, it could 
add nothing to your fame.” 

“Thank you,” said the electrician, 
bowing stiffly. “I shall be here, sir, 
at eleven to-night, sharp. Good day, 
sir. Good day, Miss Ogden.” 

Thereupon, he hurried from the 
library, concealing, as best he could, 
his relief at making his escape. In the 
hall, he came upon the butler. 

“How long have you been in Mr. 
Ogden’s service?’ asked the electri- 
cian, abruptly. 

The butler drew himself up haught- 
ily, and gazed with cold displeasure at 
his inquisitor. ‘‘ Hi’ve ’ad the honor of 
serving Mr. Ogden for the past five 
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years,” he answered, with the air of 
one who is polite rather by habit than 
inclination. 

“Rather peculiar, aren’t 
Ogden and his daughter. 
eccentric, | mean.”’ 

The butler threw open the 
door with exaggerated ceremony. 

“Hi find them very congenial, sir,” 
answered the loyal servant, freezingly 
“ Hi trust that you will not find it nec- 
essary to return, sir.”’ 

“Oh, yes, James,” 


they?— 
Somewhat 


front 


remarked the 


electrician, a dry smile playing about 
his thin lips, as he passed out; “I shall 
be back at eleven to-night—by ap- 
pointment.”’ 


Ill 


“It doesn’t seem to have been very 
successful,”” grumbled Gwendolen, 
leaning back heavily in her father’s 
chair, as she felt a twinge of his pre- 
dicted rheumatism. 

“Well, whose fault was it?” asked 
her father, in a shrill, accusatory voice. 
“You did all the talking, didn’t you?” 

“ Not all of it,” protested his daugh- 
ter, in a melancholy basso. 

“But he looked at you as if he 
thought you were crazy,’”’ piped Og- 
den, indiscreetly. 

“And how did he look at you, 
father? He'll tell his wife at dinner 
that the famous society success, Gwen- 
dolen Ogden, is the weirdest, most 
eccentric young thing that ever hap- 
pened Frankly, father, you make 
an absurd person of me.” 

“And what do you make of me, 
Gwendolen?”’ cried the old man, kick- 
ing petulantly at the air with a dainty 
little foot that pleased his eye, despite 
his annoyance. “Do you wish to 
know? It’s a caricature, that’s all it 
is. You deliberately exaggerate all 
my delicate little peculiarities. That’s 
what startled that electrician, and 
made him take to flight. You always 
put the loud pedal on my rather melo- 
dious voice, and what’s the result? 
You make me sound, so to speak, ex- 
plosive. When you become emphatic, 
I appear tothunder. And you use my 


gestures badly, Gwen. I have never 
before this black day, during a long 
life of dignified self-poise, acted like a 
feverish Frenchman suffering from 
acute dyspepsia.” 

“Father!” growled the girl, protest- 
ingly. 

“I tell you, Gwendolen,” continued 
Mr. Ogden, in a trembling falsetto, 
“that you mustn't exaggerate me, as it 
were, or you'll make me a laughing- 
stock to the whole world. I’m nota 
high-strung old donkey, with kittenish 
ways. Kindly bear that in inind, my 
daughter That electrical expert has 
gone away from here with a very 
-urious impression of Richard Ogden; 
you may be sure of that, Gwendolen.” 

““And what do you supppose, father, 
he thinks of me—of Gwendolen Og- 
den?” asked the girl, gruffly, striking 
the desk with her father’s clenched 
fist. ‘*Do you think you’re a great— 
well, a great actress, I suppose I should 
say? Did you catch the expression 
in his eyes when he looked at you, 
thinking you were I? Really, father, 
you were awfully funny. If it wasn’t 
for the horror of the frightful plight 
we're in, I could laugh now at the way 
you acted. That hysterical giggle of 
yours, father! You must struggle 
againstit! Try to be brave and strong, 
and don’t give way to it. It makes 
me seem insane I'll admit that it’s 
good form, at present, to be enthusi- 
astic and vivacious, but you mustn't 
become delirious, father. You actu- 
ally looked, at times, like a beautiful 
young woman laughing madly at a 
nightmare.” 

Ogden sat gazing moodily at his 
daughter’s fair hands, folded wearily 
in his lap. He was sufficiently just 
by nature to admit that there was 
much truth in his daughter’s accusa- 
tion. He realized that he had, as it 
were, gone to extremes as a young 
woman, and the possibilities of the 
near future struck a chill to his bosom. 

“We must hold a rehearsal before 
we dress for dinner,” he remarked, 
in Gwendolen’s quietest tones. 
“Ring for James, won’t you, Gwen? 
And, for heaven’s sake, don’t roar at 
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him as if he were deaf. And don’t 
be always tugging at my collar and 
cuffs. It looks flighty—suggests a 
symptom of paresis, in fact.” 

The butler entered the library hur- 
riedly. Despite his haughty rejection 
of the electrician’s suggestion that Mr. 
Ogden and his daughter were eccentric, 
James was annoyed and somewhat wor- 
ried by the impression they had made 
upon the keen-eyed expert. 

“You showed the man out?” quer- 
ied Gwendolen, in her father’s calmest 
manner. ‘What did he say to you, 
James?” 

The butler, for once in his phleg- 
matic life, showed embarrassment, to 
hide which he answered too hastily for 
discretion. 

“"E showed a tendency, so to 
speak, sir, to be himpudent. ‘Is re- 
marks, Mr. Ogden, sprung, hif you'll 
permit me the suggestion, from the 
henvy of the lower classes.”’ 

“But this electrician, James,” ob- 
jected Gwendolen, pompously, anxious 
to draw the butler out, “this electrician 
is not one of the lower classes. He is 
a highly intelligent and well-educated 
specialist, drawing a large salary for 
his scientific attainments.” 

The butler drew himself up stiffly. 
E’s no gentleman, sir. I hassure 
you, ’e’s no gentleman.” 

*“*ames,”’ piped up Mr. Ogden, grow- 
ing impatient at his daughter’s cross- 
questioning, “ James, did you take the 
exact time of that—er—that little 
thunder-storm this afternoon?” 

The butler could not refrain from a 
gasp of astonishment when he turned, 
as he imagined, toward his employer’s 
daughter. 

““Thunder-storm, Miss Ogden?” he 
exclaimed, with an unusual display of 
animation. “ Hif you'll be so good as 
to permit me to say so, miss, there 
‘asn’t been a cloud in the sky to-day.” 

“You heard nothing about an hour 
ago? no crash? You saw no light- 
ning?’’ Mr. Ogden was using Gwen- 
dolen’s voice at the top notch. 

‘“No, miss,” answered James, un- 
easily, fearing to offend his fair in- 
quisitor. 


op? 
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“That will do, James,”’ said Gwen- 
dolen, waving a pudgy hand toward 
the door; “‘ you may go.”’ 

The butler strode from the library, 
agitation in his face and bearing. The 
astounding suspicion had come to him 
that the electrician might have had 
some reasonable cause for his peculiar 
remarks, 

“What in the name of 
did you do that for, father? 
grumbled Gwendolen, her father’s 
heavy face flushed with annoyance. 

“The trouble is,” cried old Ogden, 
like a petulant girl, “the trouble is that 
you think you're brighter than I am, 
Gwendolen. You act as if I’d lost my 
mind, as well as my body. What I 
wished to find out was whether that— 
er—electrical disturbance was general 
or only local. You seem to mistrust 
my ability to do and say the right 
thing at the right moment, my child. 
There vou are, tugging at my cuffs 
again. What ails you, Gwendolen? 
Can’t you wear my garments in a 
quiet and gentlemanly manner?”’ 

“Will the pot kindly quit calling the 
kettle black?”’’ protested the girl, 
gruffly. ‘‘ Just look at my hair, father! 
You’ve pushed it all out of shape, try- 
ing to rub a little sense into your 
head.” 

“Into your head, you mean,” re- 
torted her father, giggling again. 
“But, really, Gwendolen, these recrim- 
inations must cease. We must learn 
to take each other calmly. It’s nearly 
time to dress for dinner.”’ 

“T shall dine as I am,” growled 
Gwendolen, curtly. 

“But you can’t,” said old Ogden, 
rather hysterically. “It is your duty, 
my daughter, to keep up my position. 
I forbid you to receive our guests in a 
business suit. It would awaken sus- 
picion, at once.” 

“What are you going to wear, 
daddy?’ asked the girl, with a hoarse 
chuckle. 

“What I have on,” answered her 
father, in a sharp falsetto. “It’s a 
becoming costume, isn’t it?”’ 

“So is mine—or, rather, yours, 
father. You always did look better in 
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graysthan blacks. You show your age 
in your evening clothes.”’ 

There was a touch of hysteria in 
Gwendolen’s voice when her father 
used it again to exclaim: 

“If we could only find that paper- 
weight, Gwen! I wonder what that 
black demon’s name is? He seems to 
be charged with electricity. If I could 
get hold of him on the long-distance 
telephone 

“Why do you talk such nonsense, 
father?’’ growled Gwendolen, gloom- 
ily. “‘We are absolutely powerless in 
this matter, and you know it. He'll 
come back to us, in his own good time. 
Meanwhile, we must make the best of 
it. I suppose, as you say, daddy, we 
must change our clothes for dinner. 
But I don’t ” 

“T didn’t say that at all, child,” pro- 
tested the old man, feverishly. “I 
said that you mustn’t receive our 
guests in that business suit of mine. 
You'll find it easy enough to get into 
my evening clothes. But how the 
dickens could I get out of this costume 
into one of your dinner gowns? And, 
if I managed it, Gwen, I’d be sure to 
catch cold. Dr. Robertson told me only 
yesterday that I must avoid draughts.” 

“That isn’t logical, father,” re- 
marked Gwendolen, _ gruffly. ve 
haven't had a cold since I came out— 
which is the important point, so far 
as you are concerned at present, worse 
luck.” 

“ But how about your maid, Gwen?” 
asked old Ogden, a slight flush coming 
into his damask cheeks. “I can’t get 
dressed without her, but I couldn’t en- 
dure her presence. I’m rather sorry, 
now, that I’ve always been too old- 
fashioned to have a valet.” 

“I’m very glad of it,’’ remarked his 
daughter, with all the emphasis of her 
father’s lower register. ‘“‘As for my 
maid, you'd better dismiss her for the 
evening, when you go up-stairs.” 

“What is your maid’s name?” 
ied old Ogden, shrilly. 

“Jeannette,’”’ answered his former 
voice. 

“Summon James, will you? 
to give him an order, Gwen.” 








quer- 


I wish 


“What are ycu going to do now, 
father?’’ growled his daughter, sus- 
piciously. ‘Remember, James sus- 
pects that you are queer to-day.” 

Old Ogden waved his hands in the 
air, impatiently. 

“Send for James, or I'll make the 
house resound with your screams. Just 
remember, Gwendolen, that I didn’t 
resign my paternal authority when I 
was hurled into your alabaster body. 
Obey me at once, or I'll reduce your 
quarterly allowance one-half.” 

“That’s beyond your power at pres- 
ent, father,’’ remarked the girl, grimly. 
“ But I'll have James in, at once. And 
do be careful, father. Don’t giggle; 
and, if you can sit comfortably, as a 
woman should, I’d be much obliged to 
you.” 

As the butler reéntered the library, 
his master pulled himself together, and 
determined to act like a perfect lady. 

“ James,”’ he began, in his daughter’s 
most dulcet tones, fumbling at her bod- 
ice, and then turning red in the face. 
“Gwen—I mean—er—father,”’ he re- 
commenced, “ you'll find a roll of bills 
in my—your waistcoat-pocket. Toss 
it over here, won’t you?” 

The butler stood watching the scene 
with an unmoved countenance, but 
with eyes that could not hide their 
gleam of mingled astonishment and 
protest. 

Having regained his money, Mr. Og- 
den found his self-control also restored 
to him. 

“My—my maid, you know, James; 
her name’s—er—Jeannctte; last name 
doesn’t matter. You’re to give her 
this, James; it’s a ten-dollar bill. Tell 
her to leave the house at once. She's 
to dine at a restaurant, and spend the 
evening at atheatre. And, James, tell 
her she may sleep late in the morning. 
I sha’n’t need her before ten o’clock.”’ 

Forcing himself to disguise the con- 
flicting emotions that were at war in 
his flunkey soul, James respectfully 
grasped the bank-note extended to him 
by the white, tapering hand of his 
young mistress. 

“Ts that hall, Miss Ogden?” he asked, 
perfunctorily. 
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“That's all,’’ piped old Ogden, in a 
tone of relief. ‘‘ Don’t forget the name, 
James; Jeannette, you know. Her last 
name doesn’t count.”’ 

The butler stalked, with moody dig- 
nity, out of the library, softly closing 
the door behind him. 

“There, Gwendolen,” cried her 
father, in a triumphant voice; “what 
do you think of that? I could give 
some of our leading actors points in 
their art, don’t you think so?” 

He glanced with large, shining, 
youthful eyes at an old man in a state 
of semi-collapse. 

“It is simply horrible!’ groaned 
Gwendolen, rubbing a chubby, cold 
hand across her father’s brow. “ James 
thinks I’m crazy—I’m sure he does!”’ 


[V 


RICHARD OGDEN, gazing down mood- 
ily at his beautiful hands and dainty 
little feet, sat alone in the library, after 
Gwendolen had departed, in the lowest 
of spirits, to dress his portly old form 
for a dinner-party. His reverie was 
painful. Despite his charming exte- 
rior, the old man felt ill at ease. 

“ At my time of life,’’ he murmured, 
rather foolishly, to himself, “such sud- 
den changes are distressing. And that 
infernal electrical disturbance came so 
unexpectedly! If we'd had a few mo- 
ments in which to prepare ourselves 
for a new deal! But it was crash, 
bang! and here we are, in danger every 
moment of making a public exhibition 
of a kind of private miracle. It’s not 
merely embarrassing, it’s almost dis- 
graceful.” 

The silence was oppressive. Pres- 
ently, a clock relieved the situation by 
slowly and distinctly announcing the 
hour of five. 

“Half an hour before Gwen wishes 
me to go up-stairs,’”” murmured the old 
man, restlessly. Then, he seized the 
skirt of his tailor-made gown, and 

ripped lightly down the library to a 
corner locker not devoted to books. A 
moment later, he stood beside the li- 
brary-table gazing down at a decanter, 
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a siphon of vichy and a tall glass, 
Gwendolen’s beautiful face wreathed 
in smiles. 

“Of course, it’s an experiment,” 
murmured the old man to himself, in 
a flute-like voice. “I don’t believe 
Gwendolen knows what a high-ball is. 
Just how it will affect her constitu- 
tion, I have no way of knowing. But 
I'll have nervous prostration or melan- 
cholia if I try to go through the next 
hour without a bracer. So, here goes! 
Live or die, survive or perish, I'll have 
one high-ball, at least. And I don’t 
believe it will affect me, after all. 
Gwendolen, if | remember rightly, has 
been out two seasons.” 

Mr. Ogden’s worst fears were soon 
allayed. The stimulant acted very 
nicely, and, leaving the decanter on 
the table, in case of emergency, he 
returned to his chair, seating himself 
therein with a contented giggle. 

“TI believe it’s going to take all 
right,’’ he soliloquized. ‘* Perhaps, to- 
morrow, if we are not readjusted, I 
may have the courage to try a cigar. 
But I mustn’t go too fast, at first. 


Great Scott! who the dickens is 
this?’’ 
The library door had opened and 


closed quickly, and down the room 
had glided a young woman, evidently 
in a high state of excitement. 

“Oh, mademoiselle, what does eet 
mean?”’ gasped the dark-eyed damsel, 
coming to a standstill beside the 
library-table, and thrusting a _ ten- 
dollar bill toward the old man, whose 
white cheek was flushed, while his 
beautiful hands had turned cold. 
“You send me thees, and tell me— 
your Jeannette—to begone to ze café 


and ze theatre! Who ees to dress 
mademoiselle’s hair? Who ees to ar- 
range her corsage? How—oh, tell 


me, how has your Jeannette offended 
her beautiful meestress? Fe ne com- 
prends pas! Tell me, mademoiselle, 
what ees ze mattaire, je vous prie!”’ 
“Please don’t be—so explosive!” 
piped old Ogden, petulantly, putting 
up a fair hand, as if to ward off a 
blow. “Isn’t ten dollars enough, 
Jeannette? Can't you make an even- 
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that? I'll make it 


ing of it for 
twenty, if you really wish it.”’ 

The French girl turned and glanced 
at the decanter of whiskey and siphon 


of vichy. Then, she resumed her 
former attitude, and stood gazing at 
her young mistress with eyes big and 
black with amazement and reproach. 

‘* Mademoiselle not well,’’ she 
affirmed, presently. “‘Jeannette will 
not go out to-night. Will not made- 


ees 


moiselle come up to her dressing- 
room? There ees none too much 
time for your hair, even now, made- 
moiselle. You will pardon me for 
saying so, but your hair ees vare 
much tousled.”’ 

““Well—er—you see, Jeannette,” 


explained Mr. Ogden, thrusting 
Gwendolen’s dark locks back from her 
damp forehead, “you see, we—er— 
had quite a sharp little thunder- 
storm here this afternoon, and my— 
chignon, or pompadour, got blown 
about a bit. But I'll tie it up all 
right by myself. Don’t give yourself 


a moment’s wumeasiness about my 
hair. Run along, now, Jeannette, 
ma petite. Go down to some café, 


and have a nice dinner. Then, go to 
a play—something lively, you know 
—and come back any time. Good- 
bye!” 

Jeannette had hesitated for a mo- 
ment after the conclusion of Mr. 
Ogden’s undignified remarks, unwill- 
ing to abandon her mistress in such 
an amazing and unprecedented plight. 
But it was evident that her devotion 
at this Crisis would not be well re- 
ceived; so, slowly and reluctantly, 
she turned to leave the library. 

“Au revoir, mademoiselle,’’ she mur- 
mured, sorrowfully, as she approached 
the door. 

“You ought to have quite a fine 
time with ten dollars, Jeannette,’’ the 
old man called after her, in a youthful 
tone; “but, as I said, if you wish ten 
more, why 4 

But Jeannette had disappeared be- 
fore he could complete the sentence. 

“I’m glad she’s gone,’’ murmured 
Ogden. “A night off will do her 
good. She looks worried and nervous. 
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I’m afraid Gwendolen overworks the 
girl. But too sudden for my 
taste. If Gwendolen and I can’t get the 
electricity out of our systems, I'll be 
obliged to discharge this Jeannette.”’ 

Impulsively, the old man, who was 
looking strangely beautiful at this 
moment, the recent high-ball having 
flushed his velvety cheeks, and a 
gleam of excitement having come 
into Gwendolen’s dark, luminous eyes, 
touched a button that brought the 
butler at once to the library. 

“Has she gone, James?”’ asked Mr. 
Ogden, in the voice of an overwrought 


she’s 


girl. 
“Do you mean Jeannette, Miss 
Ogden?’’ asked the butler, his eyes 


resting, in pained surprise for a mo- 
ment, upon the decanter. ‘“Hif you 
do, miss, I may say as ’ow she ’as left 
the ’ouse for the hevening, miss.” 

“That’s one for our side,” mur- 
mured the old man, contentedly. 
Then, it flashed into his mind that it 
would be well to take time by the 
forelock. 

“TI wish you to exercise great care 
at dinner to-night, James. The fact 
is that my father is not feeling es- 
pecially well, and you must not be- 
come confused if he should happen 
to do or say anything that might 
seem—eccentric. You see, James, 
that little thunder-storm this after- 
noon affected his nerves. Youll bear 
this in mind, won’t you, James?”’ 

“Yes, miss,”’ answered the butler, 
meekly. “Shall I return this de- 
canter and siphon to the locker, with 
your permission, miss?”’ 

James stood gazing respectfully, for 
a time, at what seemed to be a hand- 
some young woman engaged in a 
mental conflict. The girl glanced sev- 
eral times from his stolid face to the 
decanter and back again. Then, old 
Ogden said in smooth, soft, dulcet 
tones: 

“If you would be so kind, James, as 
to pour me out about two fingers, 
please. Then, fill the glass to the 
very top with vichy. After that, you 
may return those glasses to their 
hiding-place.”’ 
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For once, in a long life of profes- 
sional obedience to orders, the butler 
was inclined to mutiny. While it 
was true that Miss Ogden did not seem 
to be at all under the influence of a 
stimulant, James harbored a healthy 
prejudice against alcohol as a play- 
thing for young women. But habit 
proved to be stronger than prejudice, 
in this instance, and, after a momen- 
tary hesitation, the servant found 
himself carefully obeying the behest 
of his young mistress. He had just 
handed the girl the bubbling high-ball, 
and was about to remove the decanter 
from the table, when a portly, pom- 
pous old gentleman, handsomely 
garbed in evening dress, entered the 
library with a kind of hysterical 
giggle that made his heavy face look 
almost idiotic as James, tray in hand, 
paused to glance at it. 

“What does this mean?” cried 
Gwendolen, astonishment and dis- 
may echoing through her father’s voice. 
‘Did you feel faint—my daughter?” 

“Faint?” repeated old Ogden, 
shrilly, sipping his high-ball. ‘“‘ Faint’s 
not the word, Gwen—I mean, father. 
[ was actually in a comatose condi- 
tion, my—my dear. If it hadn’t been 
for James, who happened to know 
where to find a restorative, I wouldn’t 
have been one, two, three by dinner- 
time.” 

The girl had dropped into a chair, 
her father’s heavy facc displaying the 
consternation that had filled her soul 
with panic. 

“Leave the 
ordered, gruffly. 
again before dinner.”’ 

The butler, turning the key of the 
locker, hurried from the library, striv- 
ing to maintain his usual haughty in- 
difference to externals, but inwardly 
alarmed at the possibilities of the near 
future. 

“IT am amazed at you, father,’ 
growled the girl, glaring angrily at a 
stunningly handsome young woman 
who sat across the room, contentedly 
sipping whiskey and vichy, apparently 
indifferent to the rapid flight of time. 
“What will James think of me? 


James!” she 
Ve won't need you 


room, 


“ec 
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How many of—of those have you had, 
father? ”’ 

““Not more than is good for you, my 
dear,” replied the old man, almost 
merrily. “‘You see, Gwen, it’s been 
a very trying afternoon, and what 
with electric shocks and that explo- 
sive maid of yours, and the awful or- 
deal before us, and everything, I 
really needed a bracer. But you 
needn’t worry, my child. It’s taking 
very nicely. I suppose it’s time for 
me to dress.” 

“TI laid out in your room every- 
thing you'll need, father,” remarked 
his daughter in a dull, hopeless voice. 

“I think I can manage things well 
enough,” murmured the old man, re- 
flectively. “I may make a few mis- 
takes, of course; but, when you come 
to think of it, my child, it’s amazing 
how much we learn as we go through 
life. But the gown will stump me, 
naturally. By the way, my dear, if 
you'll pardon the question, when you 
dress for dinner, at which end, so to 
speak, do you generally begin?’”’ 

Gwendolen laughed aloud in her 
father’s hearty voice. 
“You'd better do 


my hair first, 


daddy. Do you think you can man- 
age it?” 
“Oh, I'll tie it up all right,” cried 


the old man, in a kind of self-satisfied 
whistle. “ That’s what I said to that 
little French bundle of firecrackers, 
‘Jeannette,’ I said, very gently and 
kindly, you know, ‘Jeannette, give 
yourself no uneasiness about my bangs 
and switches. I can pin them up, 
Jeannette,’ I said, perfectly calm all 
the time; ‘I can pin them up, Jean- 
nette to—er—beat the band!’” 

“Father!” cried his daughter in 
dismay, tugging at an eighteen-inch 
collar as if it choked her. “Has 
Jeannette been here?”’ 

“She came in like a lion, and she 
went out like a whole menagerie,” an- 
swered old Ogden, petulantly. “But 
she ought to have a fine time with ten 
dollars, don’t you think so, Gwen? 
I was perfectly willing to give her more, 
but she wouldn’t wait. She’s proud, my 
dear. If we aren’t discharged 
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“Discharged!” queried a pompous- 
looking man, whose heavy face wore 
a puzzled, worried expression. 

“That’s what I said, Gwendolen, 
‘discharged,’’’ piped her father, hotly. 
“If we aren’t discharged electrically 
to-morrow, we'll discharge that French 
pyrotechnical display in the morning. 
But this is neither here nor there. I 
must go to my toilette. You say I’m 
to begin at the top, Gwen?” 

The girl could not refrain from 
chuckling behind her expansive shirt- 
front. 

“Don’t become alarmed, father,’ 
she said, reassuringly, rising and fol- 
lowing a slender, patrician-looking 
maiden toward the library door. 
“You'll find it all easier than you im- 
agine.”’ 

Her father paused for a moment 
near the locker. “Don’t you think, 
my dear, that one more very weak 
high-ball would sg 

“Not another drop, father,” growled 
the girl, peremptorily. “Hurry, now! 
If you don’t make haste, our guests 
will be here before you are dressed.” 


’ 





V 

It was a relief to Gwendolen to find 
herself alone in the library. She 
needed a few moments of self-com- 
munion before confronting her guests 
in the outward seeming of her father. 
She felt restless, rheumatic, rebellious. 
That the coming evening would de- 
mand of her the firmest self-control, 
the nicest tact and the most constant 
vigilance, the girl fully realized. She 
flushed angrily as she crossed her 
father’s legs, and caught a glimpse of 
a large foot, pinched by a shining, 
patent-leather shoe. Gwendolen had 
always been proud of her dainty, high- 
arched feet. 

“Pardon me, Mr. Ogden,” said the 
butler, entering the library at that 
moment in a hurried, excited way 
entirely foreign to his nature and 
habits. “There is a lady ’ere— hi may 
say a young lady, sir, if you'll hex- 
cuse me—hand she says as ’ow she 
must see you hat once, sir.”’ 


, 


A hopeless, helpless, forlorn kind of 
feeling crept over Gwendolen like a 
malarial chill. But her courage had 
not deserted her. 

“What is her name, James?” 

“She said, with your permission, 
sir, that you’d know ’er name. She 
says she must see you hat once, 
sir, and that you'll hunderstand 
why.” 

Gwendolen sat silent for a time, 
striving to meet this unexpected 
crisis with outward calmness. She 
felt like one who is groping for a door- 
knob in the dark. That her father 
was trustee of several estates, exec- 
utor of various wills, and business 
adviser to a number of women, she 
well knew. But had one of his 
clients required his counsel at this 
unreasonable hour, would she not 
have sent in her name, with an 
apology and a hint as to her needs? 
Surely, her father’s present caller was 
most unconventional in her mode of 
procedure. There seemed to be both 
mystery and menace in her message, 
and that James had dared to repeat 
it to his master was proof positive that 
this young woman, whoever she might 
be, was not a weak and insignificant 
personality. 

It was very difficult for Gwendolen, 
as James stood there, gazing re- 
spectfully but, perhaps, somewhat 
impatiently at the outward seeming 
of his master, to choose between the 
two courses of action at her dis- 
posal. She might order James to dis- 
miss this brazen young woman without 
more ado; or she might receive her 
father’s untimely caller here in the 
library for a few brief moments, get- 
ting rid of her with as much, or as 
little, diplomacy as the intruder and 
her business seemed to call for. This 
latter course of procedure the girl 
reluctantly decided to adopt, re- 
gretting the necessity of squandering a 
single volt of her depleted nervous 
energy before the arrival of her dinner- 
guests. 

“Show the young woman in here, 
James,” said the girl, presently, in her 
father’s gruffest tones. “Ifi—er—my 
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daughter sends for me, say that I 
shall be with her, presently.” 

With splendid self-control, the but- 
ler kept his heavy features pinned 
to their accustomed non-committal 
place, and stalked pompously from the 
room, leaving behind him, as he im- 
agined, an old man whose pallor was 
intensified by contrast with his black 
costume. 

“Father is such a good man,’’ Gwen- 
dolen kept repeating, soothingly, to 
herself. ‘‘He is inclined to be auto- 
cratic, and I have sometimes felt 
that he was not as generous as he 
might be, but I’m sure that is all one 
can say against him.” 

She stood erect, not very gracefully, 
as she saw a young woman, whose 
blond beauty was almost startling 
as it broke suddenly upon Gwendo- 
len’s gaze, move swiftly toward her. 
Her caller’s attire was simple and not 
very costly, but thoroughly @ la mode 
and extremely becoming to her per- 
fect figure and the delicate shades 
of her hair and complexion. 

“It was so kind of you to receive 
me at this inopportune hour, Rich- 
ard,’’ said the fair stranger, thrusting 
a neatly-gloved hand into Gwendo- 
len’s reluctant grasp. ‘“‘But why do 
you stare at me, as if I were unwel- 
come, even uncanny? I thought you 
were always glad to see me, Richard. 
But you don’t look well. Sit down. 
Are you faint? Is there anything the 
matter with you, Richard?” 

“Nothing at all,” growled Gwen- 
dolen, sinking into the chair; “I’m 
unusually well, in fact. I never felt 
so young in my life.” There was a 
suggestion of hysteria in the old man’s 
voice as his daughter said this. 

His handsome caller, who seemed to 
be perfectly self-assured, had seated 
herself calmly in the chair recently 
occupied by the real Richard Ogden. 

“But you don’t appear to be glad 
to see me, Richard,’’-she remarked, 
complainingly. ‘‘You’re hungry, I 
suppose. It’s little a man cares about 
anybody during the mauvats quatre 
d@’heure before dinner.”’ 

“Knowing that,’’ remarked Gwen- 


dolen, relaxing her father’s features 
in a perfunctory smile, “‘you would 
not have come here at just this time, 
unless you had had something of 
great importance to say.” 

A pouting, defiant expression crept 
into the clear-cut, symmetrical face of 
Richard Ogden’s beautiful client. 

“You mean, Richard, that it’s 
high time that I justified my intru- 
sion, I suppose. But you must be 
more patient, really. I have never 
before seen you in such a mood as 
this, and I must get accustomed to it, 
before I can talk much.” 

‘““You have much to talk about, 
then?’’ asked Gwendolen, in a kind of 
hoarse groan. 

‘““Not much,” retorted the stranger, 
making an impatient gesture with her 
right hand. “I wish you to do the 
talking, Richard. I’m here for advice. 
He has come back!” 

“Has he, really?’’ queried Gwen- 
dolen, in a dull, indifferent voice, 
“Didn't you expect him?” 

A combination of annoyance and 
amazement had flashed into the 
blond woman’s countenance. 

“What is the matter with you, 
Richard?”’ she asked, again, gazing 
searchingly at the old man’s face. 
‘““Expect him, indeed! You know I 
thought he was dead.” 

“Pardon. me, Mr. Ogden,” said 
James, entering the library at that 
instant, and pausing near the door. 
‘“‘Hi’m sorry to hintrude, sir, but Miss 
Ogden wishes to know has to whether 
you're hat liberty to come to ’er hat 
once, sir.” 

Gwendolen stood up, catching a 
twinge of rheumatism as she drew 
herself erect. 

“Tell—er—my daughter, James, 
that I shall come to her immediately,” 
she said. Then, she reseated herself, 
feeling that it would be unwarrantably 
rude to leave the library and her mys- 
terious caller in this impulsive way. 
“Yes,” she managed to say, glancing 
at the latter, “‘yes, of course, I knew 
you thought he was dead. But he 
has been spared to you. How nice 
that is, isn’t it?” 


’ 


’ 
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“Richard!” cried Mr. Ogden’s fair 
client, standing upright, a strange 
gleam in her blue eyes, her cheeks 
flushed red. 

“You'll accept my congratulations, 
won’t you?” remarked Gwendolen, 
in her father’s most pompous manner, 
rising with slow dignity, and extend- 
ing a pudgy hand toward his aston- 
ished caller. ‘‘I’m so glad that you 
cared enough for my advice to call 
—er—at any old time, and get it. 
Just to think of it! You thought he 
was dead, and he has come back to 
you! How thankful you should be! 
And, now, I’m sure you will excuse 
me. We have a few guests coming 
to dinner, and my daughter wishes to 
consult me concerning various details 
of the function. It was so kind of 
you to come to me with your news. 
You know that I feel very grateful to 
you for the value you place upon my 
advice. My great regret is that I 
could not have devoted more time to 
your—er—that is, his—to—to ‘i 

The beautiful blonde had been 
stepping reluctantly backward, re- 
treating in silent protest before the 
ceremonious politeness of a large, 
domineering old man, who was evi- 
dently trying to sweep her out of the 
house without the loss of either his 
temper or his dignity. The anger had 
died out of her eyes, and they showed 
nothing but astonishment as _ they 
rested upon Richard Ogden’s smil- 
ing, but determined, face. The young 
woman’s forced retreat was brought 
to a sharp halt by a shrill falsetto 
just outside the library door. 

“Gwen! for heaven’s sake!”’ 
the voice. 

The door was flung open, and a dis- 
heveled maiden, in a stunning gown 
of black lace, unfastened at the back, 
stumbled into the room, her black 
hair hanging about her ears and fore- 
head, her dark eyes snapping with 
impatience, her slender, white hands 
clutching wildly at her corsage. 

““My daughter! What does this 
mean?”’ exclaimed Gwendolen, gruffly, 
displaying marvelous presence of mind. 


“What does it mean?” piped old 
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Ogden, hotly. “It means that you 
said it was easy, and it’s the damnedest 
kind of a fool puzzle! I began at the 
top, as you told me to, and got half- 
way down. Then, the top got loose, 
and I began again. I haven’t got 
four hands. Why didn’t you come 
to me? Hello! What are you doing 
here?”’ 

Two young women, both beautiful, 
the one an astonished blonde, the 
other an amazed brunette, stood 
staring at each other, lips apart, eyes 
wide open. 

“You have forgotten your manners, 
my daughter,’’ Gwendolen hastened 
to say, chidingly, giving a splendid 
rendition of the rédle of a stern parent, 
shocked at a daughter’s lack of self- 
poise. 

“TI beg 1 pardon,” cried old 
Ogden, in a kind of hysterical whistle, 
“but, you see, I’ve bee 1p against it 
all by myself. Your ‘ur—that is, 
my French maid has gone off with 
ten dollars to have a pleasant evening 
—that’s enough, don’t you think?— 
and I’ve been trying to climb into 
these togs all by myself. I look it, 
don’t I—er—father?”’ 

Richard Ogden’s fair caller had 
managed to make her way to the 
open door, and now stood glancing 
from father to daughter, in a hopeless, 
hunted manner, her bearing wrung 
dry of all appearance of either self- 
confidence or anger. She lingered 
there for a moment, stunned and 
dazed, but still glorious in her blond 
beauty. 

““May I—may I see you to-morrow, 
Richard?’’ she faltered. 

Old Ogden, clutching a black gown 
frantically, realized that for a moment 
he had lost control of Gwendoien s 
voice. This was fortunate, for Gwen- 
dolen, who began to see a ray of light 
in the gloom, had the presence of 
mind to answer quickly, in a benevo- 
lent kind of basso: 

“Of course, my friend, I shall be 
glad to see you at any time. Come 
to my office at noon, to-morrow. I 
wish to hear, you know, how it hap- 
pened that he was spared to you ”’ 
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Then, as the blond stranger dis- 
appeared, Gwendolen closed the li- 
brary door with a bang, and turned 
frowningly toward a charming society 
girl, who looked at that moment as if 
she had been playing college football 
in a dinner-costume. 

“‘Who is that woman, father? I 
insist upon knowing who she is!” 

Old Ogden giggled as he turned his 
back to his outward seeming. 

“Do up my gown behind, will you, 
Gwen?” he said, shrilly. “I’m tired 
of feeling like a remnant. What was 
that you said to her? Who has been 
spared to her? What did you mean 
by that?” 

“She thought he was dead,” re- 
marked the girl, in her father’s drear- 
iest tones; ‘‘but he has come back to 
her.”’ 

“Great Scott! You don’t mean it! 
Well, well, wel''’’ piped the old man, 
excitedly. 

“Stand still, will you, father?” grum- 
bled Gwendolen, crossly. “If you 
don’t keep quiet, I'll never get this 
gown fastened. You look like a fright, 
and it’s getting late. Do you hear me, 
father? You must keep quiet.’’ 


VI 


Op Ogden, in the outward seeming 
of his daughter, had carried himself 
very presentably during the earlier 
courses of the dinner. Gwendolen, as 
she gazed at herself from the further 
end of the board, was pleased to real- 
ize that nature had endowed her with 
a beautiful face and a clever father. 
That fate or electricity or Oriental 
magic had temporarily brought these 
two blessings together, depriving her 
of both of them at the same moment, 
did not at first tend to lower her spir- 
its. In the réle of an elderly host, sur- 
rounded by young people, she was not 
called upon to make much of an effort 
to be sociable, and the stimulating hope 
grew stronger within her soul, as time 
went by, that the evening would pass 
off without any awkward mishap. The 
Marmaduke Mortimers rattled on in 
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their usual jolly manner; Teddy Lang- 
don made a feeble jest now and again, 
endeavoring, between “*imes, to flirt 
with old Ogden, whose coquettish 
smile gave Gwendolen an attack of 
what she grimly called to herself mal- 
de-pere. Evelyn de Peyster was the 
most annoying feature of the evening 
to the girl. She would insist on talk- 
ing to Richard Ogden, as she supposed, 
about matters concerning which Gwen- 
dolen knew little or nothing. 

“T don’t understand the subject at 
all, Mr. Ogden,”” Miss de Peyster had 
remarked, referring to trusts. ‘“‘Won’t 
you explain to me what you do first? 
How do you begin to form a trust?” 

Gwendolen strove to lower her fa- 
ther’s voice to a confidential whisper, 
as she answered: 

“There are several good recipes, Miss 
de Peyster. But the very first step, of 
course, is to ee 

“You are trying to make Mr. Og- 
den talk shop, Evelyn,” cried Mrs. 
Marmaduke Mortimer, reproachfully. 
“It’s very bad form.” 

“ Listen!” exclaimed old Ogden, put- 
ting up a white hand, an expression of 
mingled fear and hope coming into his 
daughter’s beautiful face. ‘“‘I thought 
I heard thunder. Listen!” 

“’Twas but the wind or a car rat- 
tling o’er the stony street. ‘On with 
the dance!’”’ quoted Teddy Langdon, 
flippantly. 

““My—daughter is so nervous about 
thunder-storms,’’ remarked Gwendo- 
len, and her father, had he been lis- 
tening attentively, might have recog- 
nized a note of anger in his own voice 
as it came to him across the table. 

‘So am I,” confessed Mrs. Morti- 
mer, vivaciously. ‘“‘And as for Mar- 
maduke, they simply terrorize him.”’ 

“What nonsense, my dear,’ pro- 
tested Mortimer. ‘‘ What you take for 
terror is merely my enthusiasm for 
noise. I always did love a racket, and 
thunder just about fills the bill. But 
as for taking thunder-storms seri- 
ously “ 

“Just wait until one of the right 
kind hits you,” cried old Ogden, ex- 
citedly, at the top of Gwendolen’s 
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voice; “then you'll take it seriously, 
mark my words.” 

The diners were gazing at their hys- 
terical young hostess with thinly veiled 
astonishment. 

““My—er—daughter,” Gwendolen 
hastened to explain, in her father’s 
most pompous manner, ‘“‘has been, 
from a child, peculiarly flighty when 
the subject of thunder-storms hap- 
pened to come up. You must pardon 
her, my friends. It is, so to speak, 
hereditary. Her mother and grand- 
mother were both that way.” 

“It’s strange how things like that 
run through families,’ commented 
Teddy Langdon, thoughtfully. ‘‘ Now, 
you may not believe it, but I’m afraid 
of ghosts. It’sa Langdon trait. You 
see, we have a family ghost!” 

“What color is it?”’ piped old Ogden, 
excitedly, and Mrs. Marmaduke Mor- 
timer glanced at Evelyn de Peyster. 
Could it be possible that Gwendolen 
Ogden had actually taken too much 
wine? 

‘“There’s been considerable disagree- 
ment in the family regarding its color,” 
answered Langdon, with exaggerated 
seriousness. ‘‘ There are those who say 
that it is always white, and others 
who insist that it is sometimes 
gray.” 

“It’s never black, is it? Is it ever 
black?’’ queried Ogden, in Gwendolen’s 
upper register. 

“Who ever heard of a black ghost, 
Gwendolen?’’ exclaimed Mrs. Morti- 
mer. “They're always white or a light 
gray.” 

““Not this season,”’ declared Ogden, 
emphatically. 

““Gwendolen!”’ cried his daughter, 
fearing that her father’s excitement 
would lead him too far. 

“Don’t chide her, Mr. Ogden,” pro- 
tested Mrs. Mortimer. ‘Gwendolen is 
an authority on fashions, you know. 
If she says that black ghosts are really 
coming in, it must be so.”’ 

There was a gleam of parental defi- 
ance in Gwendolen’s eyes, as her father 
glanced at his forbidding face across 
the board. 

“There’s a good deal in it,”’ cried 








old Ogden, with a sweeping gesture of 
his daughter’s slender hand. ‘‘Gwen 
—that is, father and I saw a black 
ghost to-day.” 

“Isn’t that exciting! Tell us about 
it, Mr. Ogden,” exclaimed Miss de 
Peyster, believing that she was smil- 
ing at her host. 

“My daughter has the floor,” re- 
marked Gwendolen, in the basso of de- 
spair. ‘She will tell you the tale.” 

“You see,’” went on Richard Ogden, 
with all his daughter’s customary vi- 
vacity, ‘you see, father and I were in 
the library this afternoon, when a little 
thunder-storm came up 44 

“A thunder-storm!’’ exclaimed Mrs. 
Mortimer and Teddy Langdon, simul- 
taneously. 

“Didn’t it, father?’’ piped Ogden, 
defiantly. ‘‘I’ll leave it to my father; 
if it wasn’t a thunder-storm, what was 
it?” 

“You're right, daughter; it was a 
thunder-storm,”’ growled Gwendolen, 
reluctantly. 

“T am credibly informed,” went on 
the old man, looking very beautiful at 
the moment, “that the atmospheric 
disturbance was not general. I have 
called it a storm. It was really noth- 
ing more than a flash and a clap, with, 
so far as I have been able to ascertain, 
no rain.” 

“Curious,’’ commented Marmaduke 
Mortimer. 

“While the storm was at its height,”’ 
continued the narrator, apparently a 
charming young woman, bent upon 
making the most of a good story, 
“there appeared in the library a tall, 
patriarchal-looking old man, as black 
as your hat.” 

“Did you hear him enter, Miss Og- 
den?’’ queried Langdon, eagerly. 

“‘Hear him enter?” shrilly. ‘ Well, 
rather! He came in with a crash, and 
went out with a bang. Didn't he, 
father?” 

“He did, indeed,”” admitted Gwen- 
dolen, in a voice that sounded like a 
groan. 

“He came and went in fire and 
noise,’’ went on her father, inspired by 
the eager curiosity in the faces of his 
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guests. ‘“‘ His voice sounded like a ter- 
rific explosion.”’ 

“He spoke to you, then?” cried 
Teddy Langdon. 

“Gwendolen!” exclaimed Miss Og- 
den, using her father’s voice warningly. 

“He talked to us in a language that 
we didn’t understand,’’ answered Mr. 
Ogden, fibbing in falsetto, much to 
his daughter’s relief. 

“How very strange!” murmured 
Miss de Peyster. 

“ How did he get away?’’ asked Mrs. 
Mortimer. “More fireworks, I sup- 

ose. 

“It was all so sudden and terrify- 
ing,’’ answered Ogden, showing Gwen- 
dolen’s teeth in a kind of apologetic 
smile, “that I’ve forgotten many de- 
tails of the affair. But, I can assure 
you that father and I were very glad 
to have him depart.” 

“And you couldn’t identify the 
tongue he spoke, Miss Ogden?” quer- 
ied Langdon, with great solemnity. 

“T’m sure that it was Oriental,” 
answered the old man, a note of weari- 
ness in Gwendolen’s voice. He had 
grown tired of mingling truth and 
falsehood for the entertainment of his 
guests. “Shall we adjourn to the 
smoking-room for our coffee and 
liqueur?”’ 

“Do you think it will be safe?” cried 
Mrs. Mortimer, vivaciously, as she arose 
from her seat. “Does your black 
ghost, Gwendolen, confine his visits 
to the library?”’ 

“I really don’t know, my dear Mrs. 
Mortimer,’’ answered Ogden, with a 
nervous giggle, as his daughter, limp- 
ing slightly from a twitch of rheuma- 
tism, led the way to the smoking-room. 
“If he continues to haunt our house, I 
shall be forced either to get out an 
injunction, or have our electric bat- 
teries taken out.” 

Mrs. Mortimer glanced at the speak- 
er, in undisguised astonishment. That 
Gwendolen Ogden was both independ- 
ent and original she had always known, 
but that the girl was actually eccen- 
tric had come to her this evening as a 
startling revelation. 

Teddy Langdon, as the party crossed 


the drawing-room, had managed io 
take Mrs. Mortimer’s place beside, as 
he supposed, the beautiful Miss Ogden. 

“You have not forgotten your prom- 
ise, Gwendolen?’’ he murmured, in a 
voice that had in it a curious ming- 
ling of assurance and appeal. 

“My memory, sir, is considered 
very good,” said old Ogden, nerv- 
ously. ‘But—this promise to which 
you refer = 

“The wicked little flirt!’ remarked 
Langdon, to himself. Then, making 
eyes at the girl’s flushed face: “We 
were to have a téte-a-téte after dinner. 
You gave me your word for that, 
Gwendolen.” 

“But I’ve got to have a smoke,” 
protested the old man, very much in 
the voice and manner of a spoiled 
child. 

“I didn’t know that you had taken 
to cigarettes, Gwendolen,’ remarked 
the youth, coldly. “If you have, of 
course, I’m done for. You’d rather 
smoke than talk to me.”’ 

Mr. Ogden laughed aloud, hysteric- 
ally. 

“My dear young man,” he piped, 
Gwendolen’s face wearing an amused 
smile, “if you fear tobacco as a rival, 
I don’t see how you can expect to get 
very far in—er—what shall I call it?— 
your favorite pursuit.” 

“What the deuce has happened to 
the girl?”? Langdon asked himself, as 
they entered the smoking-room. “If 
I hadn’t seen that she didn’t touch a 
drop of wine at dinner, I should actu- 
ally believe that Gwendolen Ogden 
had been drinking.”’ 
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THE smoking-room of Richard Og- 
den’s luxurious home was a fascinating 
apartment, upon which Gwendolen 
had exercised much good taste and in- 
genuity. Her idea at the outset had 
been to combine gorgeousness with com- 
fort, to make the room both stimu- 
lating to the mind and restful to the 
body. The high colors of the hang- 
ings and coverings were blended har- 
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moniously, and there was no divan or 
chair in the room not adapted to the 
comfort of the most indolent of idlers. 
Hookahs, pipes, cigars, cigarettes and 
all the miscellaneous paraphernalia 
that add to a smoker’s contentment, 
were there in profusion. It was in its 
entirety a splendid shrine, worthy of 
the great god Tobacco. 

“It’s like jumping from New York 
into the Orient, without the discom- 
forts of a journey,’’ remarked Mrs. 
Mortimer, reclining on a divan, and 
lazily lighting a cigarette. “Aren't 
you smoking this evening, Mr. Ogden?” 
she asked, glancing at Gwendolen, who 
was moodily weighing the question as 
to how to avoid her father’s customary 
after-dinner cigar without causing 
comment. 

“It’s just the place for a tale from 
‘The Arabian Nights.’ You should 
have deferred the story of your black 
ghost, Miss Ogden, until we had settled 
ourselves in this little corner of the 
immemorial East,” remarked Mar- 
maduke Mortimer, puffing a cigar, and 
gazing at Mr. Ogden, whose daughter’s 
dark beauty had been enhanced by the 
rich colorings of his present environ- 
ment. 

“Hark!” cried the old man, thrust- 
ing Gwendolen’s fair right hand 
straight upward through a thin cloud 
of smoke. “Did you hear anything? 
Listen! Doesn’t that sound like dis- 
tant thunder?’”’ 

“How nervous you are to-night, 
Gwendolen,” whispered Teddy Lang- 
don to Mr. Ogden, making eyes at the 
girl in his most flirtatious way. 

“Whose fault is it?’’ queried the old 
man, petulantly blowing a cloud of 
cigarette-smoke from Gwendolen’s 
dainty mouth. “I don’t wish to be 
harsh or unjust toward you, but 
think of the day I’ve had. What with 
that thunder-storm and Jeannette, 
and—well, never mind her name—and 
getting dressed, and everything, who 
wouldn’t be nervous? Don’t look at 
me like that, young man. Do you 
think this is the Eden Musée? I’m 
not a wax figure, am [?”’ 

“No; you’re just the sweetest, most 


beautiful, most fascinating, most tanta- 
lizing girl in the world, Gwendolen 
Ogden.” 

“Sir!” cried the old man, shrilly, 
tossing his half-finished cigarette into 
an ash-receiver, and striving ineffectu- 
ally to get to Gwendolen’s feet. But 
Teddy Langdon, noting that the Mar- 
maduke Mortimers were laughing mer- 
rily at something that Evelyn de 
Peyster had said to Mr. Ogden, as they 
supposed him to be, was not to be 
easily deprived of his flirtation. 

“I beg of you, Gwendolen,’ mur- 
mured the young man, seizing a fair 
hand that old Ogden longed to clench; 
“I beg of you, my dear girl, to be more 
patient with me. Have you no mem- 
ory, no pity, no heart? Why should 
you treat me this way, after all that 
has happened in the happy, happy 
past?’’ 

Old Ogden sat motionless, almost 
overpowered by athought that changed 
him from a querulous old man into an 
amateur actor, or actress, as you 
choose. He looked at that moment 
like a handsome, high-bred girl, who 
had grown somewhat pale in her 
effort at self-control. 

“What has happened in the happy, 
happy past, Teddy?” whispered the 
old man. 

“Forgive me, Gwendolen, for my 
words,” pleaded the youth, cleverly. 
“It was my egotism, of course, that 
made me believe that—that——-”’ 

“Believe what, Teddy?’ purred 
Ogden, sweetly. 

“That made me believe, Gwendo- 
len, that you were not indifferent to 
my love for you,”’ explained Langdon, 
pressing with eloquent fervor the 
hand he held. ‘‘Tell me, have I de- 
ceived myself? Is it true, Gwendolen, 
that you have only been flirting with 
me; that all you had in mind was 
another scalp to add to your already 
overloaded belt?” 

‘Look here, young man,’ ex- 
claimed Ogden, in a petulant tone, 
withdrawing his daughter’s hand from 
Langdon’s clasp, ‘‘ you seem to imply, 
sir, that my daughter—that—that I 
am—a heartless coquette, going about 
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seeking whom I may devour. The 
idea is shocking to me, sir, in—in 
my present nervous state. If there 
is any basis of truth in your accusa- 
tion, young man— Hark! is .that 
thunder? Listen, Teddy, that’s a 
good boy. Did you hear a kind of dis- 
tant rumble?” 

“‘My dear girl,’’ murmured Langdon, 
repentantly, “I’m so sorry that I an- 
noyed you. I should not have said 
whatI did. Iwas unkind and thought- 
less and selfish. I realized at dinner 
that you were not yourself.” 

“What’s that?” asked Ogden, 
sharply, an expression of dismay, al- 
most horror, coming into Gwendolen’s 
mobile face. “‘Not myself? What 
do you mean by that?”’ 

“How flighty and queer you are to- 
night, Gwendolen,” remarked Lang- 
don, more to himself than to the girl. 
“Have you ever had an attack of nerv- 
ous prostration?”’ 

“Well, rather! I’ve had _ three 
attacks to-day; and, if I know the 
symptoms, I’ll have several more be- 
fore midnight. But,if you think I’m 
not myself, you’re mistaken. Ap- 
pearances may be deceptive, but I’m 
I—or I’m me—and there ain’t enough 
electricity between here and Mars to 
change that fact.” 

Langdon was obviously puzzled by 
the girl’s words and manner. “That’s 
certainly egotism raised to the mth 
power,” he remarked, presently, smil- 
ing playfully. 

“Take it or leave it,” snapped Og- 
den. ‘‘Now, what the dickens does 
that mean?”’ 

His gaze was fixed apprehensively 
upon James, the butler, who was 
crossing the smoking-room at that 
moment, bearing a note to Gwendolen, 
who, in the outward seeming of her 
father, had been playing her réle to 
perfection. 

“What’s this, James?” the girl 
asked, surprise and resentment in her 
father’s voice. That he had dis- 
obeyed a standing order by entering 
the smoking-room on his present 
errand the butler realized, but he 
made his apology calmly. 


“Begging your pardon, sir, but the 
young lady has was ’ere this hafter- 
noon, Mr. Ogden, wouldn’t take ‘no’ 
for a hanswer. She says has ’ow to- 
morrow mornin’ wouldn’t do. She’s 
awaitin’ your reply, sir, in the draw- 
in’-room.”’ 

With every eye in the room upon 
her, Gwendolen broke open the envel- 
ope with her father’s fat hands. Her 
old eyes read the following ominous 
words: 


Dear RICHARD: 

Despite your queer treatment of me 
this afternoon, I have come to you again. 
I have no one else to whom I can go for ad- 
vice. He has not only come back from the 
dead, but he’s raising Cain. Excuse the 
vulgarity of the above, but, if I don’t put 
the case strongly, I know you'll put me off 
until to-morrow, and there’s only one 
phrase that can describe the way he is act- 
ing. I have actually risked my life to come 
to you at this time. If you areas gooda 
friend of mine as I believe you to be, you 
will let me have five minutes’ talk with 
you. 

Richard Ogden’s face had turned 
white, as Gwendolen perused these 
enigmatic words. The note trembled 
in her father’s pudgy fingers, and, as 
she caught the questioning gaze of 
her own eyes across the room, her 
agitation increased. 

“No bad news, I trust, Mr. Ogden,” 
remarked Mrs. Mortimer, sympathetic- 
ally. 

“Have you had a line from your 
black ghost?’’ asked Miss de Peyster, 
with ill-timed gaiety. 

“‘No; she’s a _ blonde,’’ muttered 
Gwendolen, to herself, and the joke 
served to restore to her her self-con- 
trol. Getting heavily to her father’s 
feet, and with a murmured apology 
to her guests, she crossed the room, 
and handed the note to her father, 
who giggled like a nervous girl as he 
received it. 

“T think you’d better go to her, 
my daughter,” said Gwendolen, in a 
despondent basso. 

“Not on your life!” cried old 
Ogden, shrilly, after reading the note. 
“You see her—er—father, and tell her 
—well, tell her anything!” 

“But,” protested Gwendolen, in a 
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gruff whisper, thankful that Langdon 
had been polite enough to move away, 
“she’s in great trouble, perhaps dan- 
ger. What shall I say to her? I 
don’t even know her name. She 
signs herself, ‘ Emily.’”’ 

“That’s right,’”” murmured Ogden, 
in a subdued voice. “Her name’s 
Emily Prentiss. She’s a business 
client of mine. But it makes me nerv- 
ous to see her when I’m in this— 
costume. Just use your wits, Gwen- 
dolen—that’s a good girl—and go in 
and talk to her like a father. She 
wants advice. Give it to her by the 
yard. Tell her to poison her super- 
fluous husband, or call in the police 
and have him arrested for not re- 
maining dead. And, my dear, if you 
think you hear thunder, let me know 
at once, will you? Thanks; that’s a 
good girl. Now, go. I can’t whisper, 
in your voice, any longer. It makes 
me too thirsty, Gwen.” 

With a somewhat incoherent apol- 
ogy to her guests, the girl, feeling old 
and weary and very rebellious at the 
cruel fate that had come to her, 
strode slowly from the smoking-room. 
It was as if a tall, portly, well-groomed 
old gentleman, with a pale, heavy 
face, had turned his back upon Hope 
to tread the path of Despair. 

“Is anything serious the matter, 
Gwendolen?’ asked Teddy Langdon, 
anxiously, returning, as he believed, to 
the girl’s side. “‘ Your father looked 
actually crushed.” 

“You can’t crush him, young man,” 
cried old Ogden, in a kind of angry 
whistle. “I can tell you, sir, that 
Richard Ogden has been through 
the most terrible day of his life, and 
he’s still in the ring, and full of gin- 
ger. Do you understand me?” 

“Frankly, Gwendolen,” answered 
the young man, with a puzzled smile 
on his face, “frankly, now, I don’t 
believe I do.” 


Vill 


“RicuarpD!” cried the beautiful 
blonde, springing to her feet, and smil- 


ing at the old man through eyes wet 
with tears. 

“Mrs. Prentiss,” remarked Gwen- 
dolen, coldly, “‘won’t you be seated? 
I have left my guests, in order to grant 
you this interview. But I must stipu- 
late that you make it very brief.” 

“How cold and cruel you are, Rich- 
ard!”” moaned Mrs. Prentiss, sinking 
into a chair in a hopeless way. ‘“‘ You 
seem.-to forget, in this the hour of my 
greatest need, how often you have told 
me to come to you, if I were in trouble.” 
Then, the speaker seemed fully to re- 
cover her self-control, for she sat erect, 
dried her eyes, and gazed steadily into 
what she took to be Ogden’s pale, set 
face. 

“It is more for your sake than my 
own that I have come to you, Rich- 
ard,”’ she said, coldly and distinctly. 
““He—my husband—has heard gossip 
—gossip absurdly unjust to you and 
me, but it has brought him back to 
New York, and he’s a desperate and 
unprincipled man. At the risk of my 
life, I have come to warn you that you 
must be careful of this man. He re- 
fuses to believe me when I tell him 
that you have been a father to me; 
that, without your counsel and advice, 
his desertion would eventually have 
left me without either means or occu- 
pation. He ridicules the idea of a pla- 
tonic friendship between us. And the 
worst of it is, Richard,’’ she concluded, 
in a voice that was unsteady with its 
weight of tears and fears, “the worst 
of it is that, despite every precaution 
I could take, I’m sure he followed me 
here, and is waiting for me outside your 
door.” 

“Ts he—is he—armed?’’ asked Gwen- 
dolen, her father’s voice indicating her 
horror at the predicament in which a 
jealous husband had placed herself and 
others. 

“He carries a revolver, and I know 
it’s loaded, Richard,’”’ answered Mrs. 
Prentiss, wearily. ‘“‘I amsotired! It 
has been such a frightful day!” 

To Gwendolen’s distraught mind, it 
seemed at that moment as if the ming- 
ling of farce and tragedy in the situa- 
tion would drive her to an outbreak of 
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hysteria. A great rage against Mrs. 
Prentiss swept over her, and she 
clenched her father’s fists in an effort 
at self-control. Why should this wo- 
man come here with her silly tale of a 
jealous husband, while she, Gwendolen 
Ogden, was undergoing an ordeal a 
thousand times more unbearable than 
anything that her father’s fair client 
had ever been forced to endure? A 
frightful day, indeed! A day during 
which a beautiful, light-hearted girl 
had lost, at one stroke of fate, her 
beauty, her light-heartedness, her 
youth, her health; to receive in their 
place ugliness, depression of spirits, old 
age and rheumatism. What was the 
unexpected return of an unwelcome 
husband compared with the affliction 
that had befallen Gwendolen Ogden? 
Having a jealous husband was infi- 
nitely preferable to being one’s own 
father! 

But this was no time for vain 
regrets or unavailing comparisons. 
Something must be done at once, or 
crime might follow, fleet of foot, in 
the track of misfortune. Gwendolen, 
struggling to keep in mind all the fac- 
tors of the problem before her, said 
curtly, in her father’s most energetic 
tones: 

“Describe your husband to me, Mrs. 
Prentiss.” 

“He is tall, clean-shaven, dark eyes, 
well-dressed, slightly intoxicated.”’ 

Gwendolen touched a button, and, 
as the butler entered the room, as- 
sumed her father’s most imperious 
manner. 

‘“‘James,”’ she said, “it is possible 
that within the next half-hour a tall, 
well-dressed, clean-shaven man, with 
dark eyes, and—a trifle intoxicated, 
may call here. If he does, refuse him 
admission. If he makes the slightest 
disturbance, threaten to call the police. 
Do you understand me, James?” 

“Very good, sir. Hi’ll see to hit, 
Mr. Ogden.” 

“And now, Mrs. Prentiss,’ said 
Gwendolen, after the butler’s exit, 
rather enjoying, for a moment, the 
power to take radical action that her 
father’s outward seeming conferred 


upon her, “‘now, I want you to remain 
here for five minutes. I wish to give 
further orders in this matter, and shall 
return to you, presently.” 

Recrossing the drawing-room as rap- 
idly as her father’s portly figure per- 
mitted, Gwendolen entered the smok- 
ing-room, restraining, by a great effort 
of will, all outward evidence of her in- 
ward turmoil. 

““Gwendolen,”’ she said, in Mr. Og- 
den’s most dignified manner, ‘may I 
ask you to come with me for a moment? 
I’m sure that our guests will be lenient 
in this matter. I shall detain you but 
a short time, my daughter.” 

As father and daughter came to a 
standstill in a far corner of the great 
drawing-room, the former asked, in 
Gwendolen’s most troubled tones: 

“What, in the name of goodness, has 
happened, girl? Is Emily still here? 
Couldn’t you persuade her to go?” 

“Her husband is outside our front 
door with a gun,”’ groaned Gwendolen. 
“If she goes out, he’ll shoot her. If 
he gets in, he'll shoot me—thinking 
I’m you. It’s a case of the devil and 
the deep sea, father.” 

“Don’t call me, ‘father.’ It’sa bad 
habit, and may make trouble,” said 
Ogden, peevishly. ‘“‘Confound the 
man! Why didn’t he stay dead? If 
we telephone for the police, it means 
publicity; and that’s the last thing on 
earth that you and I wish, my dear. 
If we keep Emily—I mean Mrs. Pren- 
tiss—here, the man’s anger will lead him 
to do something desperate. And the 
Mortimers and the rest of ’em—how 
are they going to leave the house with- 
out risking their lives? It’s a hope- 
less situation, isn’t it? I say, isn’t it 
a hopeless situation ?’’ Then, athought, 
that brought a flash of sunshine into 
Gwendolen’s beautiful face, came into 
the old man’s mind. “If I could only 
persuade that asinine young Langdon 
to go home now!” he murmured, softly. 
“There’s a fair chance that Prentiss 
might put a bullet through him, and 
then run away. That wouldn’t be so 
bad, would it?” 

“What are you saying to yourself, 
my daughter?’ asked Gwendolen, 
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gruffly and impatiently, realizing that 
there was but little time left to them 
for choosing their course of procedure. 

“Ask Langdon to come here at 
once, will you?” said the father; and 
Gwendolen strode heavily toward the 
smoking-room, astonished at the com- 
mand, but too agitated mentally to dis- 
cuss with him the desirability of the 
step that he was taking. 

Teddy Langdon, as he crossed the 
drawing-room in step, as he supposed, 
with Mr. Ogden, was struck by the look 
of worry and depression in Gwendolen’s 
face as the head of the house greeted 
them with a wan smile. 

“If I were in sore trouble and great 
danger, Teddy Langdon, what would 
you be willing to do for me?’ cooed 
Ogden, making eyes at the young man 
in a way that filled Gwendolen’s soul 
with impotent rage. 

“ Anything — everything, Gwendo- 
len,’’ answered the youth, bravely 
and emphatically. “You are in 
trouble; you need my help; my life 
is at your disposal, Gwendolen. What 
can I do for you?” 

“Listen attentively, my—er—dear 
boy,’’ went on Ogden, in his daughter’s 
sweetest tones. ‘‘There’s a tall, dark, 
smooth-shaven, intoxicated man out- 
side the house, with a gun. He’s 
anxious to put a bullet through dear 
papa. Now, if somebody could per- 
suade him that dear papa is not— 
that kind of a man, you know—that 
is, that dear papa doesn’t desire to be 
shot, don’t you see—er—Teddy, how 
nice that would be?” 

Young Langdon had grown white 
around the mouth, but his eyes were 
steady as he gazed fondly into Gwen- 
dolen’s flushed face, and said: 

“Tf you ask me to speak to the 
fellow, Gwendolen, it will give me 
great pleasure to do as you wish.” 
Then, he turned to Mr. Ogden’s out- 
ward seeming, and asked: 

“Have you ever seen this man, 
sir? Is hea very desperate character?” 

Gwendolen was too much torn by 
conflicting emotions to answer at once. 
She realized that it was not fair to 
force Teddy Langdon to risk his life 


in this affair. On the other hand, it 
might be that there was no great 
danger, after all. Why should Mr. 
Prentiss shoot a stranger, against 
whom he could have no grudge, 
simply because that stranger had 
been a guest of Richard Ogden? And, 
if Teddy Langdon did not make the 
attempt to drive this desperate man 
away for the night, who w.s there 
left upon whom they could cal? 
Marmaduke Mortimer was a freat 
gossip, and James, the butle-, a great 
coward. To summon the police meant 
publicity. Bya process of elimination, 
Gwendolen was forced to the con- 
clusion that Teddy Langdon had be- 
come their only hope at this compli- 
cated, but very threatening, crisis. 

‘‘T have never seen this person, Mr. 
Langdon,” she said, presently, “but 
I have reason to believe that he’s a very 
bad man. You mustn’t leave the 
house without a revolver. Just wait 
here a moment. There’s a six-shooter 
in the library. I'll get it for you, and 
return here at once.” 

Before Ogden could attempt to 
check his daughter’s impetuosity, she 
had carried his portly form half-way 
across the drawing-room, hurrying 
toward the library. 

“Are you going to faint, Gwen- 
dolen?”’ cried Langdon, springing as 
he supposed, toward the girl. 

“Tf I could have just one little 
high-ball, I think I could stand the 
strain,” giggled the old man, nerv- 
ously. ‘Tell James to come here, 
will you, Teddy? That’s a good boy,” 
he cooed, sinking into a chair, as 
Langdon, puzzled and distraught, 
hurried across the room in search of 
the butler. 


IX 


“RicHaRD! Richard! you have 
come back to me? How glad I am!” 

As Gwendolen hurriedly ente ed 
the library, Mrs. Prentiss sprang to 
her feet, her pale, clear-cut face 
showing the relief she felt at the old 
man’s return. 
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_ “Tl be with you only a moment,” 

remarked the girl, in the gruffest 
tones. “Sit down again, and keep 
perfectly cool, Mrs. Prentiss.” 

“Cool!” exclaimed the beautiful 
woman, rather tartly, falling back 
into her chair. ‘‘ You're cool enough 
for both of us, Richard. You're like 
ice. What are you looking for?” 

Gwendolen, to whom her father’s 
hands were still a kind of clumsy 
mystery, was fumbling awkwardly 
with a miscellaneous collection of 
odds and ends that had come to- 
gether in the drawer of the library- 
table. Presently, she found the re- 
volver that she sought, and clasped 
it with fat fingers that trembled 
slightly. 

Mrs. Prentiss, who had been watch- 
ing the old man closely, was on her 
feet again at once, and, presently, 
Gwendolen felt the clutch of a slender, 
nervous hand on her father’s arm. 

“What are you going to do with 
that pistol, Richard?’’ whispered Mrs. 
Prentiss, her big blue eyes gazing 
down in affright at the gleaming 
weapon. “Put it back where you 
found it, I implore you! You'll only 
make matters worse, if you go hunting 
for Tom. He’s a dead shot, Richard. 
He’s a Kentuckian, you remember.” 

Gwendolen drew away from the 
pale and excited speaker, and dropped, 
rather limply, into a chair, holding 
the revolver gingerly at her side. 
She felt faint and hopeless. What 
chance would Teddy Langdon have 
against an armed Kentuckian under 
the influence of whiskey? 

“Richard, I insist upon knowing 
what you have in mind,’ remarked 
Mrs. Prentiss, a stubborn note in her 
voice. “If I came to you for shel- 
ter and protection, I certainly had 
no intention of allowing you to put 
your life in jeopardy. You must not 
leave this room with that revolver in 
your hand.” 

This was too much for Gwendolen’s 
patience, and she arose clumsily to her 
father’s feet. Rather easily coaxed, 
the girl—an only child, be it remem- 
bered—had never been amenable to 


coercion. Opposition had always 
made her stubborn, and, in this in- 
stance, the lack of tact displayed by 
Mrs. Prentiss intensified Gwendolen’s 
natural inclination to have her own 
way. 

“IT must leave this room, revolver 
in hand, at once,’’ remarked the girl. 
“If somebody gets hurt within the 
next few moments, it won’t be my 
fault. And Teddy, so far as I know 
to the contrary, may be a crack shot,” 
she added, half to herself. 

“Teddy?’’ queried Mrs. Prentiss, ex- 
citedly. ‘“‘Who’s he?” 

Gwendolen paused in her move- 
ment toward the door. 

“Mr. Langdon has volunteered to 
confront Mr. Prentiss, and persuade 
him to take his departure peaceably,” 
she explained, grufily. 

“Teddy Langdon!” cried Mrs. 
Prentiss, white to the lips. “Good 
heavens, Richard, he and Tom must 
not meet! There will be murder done, 
if they come face to face to-night 
with revolvers in hand. If I had 
known that Teddy Langdon was 
here——”’ 

The sentence remained unfinished. 

“What do you know about Teddy 
Langdon?’’ asked Gwendolen, in her 
father’s most imperious tones. 

Mrs. Prentiss shrugged her shoulders, 
and smiled. 

“IT know that he and Tom have a 
grudge against each other,’’ she an- 
swered, vaguely. 

“You seem to have a very wide 
acquaintance, Mrs. Prentiss,” re- 
marked Gwendolen, with the manner 
and voice of an old man made cruel 
by jealousy. 

“Richard!” cried Mrs. Prentiss, re- 
proachfully. “Is it kind of you to 
choose such a time as this for sar- 
casm, or worse? Is there—pardon 
the egotism of the question—is there 
a good-looking woman in New York 
who doesn’t know Teddy Langdon?” 

“H’m!” growled Gwendolen. 
“Well, he’s a man worth knowing, 
isn’t he? He may be soft in spots, 
but he has courage. I’m inclined 
to believe that he has the sand to go 
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out and put a hole through S. T.” 
There was a suspicion of hysteria in 
the old man’s voice as Gwendolen 
said this. 

“S. T.?” queried Mrs. Prentiss, 
nervously. 

“Superfluous Tom,” explained the 
girl, curtly. ‘“‘Do you imagine, Mrs. 
Prentiss, that the present situation 
can be allowed to last an hour longer? 
As I understand it, we are besieged 
in our own house by an intoxicated 
Kentuckian who knows how to shoot 
to kill. What chance would I stand 
if I went out to talk to your hus- 
band? But it is more than possible 
that Mr. Prentiss will be willing to hold 
a peaceful parley with Mr. Langdon.” 

“Parley with Teddy Langdon?” 
cried Mrs. Prentiss, rather wildly. 
“You don’t know Tom. He didn’t 
understand how to argue, even when 
we were first married. He’s the most 
unreasonable man that ever lived, 
and, as for his holding a debate with 
Teddy Langdon, that’s absurd. The 
only arguments he’ll use are made of 
lead.”” There was a sob in the speak- 
er’s voice and tears in her fine eyes 
as she added: “I beg of you, Richard, 
not to give that revolver to Mr. Lang- 
don.” 

At that moment, the library was in- 
vaded by a flighty young woman, 
talking in a shrill falsetto and followed 
closely by a white-faced young man, 
who was vainly endeavoring to con- 
ceal his inward agitation. 

“You must have something to 
steady your nerves, young Langdon,” 
Ogden was saying, emphatically. 
“What has become of James, I don’t 
know. But never mind. There’s 
something besides books in this room, 
my boy. Great Scott, what’s all this? 
Emily! Gwen—or, rather, father, 
where did you get that gun? For 
heaven’s sake, keep it quiet, will you? 
It’ll go off, if you aren’t careful. The 
thing’s loaded, don’t you know?” 

“Don’t be so nervous, my daughter,” 
growled Gwendolen, annoyed at her 
father’s excited bearing. ‘“‘ Here, Mr. 
Langdon, take this revolver. You 
may find it useful later on.” 
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“Don’t you touch the infernal 
thing, Teddy,” piped Ogden, after 
the manner of a spoiled child, waving 
Gwendolen’s hands wildly in the air. 
“If you take that pistol from father, 
I won’t give you a high-ball. So 
there, now!” 

“But, Gwendolen,” argued his 
daughter, still thrusting the weapon 
toward the reluctant Langdon, “he 
mustn’t go into the street unarmed. 
This Mr. Prentiss is a bad man from 
Kentucky, and he has been drinking. 
I’m sorry I haven’t a Gatling gun to 
give you, Mr. Langdon.” 

“Take the pistol, Teddy,” cried 
Ogden, excitedly. “Anything for a 
quiet life! 

“And now,” he went on, with 
great animation, handling Gwendolen’s 
skirts with considerable skill as he 
tripped toward the locker, “now we'll 
fortify our brave defender against the 
insidious inroads of the white feather. 
Cartridge and ball, eh, Langdon?”’ 

With surprising deftness, Mr. Ogden 
placed the ingredients for a stimulating 
mixture upon the library-table, the 
while his companions watched him 
silently, admiring the young girl’s 
grace and beauty, but not altogether 
pleased with her occupation. 

“Strike her up!” piped old Ogden, 
presently, pointing with Gwendolen’s 
dainty hand toward a bottle of Scotch 
and a siphon of vichy. “Strike her 
up! High-ball!’”’ Then, he giggled 
hysterically at his own facetiousness. 

Langdon, nothing loath, poured out 
his drink. 

“And now, Emily—I mean, Mrs. 
Prentiss, may I—?”’ began Mr. Ogden, 
glancing with his daughter’s sad, dark 
eyes at the beautiful blonde. 

Before Mrs. Prentiss could put her 
refusal of this eccentric young woman’s 
invitation into words, James, the butler, 
pale and overwrought, had rushed 
into the library. 

“"E’s in the ’all, sir,” he gasped, 
gazing at Gwendolen, thinking that he 
addressed his master. “’Ow’e got hin, 
Mr. Ogden, I cawn’t say. But ’e’s 
there, and ’e says as ’ow ’e must see 
you hat once, sir.” 
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“To whom do you refer, James?” 
asked the girl. 

“The tall, dark man as ’as been 
walkin’ hup and down hin front of 
the ’ouse, sir, for an hour. ’E’s 
wery gentlemanly, Mr. Ogden, but, hif 
hi may take the liberty, ’e ’as been 
drinking, sir.” 

“Put him out of the house, James!” 

’ ordered Gwendolen, curtly, waving 
4% yy her father’s fat hand toward the hall. 
“If he won’t go quietly, you'll be 
obliged to throw him out.” 

“That won’t do at all, father,’ 
cried Ogden, shrilly, leaning. back in a 
chair and kicking nervously at the air 
with his daughter’s dainty feet. “A 
good butler is hard to find in these 
days, and James is very satisfactory.” 

“Thank you, miss,” said James, 
gratefully. “Hif you'll hexcuse my 
hegotism, so to speak, sir,” he added, 
turning, as he supposed, toward Mr. 
Ogden, “hi’m not fit to die, sir.”’ 

“And I don’t dare to go to him!” 
remarked Mrs. Prentiss, apologetic- 
ally, but with emphasis. 

“He’d shoot me on sight, of 
course,’ mused Gwendolen, in mel- 
ancholy tones. 

“It’s up to me, I guess,” admitted 
Teddy Langdon, not very cheerfully. 

Suddenly, Gwendolen was struck 
by an inspiration. She stood erect, 
her father’s face flushed, and a note 
of excitement in his voice, as she 
aid: 
| “There seems to be but one person 
u in the room who can confront this 

dangerous intruder in perfect safety. 
Wild though he may be, he is, in a 
way, a gentleman. I have no doubt 
that—my daughter could go to him 
with impunity. I suggest, my dear 

Gwendolen, that you step into the 
hail at once, and request this Mr. 
Prentiss to depart in peace.” 

i “Me?” exclaimed old Ogden, in a 
b i. startled whistle, that suggested a 
young girl attacked by asthma and 
hysteria at the same moment. “ What 
do you think of that, Emily? Thomas 
wouldn’t do a thing to me, would he?”’ 

“You forget yourself, my daughter,” 

remarked Gwendolen, in a deep, chid- 
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ing voice. “I am amazed at you, 
my child. Where do you pick up so 
much slang?” 

“That’s neither here nor there,” 
answered her father, in a sulky fal- 
setto. Then, it came to him, clearly 
enough, that in Gwendolen’s outward 
seeming he would be in no great 
danger from Mr. Prentiss. Spring- 
ing to his dainty feet, and waving his 
white hands in the air with a gesture 
that had become a habit with him, 
the old man cried: 

“Come on, Teddy! We'll face this 
bold, bad man, and ask him sternly 
why he didn’t stay dead. I'll buy 
thy flowers, Tommy Prentiss! Come 
on, Teddy! I'll lead the charge, and 
you come up on my left flank with 
the light artillery. Confound these 
skirts! They’re an awful nuisance to 
heavy infantry going into action. 
Attention, company! Forward, march! 
Charge!”’ 

“Gwendolen!” cried his daughter, 
sternly; but it was too late to restrain 
the reckless old man, who was hurry- 
ing toward the hall, followed by Teddy 
Langdon. 

“Are you going to faint, Richard? 
You look very pale,” murmured Mrs. 
Prentiss, approaching Gwendolen, so- 
licitously. 

“Don’t mind me,” growled the girl, 
despairingly. Then, she thrust a 
pudgy hand straight into the air. 
“Listen!” she groaned, apprehensively. 
“ Listen!” 


x 


“Isn’t it horrible, Richard? What 
do you think will happen?” 

“ Listen!”’ groaned Gwendolen, gaz- 
ing down hopelessly at her father’s 
large feet. “If anything awful hap- 
pens, Mrs. Prentiss, I shall never for- 
give myself. I should always feel 
like a parricide.”’ 

“A ‘parricide,’ Richard?” cried 
Mr. Ogden’s beautiful client, with a 
nervous little laugh. ‘‘I had always 
believed that you were an orphan.” 

“I am,” growled Gwendolen, rec- 
ollecting herself, or, rather, her father. 
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“Sit down! You make me nervous. 
What are you doing here, James?”’ 

From a far corner of the library, 
within which he had vainly sought to 
escape observation, issued the butler— 
a withered flower, a collapsed balloon, 
no longer either ornamental or useful. 
Even his beautiful calves seemed to 
have shrunk in his effort to avoid 
notice. His cheeks and lips were 
white, his eyes restless, his haughty, 
self-confident bearing nothing but a 
memory of his splendid past. 

“Are you ill, James?’”’ asked Gwen- 
dolen, in the stateliest manner. 

“Hif you'll permit me to say so, 
Mr. Ogden,” faltered the butler, 
“hi’m not hup to much, sir. This 
"as been a wery exhausting day, sir.” 

“Go to the hall at once, James,” 
ordered Gwendolen, sharply. “You 
may be needed there at any moment.”’ 

As the collapsed flunkey left the 
library with reluctant tread, Mrs. 
Prentiss watched his retreating figure, 
smilingly. 

“You really can’t blame him, Rich- 
ard,’’ she remarked, very justly, ‘‘for 
his unwillingness to return to his 
duties.”’ 

“TI don’t blame him,’’ growled the 
girl, annoyed at the realization that 
she was inclined to lose her temper. 
“Upon what did you base your 
accusation, Mrs. Prentiss? What 
made you imply that I blamed 
him?” 

“You are so queer to-night, Rich- 
ard,’”’ remarked old Ogden’s caller, 
restlessly. ‘‘Frankly, I don’t feel at 
ease with you. You haven’t been at 
all like yourself to-day. Won’t you 
tell me, Richard, what’s the matter 
with you?” 

“ Listen!”’ exclaimed Gwendolen, in 


a hoarse whisper. “Do you hear 
voices?”’ 

‘““Not a sound, Richard,’’ answered 
Mrs. Prentiss, presently. ‘‘The house 


is absolutely quiet.”’ 

“But there must be something 
doing,’’ argued the girl, glaring down, 
with angry eyes, at her father’s 
pudgy hands. “It isn’t likely that 
Teddy Langdon and—my daughter, 
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are attempting to reform your hus- 
band by silent prayer.”’ 

“The suspense is awful,” mur- 
mured Mrs. Prentiss, nervously, jump- 
ing to her feet and impulsively draw- 
ing near, as she sipposed, to Mr. 
Ogden, a frightened woman craving a 
man’s protection. 

“Isn’t there something more to be 
done, Richard?’’ Her hand rested 
appealingly upon the old man’s shoul- 
der, and Gwendolen allowed it to re- 
main there, too worried and dis- 
traught to resent a liberty taken by a 
comparative stranger. 

At that instant, Evelyn de Peyster, 
closely followed by the Marmaduke 
Mortimers, hurriedly entered the li- 
brary. 

“I—I beg your pardon,” faltered 
Miss de Peyster, blushing with em- 
barrassment. 

“We owe you an apology, Mr. Og- 
den,” said Mr. Mortimer, stepping 
forward in an effort to relieve the sit- 
uation, ‘but it is getting late, and we 
decided to—to 4 

“To take time by the forelock,”’ 
added Mrs. Mortimer, with great pres- 
ence of mind. ‘And we seem to have 
succeeded in doing it,’’ she murmured, 
under her breath. Her keen eyes had 
noted the siphon of vichy and the 
bottle of whiskey on the table. 

Gwendolen, realizing that her father’s 
rheumatism was growing worse, had 
managed to stand erect, striving to 
regain sufficient courage to confront 
this unexpected crisis with the bold- 
ness that alone could deprive the situa- 
tion of its unbearable awkwardness. 
To this end, she unconsciously exag- 
gerated her father’s most pompous 
manner. 

“You are mistaken, Mr. Mortimer,’ 
she said, in a very impressive basso. 
“The apology is due, not from you to 
me, but from me to you. You will 
permit me, I trust, to explain. But, 
first, Mrs. Mortimer, Miss de Peyster 
and Mr. Mortimer, allow me to pre 
sent you to Mrs. Prentiss, a client of 
mine who has been forced to come to 
me to-night for advice and protec- 
tion.” 
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“Delighted!’” murmured Miss de 
Peyster, sarcastically. 

““Charmed!”’ cried Mr. Mortimer, 
glancing admiringly at the beautiful 
Mrs. Prentiss. 

“T congratulate you, madame,”’ re- 
marked Mrs. Mortimer, suavely, ‘‘ upon 
your choice of a counselor. Mr. Og- 
den’s advice is always of the best.” 

“Hark! what’s that?’ exclaiaed 
Gwendolen, hoarsely. 

“Look here, Ogden,” cried Marma- 
duke Mortimer, “you’re in trouble. 
We're not merely your guests of an 
evening—we’re old friends, entitled 
to your confidence. Why won't you 
be frank with us? If we can be of any 
use to you at this time, you should 
not hesitate to enlist our services, old 
man.”’ 

“You are very kind, Mprrtimer,” 
Gwendolen managed to say, yratefully. 
“Tf you'll seat yourselves here in the 
library for a few moments, you will 
do me a favor. I'll explain the whole 
affair to you, presently. Meanwhile, 
if you'll postpone your departure for a 
time, I shall be under great obligations 
to you.” 

There came the sound of swishing 
skirts from the drawing-room, and a 
white-faced, dark-haired girl rushed 
into the library, slamming the door 
behind her, and turning the key in the 
lock. 

“Saved!” cried old Ogden, in hys- 
terical falsetto, waving Gwendolen’s 
hands triumphantly in the air, as he 
leaned against the closed door, in ap- 
pearance a frightened maiden begin- 
ning to smile as the realization be- 
came clear that a place of safety had 
been reached. ‘“ Your Tom, Emily,” he 
went on, shrilly, “is about the worst 
that ever happened. I don’t blame 
you for running away from him. He’s 
the “ 

“‘Gwendolen!”’ cried his daughter, 
ina deep,chiding basso. ‘Gwendolen, 
you forget yourself!’ 

“Hark!” piped Ogden, hysterically; 
“is that thunder? Did any of you 
hear thunder?” 

‘‘Gwendolen!”” repeated the girl, 
limping toward her father. 
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“Drop it, will you?” cried the old 
man, in his daughter’s most petulant 
tone. “I’ve reached the limit, here 
and now!”’ With that, he seized his 
skirts, and tripped hastily toward the 
library-table, unconscious of, or in- 
different to, the glances of amazement 
cast upon him. 

“Just two fingers, with lots of fizz- 
water,’ he babbled, girlishly, deftly 
mixing the stimulant. 


‘* Bubble, bubble, toil and trouble 
Disappear with a high-ball double,” 


he piped, gaily, showing Gwendolen’s 
beautiful teeth to his astounded guests, 
as he replaced the long glass, empty, 
upon the table. Then, he flopped into 
a chair, and tossed a dainty little foot 
into the air. 

“‘ Now, let’s hold a council of war, my 
friends,’”’ he cried, in dulcet tones. 
“Isn’t it gratifying, Gwen—I mean, 
father—how well that high-ball acts? 
But it’s been such a trying day, don’t 
you know! Hey, there, Mortimer, 
where are you going? Don’t you un- 
lock that door, or I'll cut you off my 
list. That wild-eyed Kentuckian is 
roaming around the house looking for 
game. If he gets in here, he'll fill his 
bag. I’m inclined to think,’ added 
the old man, with a girlish giggle, 
“that he has dropped James, by this 
time.” 

“I’m astonished at you, Gwendolen,” 
said his daughter, in the gruffest voice 
she could control. “Listen to me: 
What has happened to Teddy Lang- 
don?” 

Her father gave vent to a weird peal 
of hysterical laughter. 

“Teddy!” he cried, shrilly. “He 
was the funniest sight Lever saw! He 
climbed through a front window, and 
dropped into the street. He’s running 
still, I suppose. I tell you, Emily, 
your Kentucky spouse isadandy. He 
has an eloquent way of handling a 
six-shooter that makes you think of a 
story by Bret Harte. But I wish he 
were out of the house. We'll have to 
spend the night here, I fear. And I 
can’t sleep in these infernal skirts, 
confound ’em! MHark! was that 
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thunder? 
der?” 

“Gwendolen!” cried his daughter, 
both anger and appeal in her gruff 
tones. 

“What does all this mean, Ogden?”’ 
exclaimed Marmaduke Mortimer, whose 
patience had begun to show signs of 
exhaustion. “Your daughter seems 
to be—well, hysterical; and you, if 
you'll pardon my saying so, don’t act 
like yourself. May we not—Miss de 
Peyster, Mrs. Mortimer and myself— 
ask the privilege of taking our depar- 
ture at once?” 

“Don’t go!” cried Ogden, frantically. 
“You may think that my daughter— 
that is, that I’m hysterical; but you’re 
doing me a rank injustice. I am calm. 
I may not look it, I may not sound it, 
but I tell you, Marmy, I am calm! 
Talk about hysteria! You should have 
seen Teddy Langdon. But I am calm. 
I have been calm through it all. I 
might have followed Teddy through 
the window. I was tempted to. But 
I remained cool; I recalled my cos- 
tume. I was calm. I am calm. I 
shall be calm. Great Scott, what’s 
that?” 

A loud, sharp rapping upon the li- 
brary door echoed with threatening 
insistence through the room. Old 
Ogden sank supinely into a chair. 

“Speak to him, Emily!’ he piped, 
imploringly, gazing at Mrs. Prentiss. 
“Tell your Tommy to be calm, will you? 
Speak to him, for heaven’s sake! He’ll 
put a bullet through the keyhole in 
another minute, if you don’t tell him to 
be calm. Do you hear me, Emily? 
Speak to him!” 


Did anybody hear thun- 


XI 


Tue Marmaduke Mortimers and Ev- 
elyn de Peyster had begun to realize 
that they had become more or less in- 
volved in a mysterious drama, whose 
plot and dramatis persone had not yet 
become clearly defined to their startled 
eyes. The play, in so far as they could 
follow it, seemed to be a curious mix- 
ture of farce, light comedy and heavy 
tragedy. 





The ominous rapping upon the li- 
brary door had been thrice repeated 
before Gwendolen, in outward seeming 
a weary old man at his wits’ end, had 
seen fit to reply to the impatient sum- 
mons. 

““Who’s there?” she finally called 
out, in a basso that had in it a note of 
anger. 

“With your permission, sir,” came 
back the butler’s voice, ‘“‘the helec- 
trical hexpert ’as returned, Mr. Ogden, 
and ’e says has ’ow ’e’s ’ere by hap- 
pointment.”’ 

Old Ogden had sprung to Gwendo- 
len’s feet in a state of great excitement. 
He looked, at that moment, like a 
beautiful young woman in a high fever. 

“Saved!” he cried, in a jubilant 
treble. ‘‘The best butler in New York 
has escaped the murderous bullets of 
a bad man from Kentucky!” Trip- 
ping hurriedly toward the door, his 
skirts grasped by one hand while he 
waved the other in the air, the old 
man, showing his daughter’s teeth in a 
glad and winsome smile, said, merrily: 

““What’s become of the man behind 
the gun, James?” 

“With your permission, Miss Ogden, 
hi’ve got ‘im locked up in the wine- 
closet. You see, miss, hi bein’ the 
butler, and ’e bein’ thirsty, so to speak, 
hit wasn’t difficult to cage ’im.” 

“‘Hoop-la!”” shouted Ogden, shrilly. 
“How’s that, Emily? Your Tommy 
locked up in my wine-closet! It'll 
come high, I guess, before we get him 
out of there. But he ought to make a 
night of it on half-a-dozen bottles, don’t 
you think?” 

“Gwendolen!” cried his daughter, 
despair and protest striking the lowest 
note of the old man’s register. Un- 
locking the door, she said to the but- 
ler, whose face was flushed with ex- 
citement and triumph, “ Ask the elec- 
trician if he will kindly wait until we 
are at leisure, James. Show him into 
the smoking-room. I'll be with him, 
presently.” 

“That’s another one on me,”’ grum- 
bled Ogden. ‘One total stranger has 
got the run of my wine, and another is 
to have free access to my cigars! I’m 
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glad I didn’t give that little French 
fire-cracker that other ten-dollar bill.” 

“And now, Richard Ogden,” re- 
marked Marmaduke Mortimer, coldly, 
imagining that he approached his host, 
‘‘and now, sir, I take it that we are at 
liberty to depart.’’ Gwendolen smiled, 
politely. 

“Don’t go, Marmy,”’ Ogden begged, 
seizing Mr. Mortimer’s hands with 
Gwendolen’s fingers. “It’s just the 
shank of the evening. Let’s make a 
night of it! We’ve got Mr. Tommy- 
rot, of Kentucky, locked up in the 
wine-closet, so there’s really no imme- 
diate danger. If Mrs. Mortimer e 

“Really, Miss Ogden,’’ remarked Mr. 
Mortimer, coldly, withdrawing his 
hands from what seemed to be a young 
girl’s unconventional grasp, ‘“‘we 
couldn’t think of remaining a moment 
longer.” 

““No, Gwendolen, dear,’’ put in Mrs. 
Mortimer, unable to disguise her an- 
noyance, “‘we must go at once. And 
you should retire as soon as possible, 
my dear girl. You need sleep, badly.” 

““Sleep!’’ cried a stunningly hand- 
some brunette, with an old man’s dread 
ofinsomnia. ‘‘ How could I sleep with 
that explosive Enoch Arden locked up 
in the wine-closet? No, we’ll have to 
make a night of it. If you must go, 
you'll lose more fun than you’ve had 
this season. I shall remain up, and 
father will chaperon me; won’t you, 
papa? AndI’msurethat Mrs. Prentiss 
will be kind enough to keep us com- 
pany. Her Tommy will be perfectly 
harmless inside of half an hour. You 
see, a Kentuckian always carries a 
corkscrew.” 

“Good night, Gwendolen,” said 
Miss de Peyster, sadly, gazing with re- 
proachful eyes at her friend’s flushed 
face. ‘‘It has been such a charming 
evening,’ she added as she followed 
the Mortimers from the library. 

“TI don’t like that de Peyster girl,” 
remarked Ogden, turning toward his 
daughter, who had been saying fare- 
well to the departing guests. ‘‘She’s 
sarcastic. But now, Emily—that is, 
Mrs. Prentiss, and father, let us sit 
down, and calmly discuss the situation. 
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I’m inclined to think that a very weak 
high-ball——”” 

“Not another drop, Gwendolen!” 
protested his daughter, sinking wearily 
into a chair, and crossing her father’s 
legs with considerable difficulty. 
““Won’t you be seated, Mrs. Prentiss? - 
Your advice at this crisis will be of 
great value to us.” 

“T really fear, Richard,’ remarked 
Ogden’s fair client, sighing deeply as 
she seated herself, ‘‘that my mind is 
in too much of a whirl to offer any 
counsel of value.” 

“Hark!” cried Ogden, who had 
also dropped into a chair. ‘Hark! 
what’s that? It sounds to me like 
distant thunder.”’ 

“You deceive yourself, Gwendolen,” 
growled his daughter, in the voice of a 
petulant old man. ‘‘ Now, my advice 
is this: Let us dismiss the electrician, 
keep the Kentuckian locked up for 
the night, and have James escort Mrs. 
Prentiss to her home. In that way, 
my daughter, you and I could get 
some sleep.” 

“T told you I couldn’t sleep,” 
commented her father, with the voice 
and manner of a belle that was out of 
tune. ‘“‘But, daddy, go to bed at 
once, if you feel so disposed. Em— 
that is, Mrs. Prentiss and I will sit 
with the remains, so to speak.”’ 

Mrs. Prentiss was gazing at the 
speaker with puzzled eyes. She had 
no desire to keep watch and ward with 
a young woman who seemed to be, to 
put it mildly, in a very flighty state 
of mind. 

“Listen!’’ cried old Ogden, shrilly; 
“whose voices do I hear? Have 
those infernal Mortimers returned? 
What does this mean?” 

The overwrought trio were on their 
feet, gazing apprehensively at the 
library door. 

“Hif you please, Mr. Ogden—”’ be- 
gan the butler, nervously, as he hur- 
ried into the room. But he got no 
further, for, close upon his heels, came 
a man with a woman clinging to his 
arm. 

“Teddy Langdon!” whistled Og- 
den, merrily. 

















“Jeannette!” exclaimed Gwendolen, 
in a kind of amazed groan. 

“You see—’’ began Langdon, apolo- 
getically. 

“Oh, we see, all right!’’ cried Mr. 
Ogden, at the top of Gwendolen’s 
voice. ‘‘ You've had a large evening, 
haven’t you, Jeannette? Last name 
doesn’t matter. Ten dollars was 
enough, wasn’t it?”’ 

“Oh, mam’selle! Pardonnez-moi! 
Fe suis tres triste. Maits——” 

“You see,’’ recommenced Langdon, 
gazing appealingly at Miss Ogden, as 
he mistakenly imagined, “you see, 
your maid had made a mistake in the 
street. She was a ship sinking with- 
in sight of land.”’ 

“Beautiful simile!’’ exclaimed Og- 
den, in an enthusiastic treble. “Ten 
dollars more, and she’d never have 
seen land. But it’s all right, Jean- 
nette! This is the night we celebrate, 
anyway. We'll all have one little 
high-ball apiece, eh?”’ 

““Non! non, mam’selle!” ‘cried the 
French girl, horror-stricken or re- 
morseful, it was hard to say which. 

‘““Gwendolen,’”’ commanded Ogden’s 
daughter, sternly, ‘dismiss your maid 
at once. Don’t go, Mr. Langdon. We 
may need your assistance, presently.”’ 

There was a stubborn note in the 
old man’s borrowed falsetto as he 
said: 

“Jeannette isn’t sleepy, are you, 
Jeannette? Be a good girl, now, and 
you may stay up until the show is 
over. We're running a continuous 
performance here to-day, and I’m 
sure that, with your artistic tempera- 


ment, you'll appreciate— Hark! 
what’s that? Listen! Oh, it’s you 
again, James! What’s the matter 
now?” 


“Hi’m sorry to say, Mr. Ogden,” 
said the butler, ignoring the speaker 
and addressing Gwendolen, ‘“‘hi’m 
sorry to say, sir, that there’s a police- 
man in the ’all. *E wants to know 
what’s wrong ’ere, sir. ‘E says as ow 
’e saw a man jump out of a front 
window ‘ere, and ’e overheard Mr. 
Marmaduke Mortimer saying, has ’e 
got hinto ‘is coupé, that there was at 
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least three crazy people in this ’ere 
‘ouse, Mr. Ogden.”’ 

“That’s your fault, Teddy Lang- 
don,” cried old Ogden, angrily. ‘“‘ You 
were scared too easily. Didn’t you 
know that the man behind the gun 
was loaded?”’ 


** Gwendolen ! ”’ exclaimed his 


daughter, protestingly. Then, with 
her father’s sternest manner, she 
turned to the butler. ‘Ask the 


officer to come to us here, will you, 
James? I wish to speak to him.” 

“Wery good, Mr. Ogden,” replied 
James, hurrying away. 

“What in the world did you do 
that for, my daughter?’ cried Ogden, 
tempestuously. ‘“‘Aren’t we in trouble 
enough, as it is, without calling in the 
police?” 

“TI wish to have him remove that 
man from the wine-closet,’’ remarked 
the girl, with gruff energy, setting her 
father’s jaw, stubbornly. 

“Oh, Richard!”’ cried Mrs. Prentiss, 
springing forward in alarm. ‘“ You 
must not do this! You mustn’t 
have Tom arrested! I couldn’t endure 
the publicity of it. I beg of you, 
Richard, be merciful!” 

At that instant, the butler, followed 
closely by a blue-coated patrolman, 
appeared at the library door. 


XII 
“Wuat’s wrong here, Mr. Ogden?’”’ 
asked the policeman, eying the group 
in the library, with the cold gaze of a 
man to whom astonishment is im- 
possible. 

“You are,” 
gruffly. 

“That’s one on you, officer,” cried 
Ogden, gleefully. ‘“‘“And—er—my fa- 
ther’s quite right. When we need you, 
we'll send for you.” 

“My duty’s my duty, miss,” com- 
mented the officer, unwilling to offend 
the influential Mr. Ogden and his 
daughter, but anxious to solve the 
mystery of this disturbed household. 

“It’s your duty to tend to crime 
and criminals, officer,’’ remarked Mr. 


answered Gwendolen, 
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Ogden, dropping into a chair, and 
making an oratorical gesture. ‘“‘ We've 
had a trying day, but there has been 
no lawlessness. Jeannette has had a 
large evening, and I’m not quite my- 
self, but there’s no reason why the 
police should enter the house.” 

“Beg pardon, miss,’’ remarked the 
patrolman, deferentially, ‘‘ but a man 
left your house recently through a 
front window. You can’t blame me 
for not liking the look of it.’ 

“The look of it!”’ repeated old Og- 


den, in a merry treble. “It was the 
funniest sight I ever saw!”’ 
“You see, officer,’ Gwendolen 


hastened to say, “we were playing a 
round game after dinner, and one of 
our guests jumped through the win- 
dow in his excitement.”’ 

The policeman bowed, muttered 
something that sounded apologetic, 
and retreated across the drawing- 
room, followed by James. 

“Hi’m sorry, sir, that you’ve been 
put to so much hunnecessary trouble, 
so to speak,’’ remarked the latter, as 
they neared the front door. 

“You’d be surprised, young man,” 
said the patrolman, impressively, de- 
laying his exit for a moment, “you'd 
be surprised to know what queer 
things I do see since the nobs took to 
playin’ ping-pong. Good night.” 

“And now that it’s all quiet on the 
Potomac, my friends,’’ said Ogden, 
merrily, after the policeman’s dis- 
appearance, “I suggest 2 

““Gwendolen!”’ cried his daughter, 
warningly. 

“I suggest,” continued her father, 
stubbornly, “that we adjourn to the 
dining-room for a Welsh rabbit and 
beer.” 

“Clever idea, Gwendolen,’’ mur- 
mured Teddy Langdon, in the old 
man’s tiny ear. “But can’t we have 
a moment alone together, before I 
go?”’ 

“Sir!’’ exclaimed the old man. “I 
really wish—er—young Langdon, that 
you’d confine your goo-goo talk to— 
Jeannette, for instance. Ah, here’s 
James back in the nick of time. 
James, we’re going to the dining- 
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room at once for beer and rabbit. 
Get everything ready for us.” 

“Have you forgotten the electri- 
cian?”’ he heard his own voice mutter- 
ing, in a clumsy whisper. 

“I forget nothing,’ answered the 
old man. “The table will just bal- 
ance. Teddy Langdon and Jeannette, 
you and Mrs. Prentiss, and the elec- 
trician and myself. We'll make a 
night of it, and watch the weather. 
We may have a thunder-storm before 
morning, you know.” 

“But, Jeannette—’’ protested Gwen- 
dolen, in her father’s haughtiest tones, 
subdued but significant. 

“She’s in the swim to-night all 
right,’’ whispered the old man, hos- 


pitably. ‘To-morrow morning, I'll 
snub her to beat the band,”’ he added, 
soothingly. 


As Teddy Langdon, ten minutes 
later, glanced at the group that had 
gathered, with forced merriment, 
around the table, he realized that he 
was a snob. But he was compelled 
to admit to himself, presently, that 
Jeannette possessed a piquant charm, 
and that the electrician looked and 
acted like a gentleman. 

The only one of the party who was 
at first frankly and unaffectedly merry 
was old Ogden. He displayed Gwen- 
dolen’s stunning teeth in joyous 
smiles, while her dark eyes danced 
with delight when he realized that 
James had made a most eatable 
rabbit. His complete freedom from 
rheumatism for many hours had given 
a zest to life that he had not felt for 
years. 

“Don’t look so down-hearted, 
father,’’ he cried to Gwendolen, after 
quaffing a stein of beer. “Did you 
enjoy the evening, Jeannette? Did 
you blow yourself?” 

“Out, mam’selle,”’ answered the 
French girl, her black eyes bright 
with many varied emotions. 

“It was a great blow,’ whispered 
Langdon to old Ogden, wondering 
what kind of a wife this fascinating, 
but eccentric, Gwendolen Ogden was 
likely to make. 

“Do you think, Richard, that Tom 
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has gone to sleep in the wine-closet ? 
whispered Mrs. Prentiss to her vis-a- 
vis. 

“I hope he has,”’ she heard an old 
man answer, wearily. Life had be- 
come almost unendurable to Gwen- 
dolen Ogden. Her old bones ached, 
and she craved sleep. “If we ever 
become readjusted,”’ she found herself 
repeatedly thinking, “I'll be more 
considerate of poor father’s feelings. 
He has so much more to endure than 
I had imagined.” 

“Is Tom fond of rabbits, Em—I 
mean, Mrs. Prentiss?’’ cried old Og- 
den, hospitably. “It seems too bad 
to keep him locked up all night, if 
he’s really hungry.”’ 

“Ees mam’selle not vare beautiful 
to-night?’’ whispered Jeannette in 
Langdon’s ear. 

“I’m sure,”’ remarked the latter, 
addressing Gwendolen, as he sup- 
posed, “I’m sure that it would be too 
bad to have the man starve to death. 
We might have him in here for a few 
moments.”’ 

“But, Mr. Langdon,” remarked 
Gwendolen, in her father’s most sar- 
castic tones, “James has locked all 
the windows for the night.” 

“That’s not fair, daughter,’’ pro- 
tested Nr. Ogden, somewhat hysteric- 
ally. “It is true that Teddy ran 
away under fire. But, like Cato, or 
Catiline, or the cat—he came back. 
Now, fill your glasses, friends, Ro- 
mans, countrymen! I am about to 
propose a toast.” 

““Gwendolen!” cried his daughter, 
apprehensively. 

“It’s all right, father,” the old man 
assured her. “ Here’s the toast—with 
apologies to Em—Mrs. Prentiss: 

“‘ There was a young man from Kentucky, 

Who went on a hunt for his ducky; 

But he didn’t his worst 
Because of his thirst, 

And that was exceedingly lucky.”’ 

Even Mrs. Prentiss could not refrain 
from laughing at the eccentric Miss 
Ogden’s doggerel. Upon the thin, 
alert face of the electrical expert rested 
an expression of astonishment that con- 
vinced Langdon that the man was not 
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really a thoroughbred. Langdon was 
inclined to be hypercritical and super- 
sensitive at this moment. His cour- 
age was under suspicion, and Gwen- 
dolen Ogden had been openly sarcastic 
regarding his recent escapade. He 
must redeem himself in the eyes of the 
girl and the others. 

“With your permission, Mr. Ogden,” 
said Langdon, getting to his feet and 
ostentatiously removing a _ revolver 
from his hip-pocket and laying it upon 
the table, “with your permission, sir, I 
shall enter the wine-closet, and find out 
just how this very amusing Kentuck- 
ian feels at present. I shall go un- 
armed.”’ 

“Bravo!” cried old Ogden, enthusi- 
astically. ‘“‘But watch out, Daniel. 
Lions bite, you know.”’ 

“Non, non, monsieur!’’ exclaimed 
Jeannette, very prettily. ‘‘C’est mag- 
nifique mats il n’est pas la guerre. Res- 
tez tranquille, s’il vous plait.” 

“Don’t go, Teddy,” pleaded Gwen- 
dolen, in the most impressive tones. 

“IT beg of you, Mr. Langdon,” cried 
Mrs. Prentiss, turning her pale face be- 
seechingly up to the rash youth; “I 
beg of you not to enter the wine-closet. 
It means deadly peril to you, if you 
do.” 

“Don’t get scared, Teddy,”’ old Og- 
den hastened to say, his daughter’s face 
radiant with approving smiles. “Let 
the wine-closet, my boy, atone for the 
front window. Have you any last 
words to leave to us? You are young 
to die, but, of course, you couldn’t go 
through life with a stain upon your 
reputation for courage; now, could 
you?” 

Seemingly a target for the bitter 
gibes of a beautiful young woman, 
with whom he had fallen deeply in 
love, Teddy Langdon was a truly tragic 
figure as he stood there, pale but deter- 
mined, poised upon the brink. 

“There is a stain upon my reputation 
for courage,’ he said, coolly, “and it 
must be wiped out. If I tell you that 
I jumped through the window to inter- 
cept the Kentuckian, thinking that he 
intended to bolt through the front 
door, you would laugh at me, Miss 
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Ogden, and the rest of you would doubt 
my word. But, if I enter the wine- 
closet unarmed, I think that no one 
afterward could have the audacity to 
call me a coward.” 

“Isn’t that beautiful?” cried old Og- 
den, in enthusiastic falsetto, waving a 
lily-white hand in the air. ‘“ Behold 
King Arthur’s round table, groaning 
beneath its weight of Welsh rabbit 
and beer, and Sir Lancelot saying 
farewell as he sets forth in quest of 
glory and vindication.” 

“Cruel! cruel! cruel!’ muttered 
Langdon, cut to the heart, as he 
turned and strode hurriedly across the 
dining-room. 

“Come back! come back, Teddy!’ 
thundered Gwendolen, in her father’s 
loudest and most imperative basso. 
But Langdon paid no heed to what he 
thought was an old man’s belated be- 
hest. 

“He'll never come back,” purred old 
Ogden, contentedly sipping his beer. 
“‘And there'll be a lot less fool goo-goo 
talk in this world, if he doesn’t.” 


XIII 


“I’m sure that you will pardon me, 
Mr. Ogden,”’ remarked the electrician, 
gazing at Gwendolen, whose varied 
emotions had whitened her father’s lips 
and cheeks, “if I remind you that I 
am here, by appointment, for a dis- 
tinct purpose. While I don’t object 
to a rabbit and beer at midnight, I have 
come to you, sir, not as a guest, but as 
a specialist.” 

“I know! I know!” cried the girl, 
excitedly, trying to keep her father’s 
voice under control. “But I implore 
you to be patient, Mr.—Mr. 

“Richardson is my name, Mr. Og- 
den.” 

“Mr. Richardson,” said Gwendolen, 
in a hoarse whisper, glancing furtively 
at her father, who was engaged, at 
that moment, in a smiling effort to 
talk French to Jeannette, the while 
Mrs. Prentiss sat, pale and silent, seem- 
ingly awaiting the crack of doom; “ Mr. 
Richardson, I beg of you, I appeal to 
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you as—er—as man to man, to goto Mr. 
Langdon’s assistance. I have reason to 
believe that he is in deadly peril. If you 
make haste, sir, you may save his life!”’ 

A flush had come into the thin cheeks 
of the electrician as he listened to what 
he thought was an appeal from an old 
man upon the verge of a nervous col- 
lapse. 

“From what I have heard, Mr. Og- 
den,’’ remarked Richardson, slowly, “I 
understand that a desperate character, 
under the influence of alcohol, is locked 
up in your wine-closet. I am also led 
to believe that the aforesaid desperate 
character is armed with at least one re- 
volver and, possibly, a bowie-knife. 
Your daughter, sir, evidently takes it 
for granted that Mr. Langdon has gone 
from here to certain death. Under 
these circumstances, Mr. Ogden, you 
must admit that it is not at all un- 
reasonable on my part to hesitate be- 
fore rushing recklessly to Mr. Lang- 
don’s assistance. I have a wife and 
children, sir.” 

“Then, you must need all the money 
that you can get,’’ whispered Gwen- 
dolen, hoarsely. “If you will go at 
once to Mr. Langdon’s aid, Mr. Rich- 
ardson, I will give you a thousand dol- 
lars. You must decide now. There 
is no time to lose.” 

- “I’m off!’ cried the electrician, 
springing to his feet, and rushing across 
the dining-room on the jump. 

“Hey, there!” shrieked old Ogden, 
in amazement. “Come back, young 
fellow! Do you want to die? Come 
back, say! What have you been say- 
ing to that man, father? He’s an elec- 
trician. He’s our only hope. Do you 
want to have him shot?’’ 

“He has gone to save Mr. Langdon’s 
life, my daughter,” answered Gwen- 
dolen, gruffly, glaring down angrily at 
her father’s pudgy hands. 

““ Magnifique!”’ cried Jeannette, en- 
thusiastically. ‘‘Ze house eet ees full 
of ze heroes, ’est-ce pas?” 

“But why did he rush to death so 
suddenly, father?’ persisted the old 
man, a gleam of suspicion coming into 
Gwendolen’s dark eyes. “What did 
you say to him?” 
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“T offered him a thousand dollars, 
if he would save Mr. Langdon’s life.” 


“A thousand dollars!”’ shouted 
Ogden, in a kind of hysterical shriek, 
jumping to his dainty little feet. “A 
thousand dollars! I won't pay it. 
Teddy’s not worth the money. He’s 
too soft. I'll cancel that contract 
mighty quick, if I can get there in 
time.” 

With that, the old man tripped 


across the dining-room with both 
agility and grace. 

“Come back! come back!” cried 
Gwendolen, imploringly. ‘‘Oh, what 


shall I do? They’ll be killed, and it’s 
all my fault!” 

“Be calm, Richard,’ murmured 
Mrs. Prentiss, smiling sadly at the 
speaker; “you are not at all to blame. 
If anybody is at fault in this matter, 
I’m afraid that I must plead guilty.” 

“Yes, you’re It!” groaned Gwen- 
dolen, wearily. ‘“‘But that’s a matter 
of no moment just at present. Hark! 
how very quiet it is!) What do you 
suppose they’re doing? James!” 

From somewhere at the rear of the 
room came the butler, a distraught 
flunkey whose frightened eyes were on 
his master’s face, but whose ears were 
far away. 

‘““James, you have the key to the 
wine-closet. Give it to me at once.”’ 

“Yes, sir,’ said the butler, in a 
dazed way, but making no motion in- 
dicating that he had understood the 
order. 

“‘Listen!’’ murmured Mrs. Prentiss. 
“They are talking, are they not?”’ 

‘“‘Parbleu!”’ cried Jeannette, rest- 
lessly. ‘“‘Eet ees terreeble—ze sus- 
pense.”’ 

“The key, James!”’ cried Gwendolen. 
“Why do you not obey me? Are you 
deaf?”’ 

The butler, extracting a key from 
a waistcoat-pocket, placed it gingerly 
beside the revolver that Teddy Lang- 
don had left upon the table. 

“Hif you'll hexcuse me, Mr. Ogden,” 
said James, firmly, and with a touch of 
his former hauteur, ‘‘hi’ll give notice 
at once, sir. My nerves, so to speak, 
Mr. Ogden, are not what they were, 
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sir. Hi’ve tried to do my duty, Mr. 
Ogden, but I cawn’t stand any more 
0’ this chaos, so to speak, sir.”’ 

“Very well, James,” remarked 
Gwendolen, getting heavily to her 
father’s feet; ““ you may go when your 
month is up.” 

“But, pardon me, Mr. -Ogden—”’ 
began the butler, his pale face flushing 
red. 

“That will do, James,’’ said the girl, 
curtly, bending forward across the 
table, and grasping the key and the 
revolver with awkward fingers. 

“Richard, Richard!’’ cried Mrs. 
Prentiss, springing to herfeet. ‘‘ What 
does this mean? What are you going 
to do?” 

Glancing down at the revolver in 
her father’s fat hand, Gwendolen 
smiled, grimly. 

“Possibly, I am about to make you 
a widow, Mrs. Prentiss,’’ she said 
aloud. To herself, she murmured: 
“At all events, I’m going to give 
Teddy Langdon a chance for his 
life.”’ 

*‘Richard,” protested Mrs. Prentiss, 
seizing Gwendolen by her father’s arm, 
*“you must not leave this room! It is 
madness. You don’t know how to 
handle a revolver; and, if you did, you 
would stand no chance against Tom.” 

““Where’s James?” came a shrill 
voice from the further end of the 
room; and, a moment later, old Ogden 
appeared at the doorway, a very 
beautiful young woman in appear- 
ance, laboring evidently under great 
excitement. 

““Where’s James?” he repeated, 
waving one white hand in the air as he 
bore down upon the table, clutching his 
skirts with the other; ‘“‘where’s James, 


I say? Wewant the key to the wine- 
closet. Listen! Do you hear that, 
girls? That’s Thomas Prentiss, of 


Kentucky, smashing glass bottles. If 
we don’t get him out of there at once, 
I won’t have a drop of wine left in half 
an hour. He’s the worst that ever 
happened. Where’s James, I say?”’ 
“He resigned his position a few 
moments ago,” explained Gwendolen, 
gloomily. ‘‘He said that your ec- 
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centric ways, my daughter, had driven 
him from the house.”’ 


““My eccentric ways!’ cried her 
father, in a shrill treble. ‘‘ Well, I 
like that! I’m the only man or 


woman in the house who has got a ray 
of sense left. Hark! Prentiss is 
playing ten-pins with the champagne 
bottles. He won’t listen to reason. 
We've tried to argue with him through 
the keyhole, but he insists that we’re 
to blame for locking him up. He’s 
more than half right, perhaps. The 
only thing to do is to let him out. 
Where’s James, I say? He hasn't 
left the house, has he?’”’ 

“T am sure I don’t know,” replied 
Gwendolen, reseating herself at the 
table, in a despondent way; “‘ but, if 
you want the key to the wine- 
closet ws 

“That’s what I do want,” cried her 
father, impatiently. ‘‘ Where is it?”’ 

“T have it here,’’ answered his 
daughter, stiffly. ‘But I shall give 
it up on one condition only. If Mrs. 
Prentiss is willing to release her hus- 
band, she can have the key. Other- 
wise, I shall keep it, and Mr. Prentiss 
may stay where he is.” 

“But, Richard—” began Mrs. Pren- 
tiss, whose blond beauty had faded 
perceptibly under the strain and stress 
of the last hour. 

“TI think—er—Mrs. Prentiss, that— 
er—father is quite right,’ commented 
old Ogden, at the top of Gwendolen’s 
voice. ‘‘Take the key, and follow 
me! Hurry, now! You can speak 
to your Tommy through the keyhole 
before you let himout. Perhaps, that 
will calm him. Come on, Emily— 
Mrs. Prentiss. Follow me!”’ 

A moment later, Gwendolen found 
herself seated with Jeannette alone at 
the table. 

“Monsieur,’’ murmured the French 
girl, softly, “‘what ees ze mattaire wiz 
everybody? And mademoiselle, she ees 
so vare strange!” ; 

“Will you kindly keep quiet, Jean- 
nette?’’ grumbled Gwendolen, crossly. 
“Listen! what was that? More glass, 
was it not? Go at once, Jeannette, 
and tell Mr. Langdon to come here. 
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Do you hear me? Don’t stare at me 
like that, but go!” 

With a glance of amazement at the 
outward seeming of Richard Ogden, 
the French girl reluctantly left the 
dining-room, and Gwendolen, breath- 
ing a hoarse sigh of relief at finding 
herself, for the first time in many 
hours, alone with her great sorrow, 
leaned back in her chair, and gazed with 
weary old eyes at the richly decorated 
ceiling above her gray head. 


XIV 


To Gwendolen Ogden, at that mo- 
ment, solitude had its drawbacks, as 
she quickly discovered. Alone and 
undisturbed, she found her mind dwell- 
ing upon the apparent impossibility 
of the psychical readjustment that she 
craved. Hopes, based upon the skill 
of the electrician, should he be placed 
in full possession of the details of the 
metempsychosis that had come to her 
father and herself, she felt were futile. 
Mr. Richardson, in all probability, 
could be of no more service to the Og- 
dens in their present plight than a car- 
penter or a plumber. 

And a revelation had come to the 
girl, during the evening, that had done 
much to add to the horror of the 
cruel fate that had befallen her. She 
had discovered that the flirtation 
she had been carrying forward with 
Teddy Langdon for several months 
past had affected her heart. Seem- 
ingly deprived of all hope of ever being 
more to him than a friend, Gwendolen 
had realized, to her dismay, that she 
had been in love with the man for 
fully two weeks. How much this 
self-confession intensified the bitterness 
of the girl’s reverie, it is easy to conceive. 
To feel the honey-sweetness of love’s 
young dream, while a twinge of vi- 
carious gout is gripping at your toes; 
to throb with the joy of a self-revela- 
tion that comes to a woman but once 
in her life, while your gray head is 
aching with the weariness of old age; 
to know that you belong to another, 
and to fear that you will never be your- 
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self; to long for orange-blossoms and 
the wedding-march, and to realize that 
your immediate needs consist of a 
porous-plaster and a narcotic—is not 
this to suffer a torture hitherto unprec- 
edented in the history of the race? 

What had that dark apparition, 
seemingly sprung from an Oriental 
gewgaw, said? “The decree hath gone 
jorth that ye must change bodies for a sea- 
son.”” A season! What an elastic 
phrase that was! Inits technical appli- 
cation, it meant three months. But, 
on the other hand, it could be used to 
cover a few days, or even a few hours. 
“When the time for thy deliverance 
shall be at hand—” The whole tenor 
of the decree, as Gwendolen recalled 
the fateful words, was to the effect 
that the soul-transposition involved 
was not to be permanent; that a limit 
had been fixed to the strange punish- 
ment imposed upon Richard Ogden 
and his daughter. 

“But I can’t stand much more of 
it,” moaned Gwendolen, hoarsely, her 
old eyes fixed upon the door through 
which, as she fondly hoped, Teddy 
Langdon was to come to her. And, 
presently, she saw him enter the dining- 
room, glancing nervously over his 
shoulder as he bore down upon her. 

“You sent for me, Mr. Ogden?” 
began the young man, seating himself 
in the chair that he had recently quitted. 
“Lam glad tocome to you,sir. I have 
something of much importance to my- 
self to say to you, Mr. Ogden.”’ 

“But first,’ interposed the girl, 
gazing down ruefully at her father’s 
hands, ‘‘first tell me, Mr. Langdon, 
what has happened at the wine-closet. 
Have they opened the door?”’ 

“Yes,’’ answered Teddy, drumming 
nervously upon the table for a mo- 
ment, and then lighting a cigarette. 
““We found Mr. Prentiss fast asleep on 
the floor, surrounded by broken glass 
and a pool of wine. He has been dis- 
armed, and is now perfectly harmless. 
But, sir, I must change the subject, 
abruptly. We are sure to be inter- 
rupted, and I am in sore need of your 
advice, Mr. Ogden.” 


““My advice?” queried the girl, 
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her father’s face dispiaying her sur- 
prise. 

“Permit me to be perfectly frank 
with you, Mr. Ogden,”’ went on the 
young man, rather feverishly. ‘I 
don’t believe that it will astonish you, 
sir, if I tell you that I am in love with 
your daughter. You must have ob- 
served, Mr. Ogden, my admiration for 
Gwendolen. I have never made any 
effort to disguise my feelings in this 
matter.” 

“That’s true enough,’”’ commented 
the girl, gruffly. ‘‘ How long have you 
been in love with my daughter, Ted— 
Mr. Langdon?”’ 

“For exactly four weeks, sir,’’ an- 
swered the youth, readily. “I went 
over the links with her at the country 
club just a month ago to-day, and it 
came to me, in a flash, at the third tee, 
that I could never be happy without 
her.” 

“Yes, you played wretched golf that 
day,’”’ Langdon, much to his amaze- 
ment, heard the old man murmur. 

“But, Mr. Ogden,” went on the 
young man, “before I ask you for per- 
mission to push my suit with Gwen- 
dolen, I feel that I owe it to myself to 
put a few questions to you, as delicately 
as I can. Frankly, sir, I have been 
both shocked and mystified to-night.” 

“In what way, sir?’’ asked Gwendo- 
len, in her father’s haughtiest tones. 

Langdon was silent for a time, evi- 
dently chilled by Mr. Ogden’s-unsym- 
pathetic manner; but, presently, he 
said: 

“It will sound like a breach of con- 
fidence, I fear, sir, if 1 explain myself 
in detail. But there is so much at 
stake in this matter—your daughter’s 
happiness, Mr. Ogden, and mine— 
that I feel that I must go on.” 

“My daughter’s happiness, Mr. 
Langdon? How do know that that 
is involved in what you have to say?”’ 

“It’s one of two things, Mr. Ogden,”’ 
said the young man, stubbornly; 
“either your daughter loves me, or 
she is the most unprincipled and 
heartless flirt that ever broke a man’s 
heart for fun; or, I regret to say, sir, 
there may be something more to it all.” 
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“That’s interesting,’ commented 
Gwendolen, rather pompously,. her 
father’s heavy features set in a way 
that Langdon didn’t like. ‘‘ Explain 
yourself, sir.’’ 

“TI accused her, in the smoking- 
room,’’ admitted Langdon, reluctantly, 
“of being flighty and queer to-night. 
I even went so far as to ask her if she 
had ever had an attack of nervous 
prostration.” 

“Did you, indeed?”’ remarked the 
girl, in a hoarse murmur; “‘and what 
did she answer?” 

“Her reply I shall never forget,” 
replied Langdon, excitedly. ‘This is 
what she said, Mr. Ogden, word for 
word: ‘Well, rather! I’ve had three 
to-day. And, if I know the symp- 
toms, I’ll have several more before 
midnight. But, if you think I’m not 
myself, young Langdon, you’re mis- 
taken. Appearances may be _ de- 
ceptive, but I’m I—or I’m me—and 
there ain’t enough electricity between 
here and Mars to change that fact.’”’ 

A deep flush came into old Ogden’s 
face, as Gwendolen realized how ab- 
surd her father’s reckless words must 
have sounded to Teddy Langdon. 
But she said nothing, and the young 
man went on: 

“And then, you remember, sir, how 
her sarcastic gibes drove me to go 
hunting, unarmed, for that Kentucky 
desperado. Your daughter, Mr. Og- 
den, really seemed to be more amused 
than shocked at the prospect of my 
sudden death. Is it strange, sir, 
that I feel the need of your counsel 
and advice before I go further in this 
matter? Put yourself in my place, 
sir 





“Please don’t,’’ implored Gwendo- 
len, hoarsely. 
“Don’t what?’’ asked Langdon, in 


surprise. 
“Don’t talk like that, Teddy. If 
you only knew!’ Old Ogden’s voice 


died away in a cross between a sigh 
and a sob. 

“But what shall I do, sir?’ per- 
sisted the young man, lighting a fresh 
cigarette, and gazing at old Ogden, as 
he supposed, with gloomy eyes. “I 
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love your daughter passionately, 
madly, but there is a certain wildness 
about her to-night that gives me a 
chill. Tell me, frankly, Mr. Ogden, 
is she addicted to—that is, I mean, 
is it acute or chronic?”’ 

“You are taking a great liberty, 
young man! I am sure, sir, that, if 
my daughter’s words and manner are 
not pleasing to you, you are at perfect 
liberty to take your departure.” 

“Mr. Ogden!’ cried Langdon, 
springing to his feet, his cheeks red- 
dening with anger. “I will say good 
night to you, sir. I regret exceed- 
ingly that I did not take my depar- 
ture an hour ago.”’ 

“Sit down, Teddy,” said the girl, in 
a voice that sounded like a groan. 
“Don’t go!” 

Langdon reseated himself, the ex- 
pression of anger in his face giving 
place to a look of amazement. 

“What does this mean, sir?’’ he 
asked, nervously. ‘“ Frankly, Mr. Og- 
den, you are becoming as much of a 
mystery to me as your daughter.” 

At that instant, their téte-&a-téte 
was interrupted by the swish of skirts 
and a petulant treble, as old Ogden, 
in appearance a bright-eyed, excited 
maiden, rushed into the dining-room. 

“What are you doing here, young 
Langdon?’’ cried the old man, hotly. 
“Are you making a complaint? What 
has he been saying to you, father? 
Has he been proposing for my hand? 
If he has, he can’t have it. You may 
just make up your minds, both of you, 
that I shall live and die an old maid. 
Do you understand me, Teddy Lang- 
don? I’m not a candidate for matri- 
mony, and you may roll that up in 
your next cigarette, and smoke it.’’ 

“Gwendolen!”’ groaned his daugh- 
ter, tears coming into her aged eyes, 
as she saw that Langdon was about 
to take his departure. 

“T’'ll say good night to you again, 
Mr. Ogden,’’ murmured the latter, 
bowing stiffly. “I trust, Miss Ogden,” 
he added, turning toward the young 
woman, whose black eyes were fixed 
angrily upon his white face, “I trust 
that you may never regret your very 
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eccentric treatment of one whose affec- 
tion for you is too deep and true to be 
easily destroyed.”’ 

At that instant, the expression upon 
Gwendolen’s beautiful face changed, 
and old Ogden cried out, in hysterical 
falsetto: 

“Listen! listen! I hear thunder! 
There’s no mistake about it this time! 
That’s thunder, sure! Listen!”’ 


XV 


“ ANOTHER false alarm!’’ exclaimed 
Ogden, in a petulant treble, as he sank 
into a chair, and waved a beautiful 
hand in the air. “Who was it defied 
the lightning? Ajax, wasn’t it? Well, 
Ajax knew his business. I don’t. 
How can I defy the lightning when 
there isn’t any lightning? There isn’t 
even a peal of distant thunder. 
Teddy’s gone, has he? I’m glad of 
it. I don’t like that young man. 
He makes me tired. What’s the 
matter, my dear? Don’t go to pieces 
like that. ‘Tears, idle tears!’ You 
look like an old man in his second 
childhood, Gwendolen. I object to 
this hysterical exhibition that you are 
making of me. Brace up, girl! I 
have good news for you.” 

Gwendolen wiped the tears from 
her father’s sad face, and gazed 
gloomily at a beautiful young woman 
who was filling a goblet with beer, and 
smiling gladly at his daughter. 

“Things are looking up a bit,’’ re- 
marked old Ogden, hopefully, after he 
had drained his glass. “That wild 
man from Kentucky has gone home 
peacefully with his wife. Score one! 
Jeannette felt that she’d really made a 
night of it, and she’s gone to bed. 
Score two! Teddy Langdon has made 
his exit—this time through the front 
door—and that’s three. And the elec- 
trician, Gwendolen, is waiting for us 
in the smoking-room. Score four! 
Now, stop sobbing, and come with 
me. We'll lay the whole matter 
before Mr. Richardson, and it’s just 
possible that he'll be able to pull us 
out of this infernal scrape.” 


“But you seem to have been very 
happy all the evening, father,” re- 
marked Gwendolen, reproachfully, 
making no effort to get to old Ogden’s 
feet. ‘‘I’d like to return to my own 
body, of course, but why should you 
wish to be readjusted ?”’ 

“Why?” asked her father, shrilly. 
‘* How much longer, girl, do you think 
I can stand this fool costume? And 
do you imagine that it is pleasant to a 
man of sense to have that spoony 
Langdon whispering nonsense into this 
dainty little ear? The whole thing’s 
absurd, Gwendolen. It isn’t whole- 
some. I’m not easily disturbed, as 
you know, my dear; but I’m obliged to 
draw the line somewhere, and I draw 
it at the supernatural. Now, Gwen, 
brace up, and come with me to the 
smoking-room. This electrical expert, 
Mr. Richardson, may have something 
up his sleeve. He’s mercenary, isn’t 
he? He'll help us out, if money can 
do it. But you let me do the talking, 
Gwen. You have no idea of the value 
of money, my child. Your offer to 
Richardson of a thousand dollars for 
Teddy Langdon’s life was the most un- 
businesslike proposition I ever heard 
of; let me do the talking.” 

As father and daughter approached 
the smoking-room, the deep silence, 
that had fallen upon a household which 
had been noisy for hours, weighed heav- 
ily upon their spirits. The optimism 
of old Ogden’s recent mood had passed 
away, and his white hands, as they 
clutched at his gown, were cold. 

‘““How do you feel, Gwendolen?’’ he 
whispered, as they reached the centre 
of the drawing-room. 

“I think I’m scared,’ answered his 
daughter, hoarsely; “‘but maybe it’s 
only rheumatism.”’ 

Simultaneously, they had come to a 
standstill, and now stood gazing at the 
portiére that had been drawn across 
the entrance to the smoking-room. 

**Ah—Mr. Richardson!” called out 
old Ogden, at the top of his daughter’s 
voice. 

‘“‘He doesn’t answer,’ muttered 
Gwendolen, presently. ‘‘Why don’t 
you pull the portiére, papa?”’ 
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“TI don’t know,” whispered the old 
man, nervously. “Are you subject to 
chills, Gwen? I feel very cold.” 

““Ah—Mr. Richardson!” cried his 
daughter, in an insistent basso. 

“‘He’s dead—or he has deserted us!’’ 
exclaimed Ogden, in a despairing fal- 
setto. 

Suddenly, all the lights in the house 
went out, and father and daughter, 
hand clasped in hand, stood trembling 
in total darkness. For a moment, no 
sound reached their straining ears; but, 
presently, they heard the brass rings of 
the heavy portiére click together, and 
an imperious voice commanded them 
to enter. 

Stumbling forward, with hands still 
locked together, old Ogden and his 
daughter made their way into the 
smoking-room. In the deep, black 
gloom, only the faintest outlines of the 
furniture were visible, and they felt, 
rather than saw, the tall figure of an 
aged man, whose right arm was raised 
above his head. 

“That can’t be Richardson, can it, 
Gwen? You'd better speak to him. 
But don’t be gruff and domineering. 
He’s very high-strung and sensitive, I 
think. Tell him, very gently, that 
we’re here.” 

“‘He knows we’re here,”’ said Gwen- 
dolen,inakind of hoarsegroan. ‘‘He’s 
looking straight at us. Is he going to 
strike us?” 

“Pardon me, sir,” piped her father, 
falteringly, “ but—but—if you—want 
a hundred—or—or even a hundred and 
fifty for—er—Oriental missions—or 
opium—I’ll let you have it. It has 
been an expensive day, sir, but—I’d 
really like to—to—blow you off.” 

“Don’t talk like that, father,”’ grum- 
bled Gwendolen. ‘You are so tact- 
less! You'll make him very angry, if 
you aren’t careful.” 

“It’s up to you, then,” muttered Og- 
den, crossly. ‘Why don’t you speak 
to him, Gwen?” 

“You'll pardon my daughter, sir—”’ 
began the girl, in her father’s most 
ceremonious manner. 

“Drop that!’ whispered Ogden, hys- 
terically. ‘‘ You can’t fool him about 


our sex. He knows who’s who in 
America. Try, try again, my daugh- 
ter.” 


“If you would accept a thousand 
dollars, sir—’’ began Gwendolen, anew. 

“‘ Easy, easy, there!” cried her father, 
in a subdued whistle. ‘Don’t insult 
him, Gwen. He isn’t grasping. Any- 
thing over a hundred and fifty would 
seem like bribery or blackmail, 
wouldn’t it?” 

““We’ve got to do something, father,” 
grumbled the girl. ‘‘I can’t stand him 
any longer. 1 wish he’d speak.”’ 

“‘He’s going to speak,”’ exclaimed 
old Ogden, excitedly. ‘‘I can see it 
in hiseye. Listen!” 

“Will there be any fireworks, do you 
think, father?’’ asked Gwendolen, ap- 


prehensively. 
“Listen!”’ repeated her father. 
“Why doesn’t he- go on? ‘Speak, 


speak, thou fearful guest!’’’ he quoted, 
wildly, at the top of his daughter’s 
voice. 

Slowly, the apparition lowered his 
menacing arm and hand, but there 
came no softness to his piercing eyes. 


“‘ The time for thy deliverance is now 
at hand,” thundered the black spectre, 
“and, in the sight of men, thou who art 
Richard the father, shalt be thyself; and 
thou who art Gwendolen the daughter, 
shalt be Gwendolen the daughter, from 
this time forth forevermore. But your 
eyes, that were closed, are closed; and 
the wisdom that ye lack ye shall never 
gain. Farewell! farewell! farewell!” 

A moment later, Richard Ogden 
found himself seated in a lounging- 
chair, an unlighted cigar in his hand, 
the smoking-room illuminated by elec- 
tric jets, and Gwendolen, reclining 
upon a divan, gazing at him with 
dark, gleaming eyes. 

“What does it mean, father?”’ gasped 
the girl, too overjoyed at her return to 
her own body to speak calmly. “Did 
you hear what he said?” 

“Yes; I think he meant to imply— 
whoever he is—t: rt he has given us 
up as a bad job, Gwendolen. Didn't 
you gather that impression from his 
words?” 
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“And he—he intimated that he 
wouldn’t do it again, didn’t he, 
father?”’ asked Gwendolen, anxiously. 

“That’s what I understood him to 
say, my daughter,” answered old 
Ogden, scratching a match and light- 
ing a cigar. “Isn’t this delightful!’’ 
he cried, gaily. “‘Richard is him- 
self again!’ Yes, my dear, that old, 
black transposer has scratched us off 
his list. He let us down rather easy, 
at the last. No lightning; no thunder! 
So much better form, don’t you think, 
Gwen, than his melodramatic matinée 
at the outset? But, I don’t believe 
he has been quite pleased with us, 
my dear. There was a note in his 
voice, just now, that seemed to me 
to indicate displeasure, if not actual 
disgust.” 

“Well, you see, father,’’ remarked 
Gwendolen, leaning back luxuriously 
against the divan’s pillows, “he prob- 
ably came to the conclusion that you'd 
be just as close about money-matters 
in my body as in yours.” 

“Close about money-matters?” 
growled the old man, flipping the 
ashes from his cigar with a petulant 
gesture. ‘“‘ Didn't I give Jeannette ten 
dollars to spend a pleasant evening? 
Didn’t I offer her ten more after 
it was too late for her to accept 
it? And I was prepared to give that 
electrician one hundred dollars in 
cash if he would change us back again, 
Gwen. Fortunately, that old man in 
black isn’t grasping. He seems to 
believe in art for art’s sake. But I 
wouldn’t call him an amateur, would 
you, my dear?” 

“No,” answered Gwendolen, wearily. 
“He’s very clever, to put it mildly, 
father. And, now, I'll leave you to 
finish your cigar. I’m going into the 
library to write a note, and then I 
shall be off to bed. Good night, 


papa.” 
“But it’s very late, my child,”’ re- 
marked her father, protestingly. “Is 


the matter so pressing that you can- 
not defer your note until the morn- 
ing?” 

“I could not sleep, father,’’ said the 
girl, her cheeks reddening and her 


’ 


eyes snapping, “if I had not written a 
few lines to Teddy Langdon, asking 
him to come to me to-morrow. He 
has been treated outrageously, father. 
I owe him an explanation, and I——”’ 

“An explanation?’’ grumbled her 
father. “Of a truth, that old, black 
transposer speaketh sooth when he 
saith: ‘Your eyes, that were closed, are 
closed; and the wisdom that ye lack ye 
shall never gain.’”’ 

“He did not have me alone in 
mind,’’ protested Gwendolen, mali- 
ciously; “and, besides, I don’t see 
what all that has to do with Teddy 
Langdon.” 

“* Your eyes, that were closed, are 
closed,’”’ repeated the old man, stub- 
bornly; “‘ but I'll try to open them, 
Gwen. Can’t you see that the only 
permanent result of this—what shall 
we call it?—psychical disturbance, 
is to give me a line on Teddy Lang- 
don? Now, I tell you, Gwen, he’s 
flirtatious; not only that, he is very 
stubborn. He doesn’t know when 
he’s snubbed. I have no hesitation, 
my daughter, in placing him upon my 
list of unnecessary luxuries. I should 
hate to believe that my only child 
had become permanently addicted 
to what I may be permitted to call the 
Teddy Langdon habit.” 

“But I have, father,”’ said the girl, 


with a sob. “I didn’t know it until 
to-night. But I have.” 

“H’m!” grumbled old Ogden, 
crossly. “I don’t wish to be tyran- 


”? 





nical, Gwen, or unjust 

“But you are both, father,’”’ put in 
the girl, emphatically, ‘‘where Teddy 
Langdon is concerned.”’ 

“But he’s soft, my child,’’ mused 
her father. ‘I’ve always suspected 
it, and now I know it. I might have 
had quite a pleasant evening, if it 
hadn’t been for Langdon. But, de 
gustibus non est disputandum!”’ 

“If you are going to quote Latin, 
papa, I must go at once,” cried Gwen- 
dolen, tartly, turning to leave the 
room. 

“Wait a minute, my dear,” im- 
plored old Ogden, scowling at the 
smoke from his cigar. ‘‘ About how 
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much will Teddy cost us a year, do 
you think, if you marry him?”’ 

“I’m sure I haven’t the slightest 
idea,”’ answered Gwendolen, lightly. 
“Shall I ask him, father?”’ 

“TI wish you would,” admitted the 
old man, frankly. 

“Well, I won't, papa. Good 
night!”’ cried the girl, as she hurried 
away from the smoking-room toward 
the library. A moment later, she was 
back again, her face pale, but a smile 
upon her lips. 

“What now, Gwen?” asked her 
father, apprehensively. 

“T have found that Oriental paper- 
weight, papa,” she said, in a tense, 
excited voice. 

Old Ogden sprang to his feet in con- 
sternation. 

“Great Scott!” he cried, in affright. 
“Do you hear thunder, Gwen? 
Listen! Where did you find it? Have 
you got it with you? Don’t drop it, 
for heaven’s sake! It’s a diabolical 
thing!” 


The girl drew herself erect and 
gazed at old Ogden with dark, in- 
sistent eyes, the while her mouth and 
jaw displayed determination. 

‘Will you promise me, father, that, 
if I give you the paper-weight, you 
will place no obstacle in the way of 
my marrying Teddy Langdon?”’ 

‘“‘A contract made under duress and 
compulsion, Gwendolen, is null and 
void,’ remarked her father, argu- 
mentatively. “But, if it comes toa 
choice, of course, I’d rather have 
Teddy Langdon around the house 
than that old black transposer. Take 
your Teddy, if you must have him, 
Gwen; and give me the paper-weight.”’ 

“It looks harmless, doesn’t it?” 
said the girl, as she placed the Oriental 
curio in her father’s outstretched 
hand. 

““But looks don’t count for much,” 
remarked old Ogden, thoughtfully, 
gazing down at the uncanny paper- 
weight with tired eyes. ‘‘ Your Teddy 
looks harmless, Gwen, but he isn’t!”’ 


2 


TWO SONGS 


HER greeting is a dulcet bell— 
Love’s daybreak and delight; 

Her smile is noon, and her farewell 
Leads in the stars at night. 

She is the sunrise and the gleam 
Of dew upon the rose, 

The vision that evokes the dream, 
The song in slumber’s prose. 


Roses are the rhymes I wreathe— 
Take them, every one; 

Love—the fragrance that you breathe, 
And your smile their sun. 

When the petals fall apart, 


Then, in melody, 


You shall read a rose’s heart, 
And the heart of me. 


Jutian DuRanp. 
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MADRIGAL 


EIGH-HO! I know where I would be, 
When June comes up the dingle, 
And earth with mirth and melody 
Is throbbing, all a-tingle; 
When every piper tunes his pipe, 
And lips and roses both are ripe, 
And not a lad goes single! 


It’s then, my masters, I would stray 
Along the laneway bending, 
Through meadow-reaches golden-gay, 
To such a happy ending— 
A cottage where, the porch above, 
The vines entwine as though in love, 
The leaves and blossoms blending. 


There would a lass, with morning eyes, 
Trip forth with gleeful greeting; 
June, ’neath her span of radiant skies, 
Ne’er saw so sweet a sweeting; 
And ne’er, I ween, ’twixt maid and man, 
Since hearts to thrill with love began, 
A fonder lover’s meeting! 


¥ 


VERY LIKELY 


CLINTON SCOLLARD. 


ROMANTIC YOUNG LADY (spending Summer on a farm)—Just hear how 
those old trees in the orchard moan and groan in the storm, like the crying 


of a lost soul! 
SmMaLt Bov—Well, I guess you’d make a worse racket if you were as full of 


green apples as they are! 


2& 


SEALING THE BARGAIN 


M ADGE—How do you know he became engaged to that girl he took out in 
his auto? 
Marjyor1eE—On the way home he didn’t wear his mask. 























HOW «THE KID’? WENT OVER THE RANGE 


By Cyrus Townsend Brady 


HERE had been a quarrel be- 
tween them, a lover’s quarrel 


over a trivial matter un- 
worthy asecondthought. Most lovers’ 
quarrels have about as much founda- 
tion as theirs. Whatever the ethics 
of the situation, it was sufficiently 
painful to fill both of them with 
misery. On the principle of so bear- 
ing herself that the other party should 
suffer the more in any quarrel, Miss 
Josephine Cooper, deliberately disre- 
garding several tentative efforts at 
reconciliation—which Lieutenant Wil- 
liam Barnard, 12th Cavalry, U.S.A., 
being the injured party and the mas- 
culine, felt that it was only proper he 
should make—coolly ordered her horse, 
asked Captain McCauley to assist her to 
mount, and was preparing to ride away. 

Before she did so, she flashéd one 
look at Barnard hovering disconso- 
lately near with a mien as profoundly 
abject as even the most self-willed 
woman could desire. Fortunately 
for him, he caught the glance of the 
sparkling blue eye, and seemed to 
find something encouraging there, 
although it was patent a moment 
later that the wish was father to the 
supposition. 

At any rate, he stepped to her side, 
and, under pretense of adjusting the 
stirrup strap, detained her for a few 
moments—an attention to which she 
had no inward objection, be it said. 

‘* Josephine—”’ he began. 

“IT think you would better say ‘Miss 
Cooper’—after last night,” she inter- 
rupted, coldly. 

“TI want to apologize,” he went on, 
unheeding; “it’s all my own fault. 
I was all wrong. I’m a beast.” 
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He had not been, and he was not, 
but that was what the girl wanted 
him to say, nevertheless. Her heart 
throbbed with delight as he spoke, but, 
because she felt guilty herself, she con- 
cluded he had not yet had punishment 
enough. 

“IT accept your apology, Mr. Bar- 
nard, although no apology can ever 
restore matters to—er—the former 
footing. Good morning.” 

She lifted the reins, but he caught 
the bridle and detained her. 

“Oh, don’t say that!” he pleaded. 
“Surely, you were a little to blame 
yourself.”’ 

He was a profoundly politic young 
man, but this bad move was due to 
his agitation lest she should escape 
him. 

“Not at all, sir,’ replied the girl, 
with a great show of spirit. ‘‘Take 
your hand off the bridle at once!” 

“At least—’’ he urged, desper- 
ately, “don’t go out alone.”’ 

“Why not?” 

“‘T don’t know, but I fear ‘i 

“*A soldier and afeared’?’’ she 
quoted, laughing without merriment. 

“* Afeard’ for you, Josephine.”’ 

“Nonsense, Mr. Barnard! What is 
there to be afraid of? There are no 
Indians except tame ones and dead 
ones for a hundred miles. The most 
unpleasant object I am likely to en- 
counter during the day could not be 
so bad as yourself, sir. I’m going 
for a canter. Will you release my 
horse?”’ 

He made no movement to let go 
the bridle. She lifted the little raw- 
hide whip he had given her. 

“Great heavens!’ he gasped, star- 
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ing at her. “You wouldn’t strike 
me?”’ 

“Of course not, but the horse. 
Will you let him go? Thank you. 
Good morning.”’ 

She cantered off over the open to- 
ward the wood which bordered the 
river, leaving the lieutenant biting his 
lips in futile annoyance. 

“Hello!”” said the little bishop, 
looking up as the young man stamped 
his foot, and muttered something 
which was decidedly unecclesiastical. 
“What’s the matter, Barnard?”’ 

“Nothing, sir.” 

“Where is Josephine?”’ 

“Gone off yonder.” 

“Oho!” said the bishop. ‘ You 
have had a difference, have you? I see.”’ 

“Yes, sir. My cursed—I beg your 
pardon, sir—temper——”’ 

“Ye-es,’’ remarked the bishop, 
sapiently, ‘“I suppose so. I’ve seen 
this sort of thing before. You can 
tell her it was your temper, but you 
needn’t be particular to inform me. 
Never mind; she'll come back safely, 
presently.” 

“But I don’t like to see her riding 
over this country alone, sir.” 

“What could happen to her?” 
asked the old man. 

“ Nothing that I know of.”’’ 

“There are no hostiles around here 
now, are there?”’ 

“Not one,” answered Captain Mc- 
Cauley, joining in the conversation. 
“T don’t know anything that could 
possibly happen to her. She is quite 
safe. There are no wild animals 
here, and she has a revolver in her 
holster. I saw to that, and she knows 
how to handle it, too. Bishop, it’s 
just a lover’s apprehension on Bar- 
nard’s part. I wish he’d show as 
much interest in his company back at 
Fort Kinney.” 


“Suppose you follow her, Barnard,”’. 


suggested the bishop. “I’ve no 
doubt she would be more than will- 
ing to have you overtake her.” 

“Not I!” replied that young man, 
moodily; “she wouldn’t speak to me, 
if I did, and I’d better keep away 
from her for a little, I think.”’ 


“Very well,” answered the old man; 
“McCauley and I are going fishing. 
Come along.” 

“Do you think she could get lost?”’ 
asked Barnard, as Captain McCauley 
scrambled to his feet, and got ready 
to join the bishop. 

“Of course not,’ answered that 
veteran. “She has been on the 
plains before. She has only to keep 
watch of the sun, or, at worst, to fol- 
low the river. Come along, Barnard. 
Don’t be a jack over that girl! She’s 
all right. Better join us for a day’s 
fishing. There’s nothing so good for 
a man in a—a certain condition, as 
fishing. He can sit and moon over 
the water all day with his thoughts 
elsewhere, and be perfectly happy, 
thinking he is occupied and not wasting 
time. It looks cloudy over there, 
doesn’t it, bishop?”’ 

“Yes,’’ answered the bishop, “it 
ought to be a good day for fishing. 
Come along, Barnard; the weather 
will accord with your emotions.”’ 

So, with laughter and gentle raillery, 
they took the disconsolate lover with 
them to the river. The bishop was 
enjoying one of his rare vacations, 
and Captain McCauley, an old friend, 
had invited him to spend as much time 
as he could spare at old Fort Kinney, 
in Northern Wyoming. The bishop 
had brought with him Miss Josephine 
Cooper, one of the Bethany College 
girls, who had graduated that year, 
and who wanted to see something of 
the life in the mountains before she re- 
turned to Philadelphia. As the bishop 
and her parents were old-time friends, 
they were willing that-he should take 
her along. All the eligible young 
officers at Fort Kinney had promptly 
fallen in love with Miss Josephine, but 
Barnard seemed to be in higher favor 
than the rest. 

Toward the close of the bishop’s 
visit, McCauley, who was a bachelor, 
had made up a party for a fishing and 
hunting expedition down the Powder 
River Valley. Barnard, who was his 
junior lieutenant, had been invited, 
and Josephine Cooper, accompanied by 
Mrs. Maloney, the wife of Sergeant 
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Maloney, who was in charge of the 
soldiers and servants of the party, had 
gone along, too. They had enjoyed a 
delightful time, and were preparing 
to return the following day, when the 
unfortunate quarrel between Josephine 
and Barnard cast a cloud over the 
happiness of both. 

Barnard’s misery, as he followed the 
others down to the river, however, 
was more than matched by Josephine’s 
regret. Why had she been so per- 
verse? He had apologized, admitted 
that he was wrong when he had not 
been, when she really was to blame; 
therefore, she might have forgiven him 
without loss of dignity or prestige, in 
which case he would have been with 
her, and she would not have been 
loping along under the trees alone. 
Not that she was afraid of anything, 
but there was no particular fun in 
riding alone, and she wished she could 
callhimtoher. She checked her horse 
and furtively glanced back, but she 
saw Barnard following the bishop and 
the captain toward the river away 
from her. 

“Fishing!’’ she murmured to her- 
self; “that’s how much he cares for 
me! That’s all men care for, any- 
way—killing something, or breaking 
some woman’s heart! Get up, 
Dick!” 

She laid her crop lightly on the neck 
of the big cavalry horse, and the well- 
trained animal instantly sprang into 
a long, sweeping gallop which carried 
her over the country at a great pace. 
He was not exactly a lady’s horse— 
there were none at the post—but she 
was a good enough horsewoman to 
manage him thoroughly, and she 
rather enjoyed the big, rangy trooper. 

Just before she entered the thick of 
the wood, she turned back for one 
more look. The camp, with its Sibley 
tents and big, canvas-covered wagons, 
shone brilliantly white in the green of 
the landscape, and Bridget Maloney’s 
red petticoat, as she busied herself 
over the remains of the breakfast, 
added a bright dash of color to relieve 
the white. The sergeant and his 
helpers, the drivers, and the others, 


were lounging around the camp, but 
the three other men had vanished. 

The country in which Josephine 
found herself was sufficiently beautiful 
to compensate—so far as the absence 
of humanity can ever be compensated 
for by nature—for her solitude. Be- 
fore her, and close at hand, for the 
camp had been made among the foot- 
hills, rose the gigantic peaks of the Big 
Horn Range. It was Summer, but 
the tops of the mountains were cov- 
ered with banks of snow which 
fairly blazed in the brilliant sunlight. 
She had been steadily ascending since 
leaving the camp, and she could look 
back for miles over scenery peculiarly 
wild, rugged and desolate. 

Great, rocky buttes rose here and 
there around her, and sometimes the 
expanse of the country was broken by 
clumps of trees or level, grass-covered 
oases, nestling in the shadow of huge 
masses of rocks like that in which the 
camp was made. The winding course 
of the river as it meandered toward 
the distant plateau, which resembled 
the prairies of the bishop’s diocese, 
was indicated by trees at all the levels. 
In front of her, the mountains rose 
bleak, awe-inspiring and grand. The 
influence of their majesty and calm 
gradually stole over her. A quarrel, 
even a great one, in the presence of 
these tremendous manifestations of 
nature seemed trivial, petty; and a 
little disagreement, such as had parted 
the lovers this morning, was of no 
consequence whatever. 

She checked her horse, and would 
have turned back; but, reflecting that 
Barnard had gone fishing, she con- 
cluded to go forward over the foot- 
hills for a nearer look at those great 
mountains. She determined to for- 
give him as soon as she might see him. 
Nay, she would even admit that she 
had been in the wrong, not he. Hav- 
ing reached this happy conclusion, 
she felt immensely relieved, and gave 
herself with unalloyed pleasure to the 
enjoyment of the marvelous scenery. 
There was something in the situation 
entrancing to the Eastern girl, who, 
except for her four years at Bethany, 
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had seen little of the West. She had 
come to Bethany only because her 
parents wished her to have the benefit 
of the bishop’s care, as many other 
Eastern girls had received it. She 
rode on, therefore, threading her way 
among rocky buttes, galloping over 
stretches of grassy sward, plunging 
through bits of forest, forcing her 
horse across some narrow, shrunken 
stream, giving no thought whatever to 
time, distance or direction, and ever 
climbing higher and higher up the 
slope. Her eyes were fixed on the 
changing panorama of mountains be- 
fore her as her tortuous course brought 
mighty peaks into successive view. 
She was fascinated. 

The stillness was perfect. The soli- 
tude was absolute. There was nothing 
to disturb the current of her thoughts 
until she was suddenly awakened by a 
peal of thunder. It had been growing 
darker for some time, but she had not 
noticed it. She looked back quickly, 
and saw that the sky was heavily 
overcast. She had been long enough 
in the West to recognize the signs of a 
cyclone. It had developed with aston- 
ishing rapidity, and seemed about to 
burst upon her. What should she do? 

Before her rose a lofty and threaten- 
ing mass of rock. On the other side 
of it, possibly, she might find shelter 
of some kind. Her first thought, of 
course, had been to ride toward the 
camp, but, in the haze of that ap- 
proaching cyclone, she could not see it, 
and she no longer knew in what direc- 
tion itlay. This would have given her 
great uneasiness had not her thoughts 
been centered upon the storm. She 
could look for the camp later; now, 
she must seek shelter. Under the lee 
of the great rock she might find a hid- 
ing-place. 

The horse, as if sharing her apprehen- 
sion, had been pawing the ground un- 
easily, and welcomed the shake of the 
reins and the word which sent him 
toward the rock. It was, perhaps, 
half a mile distant, and the way was 
fairly clear. She looked at her watch. 
It was just eleven o’clock. She had 
been gone nearly four hours, therefore. 


They had breakfasted early, and she 
had started early from the camp, and 
the horse was somewhat tired, but 
she fairly raced him over that ground. 
Just as she gained the rock, the storm 
broke upon her. 

There was not a tree in her vicinity. 
There was nothing that the cyclone 
could take hold of, so it passed harm- 
lessly over her head with a terrific 
roaring that nearly frightened her to 
death. What might have happened 
to her had she not gained the shelter 
of that huge rock, she could see by the 
way the storm tore up trees farther 
away in its path. 

After the wind had spent itself, 
down came the rain. Such was the 
storm’s violence that she waited for 
some time, thinking it would break, 
but, at the end of a half-hour, there 
were no indications whatever of a ces- 
sation. It was now noon, and she was 
tired and hungry. It required some 
hardihood for her to leave the shelter 
of the rock, and battle with the rain, 
and she waited a few moments longer. 
She wished more than ever for the pres- 
ence of Barnard. But something had 
to be done. She could not remain 
there forever. She doubted if any one 
could find her without a long, exhaus- 
tive search. She must get back of her 
own motion. How to do that was a 
question while the rain kept up. 

At last, she walked her horse out 
into the open, and looked in the direc- 
tion whence she supposed she had 
come. The view was hidden in a 
black whirl of driving rain. She 
could neither see nor hear the river. 
It had been her intention to make for 
it and then, so far as she could—for 
the Powder River up there was a wild, 
mountain stream, often tearing through 
cliffs and cafions, which would prevent 
any one from reaching its banks—to 
follow its general course down the 
mountain, until she reached the camp. 
That was the only intelligent course. 
Now, even that could not be done—at 
least, not in this rain. 

It dawned upon her at last, as she 
sat on her shivering horse, drenched to 
the skin, that she was lost. She could 
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scarceiy see the top of the great rock 
that had sheltered her from the mist 
and rain. These weather conditions 
were rather unusual, but were, never- 
theless, a painful fact to her. What 
could she do? She was utterly be- 
wildered. Yet she could not remain 
still. She shook the reins over the 
horse’s neck, and spoke to him. He 
turned, and slowly made his way for- 
ward. Going anywhere was better 
than standing still, for she had be- 
come so nervous that it was impos- 
sible for her to remain long in one 
place. She would let the horse choose, 
since she had lost all sense of direction. 

The horse proceeded carefully, pick- 
ing his way, at first, but finally he 
seemed to strike some sort of a trail. 
She had heard that there were no set- 
tlements nearer than Fort Caspar, 
toward which the military road from 
Fort Kinney led southward. Yet, as 
she rode on, by bending low over the 
saddle she could see marks of a trail. 
It was an ascending trail; they were 
going upward, but certainly not in the 
direction of the camp; and yet, if that 
were a trail, it must lead somewhere, it 
must have been made by a human 
being. There had been some effort, 
apparently, to put this way in a rough 
condition for a horse to travel. As she 
progressed, she grew more certain of 
this fact. 

So absorbed was she in her specula- 
tions, that she did not notice that it was 
growing lighter. In fact, the rain had 
ceased almost as suddenly as it had 
begun, and, although the mists still 
hung low, it was evident that they 
were thinning also. She was irreso- 
lute as to what to do, but, seeing the 
trail more clearly, she now concluded 
the best thing was to keep on jogging 
ahead. By-and-bye the sun came out, 
and the mist disappeared with aston- 
ishing rapidity. As soon as she could 
see about her, she checked the horse, 
and surveyed the scene. 

She was in the midst of a rocky pass. 
The scenery was rugged and grand be- 
yond description. Far below her, 
the river rushed madly to the south- 
ward through a deep, gloomy cajion. 

July 1903 


Far above her, on either side, towered 
huge walls of rock. The trail led 
along the face of the cliff, and a few 
feet ahead of her bent around a bold 
escarpment, and was lost. It was 
a steadily contracting trail. Before 
her, it narrowed so that two horses 
could not pass. As she looked back, 
she could see nothing familiar. She 
had wandered into this great rift in 
the mountains—from where she knew 
not, how, she knew not. She might 
follow the trail back again, but whither 
it would lead her she had no idea; cer- 
tainly, not to the camp. 

It was long past noon now—one 
o’clock, she found, by looking at her 
watch. It would be hours before she 
could hope to reach the camp, if she 
ever reached it. Somebody must live 
at.the end of that trail. She hesitated 
a moment or two, then decided to go 
forward. It would be perilous to pass 
around that narrow, jutting precipice, 
but it would be almost as perilous for 
her to go back. She shuddered as she 
saw the dangerous way over which she 
had come in the mist and rain. The 
horse had carried her safely thus far. 
She would trust him farther. 

She wanted to see what was around 
that projecting buttress of rock, any- 
way, so she urged her horse cautiously 
on. It was narrower than she had im- 
agined. Where the trail turned, her 
shoulder actually brushed against the 
overhanging rock. She shut her eyes, 
and repressed a desire to scream. The 
horse went so slowly and carefully that 
he scarcely seemed to move. She re- 
pented of her action. Why had she 
come? If he stepped on a loose stone, 
if his foot slipped, they would both go 
to their death over that precipice, 
hundreds of feet below. Mr. Barnard 
would never know how much she had 
loved him, how sorry she had been, 
that she would have been his willingly, 
that—the horse stopped! 

She opened her eyes. They had 
turned the cliff. The trail widened be- 
fore her, and she stood in safety on a 
little shoulder of the mountain as wide 
as a street. Before her was spread 
out one of the most enchanting pictures 
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she had ever seen. The trail dropped 
gently down the slope into a beautiful 
valley, through which the river ran. 
The valley—* pocket’’ or “hole’’ as 
such things were called out there— 
was two or three miles long, perhaps a 
mile wide at its greatest width, and 
was literally surrounded by towering 
walls of barren, unbroken rock. At 
the other end, a waterfall plunged down 
a precipice that must have been a 
thousand feet high, forming the source 
of the river, which ran purling through 
the level surface of the valley till it en- 
tered the cafion. The area before her 
was dotted with trees. There were 
houses in the clearing, the smoke from 
chimneys floated softly in the still air. 
There» were horses and cattle in the 
meadows. It was a paradise in these 
arid mountains. 

For a moment, in the heavenly 
scene which spread before her vision, 
the girl forgot that she was alone, wet, 
shivering, hungry, that she was lost. 
The rain had given a fresh touch to 
everything, and the place appeared 
bathed in the sunlight like a gigantic 
gleaming emerald in a matrix of gray 
granite. 

“Oh,” she exclaimed, “how beauti- 
ful!”’ 

“I’m glad you like it, 
spoke a voice at her elbow. 

As she turned toward the side of the 
mountain, she saw a rifle protruding 
over a low wall of rock; it was followed 
by a handsome head, and then by the 
tall. well-built and elegant person of a 
Western cow-boy in the conventional 
attire, loose shirt, flowing handker- 
chief, leather ‘“‘chaps,’’ boots, spurs, 
broad hat,andsoon. Around his waist 
was a belt, from which depended a 
sheath knife on one side, on the other, 
a heavy revolver. He carried his 
rifle in his hand. 

“Glad you like it, ma’am,” he 
repeated, taking off his hat, and ex- 


ma’am,”’ 


posing a head covered with dark 
curls. 

“Like it?’’ said Josephine. “Why, 
it is lovely! I’m lost, sir. My party 


is camped on the Powder River. I 
rode away alone this morning, and was 


overtaken by the storm. How i came 
here I scarcely know.”’ 

“Wall, you better git out these dig- 
gin’s as quick as you kin, ma’am. 
Take my advice, an’ mosey down that 
trail ter onct.”’ 

“But can’t I get something to eat, 
and some one to show me the way?”’ 

“Ain’t nobody goin’ to show you 
out of here. People who gits in here 
never comes out. As fer eatin’, I’ve 
got some bread an’ meat, an’ here’s 
some liquor.” 

He reached behind the rocky wall, 
and handed her a couple of roughly 
made sandwiches, and then drew from 
his pocket a silver-mounted flask of 
whiskey, which he uncorked and prof- 
fered her. 

“Thank you,” 
the sandwiches; 
bing } you.” 

‘Don’t mind that; I kin git more,’ 
he answered, laconically, again offering 
her the liquor. 

“No, I’d rather have some water, if 
you please.” 

“There ain't none up yere, but I'll git 
you some,” turning away. “You'd 
better git off your horse an’ stretch 
yourself while you eat. You'll have 
some tall ridin’ to do before you git 
back, if y’ ever do git back.”’ 

There was something mysterious 
about the whole thing, but Josephine 
Cooper felt sufficiently able to take 
care of herself in the presence of any 
ordinary man, and this handsome 
young fellow appeared entirely harm- 
less, so she felt no uneasiness. She per- 
mitted him to assist her to dismount 
from the horse, which was too tired to 
move away, and she sat down on the 
rock and began to eat her sandwiches 
while her interlocutor went for water. 
He came back with a tomato-can full 
of that precious liquid, and handed it 
to her with an apology for the cup, and 
then stood and watched her eat and 
drink. 

“T don’t know what’s going to hap- 
pen to you,” he said, at last. 

“Happen to me?” exclaimed the 
girl. ‘Why, aren’t you going to look 
after me? Take me down the moun- 


said the girl, taking 
“I’m afraid I’m rob- 
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tain, and back to the camp. Mr.— 
but you haven't told me your name.”’ 

“Carter, ma’am,’’ answered the 
young fellow, gazing dubiously at her; 
“Kid Carter, they calls me up here. 
What’s yourn?”’ 

‘Josephine Cooper,’’ responded the 
girl, extending her hand. “I am here 
with the bishop and Captain McCauley 
and Mr. Barnard from Fort Kinney.” 

“Oh, they’re soldiers, ain’t they?”’ 
said the young man, taking her dainty 
hand in his great paw. ‘‘ Wot are they 
doin’ there?” 

“They are out for a little fun.” 

“That means pluggin’ some poor 
devil like me, I suppose,”’ grimly an- 
swered Mr. Carter. 

“No, no; merely a hunting and fish- 
ing expedition,’ interrupted Miss 
Cooper. “Why, do you fear them?” 

“T ain’t afeard of no one,” said the 
man, proudly. “Only r 

‘““Look here, Kid,’ interrupted an- 
other voice, ‘“‘what in blazes hev you 
got here?”’ 

A shocky, villainous-looking ruffian, 
dressed in rude garments of home-made 
manufacture, but armed like the cow- 
boy, suddenly appeared on the trail. 

“Good Lord, it’s a feemale woman! 
How did you git her? Say, where did 
you come from, sis?”’ 

He slouched forward, and peered in- 
solently into her face. She sprang to 
her feet instantly, shrinking nearer to 
Kid Carter, who instinctively placed 
himself between the two. 

“Who is this person?’ indignantly 
asked the girl. 

‘“Pusson!’’ roared the other man, 
throwing back his head and laughing 
viciously, “‘pusson, eh? I’m a gent, 
I'll hev you understand, as has killed 
four men to his two.” 

‘““A  murderer!’’ cried the _ girl, 
and then, suddenly turning to Carter, 
she asked him, “Is it true? Are you 
a——?”’ 

‘““Murderer?”’ interrupted the second 
man. ‘We're all murderers up here, 
or horse-thieves, or else we’ve done 
time, an’ the law wants us, or 

“What is this place?’’ asked the 
girl, faintly. 
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“Tt’s called ‘Hell Hole,”’’ answered 
Kid Carter, biting his lip and blushing, 
violently. 

“Yes, that’s what we call it,’’ inter- 
rupted the other man, again. ‘My 
name’s Hollis, Pete Hollis. ‘Three- 
fingered Pete,’”’ he added, holding up 
his left hand, ‘‘’cause I got this one cut 
off in a little round-up with a gent, 
w'ich I blowed the top of his head off 
to let some light inter his brains, so he 
wouldn’t tackle a man like me. An’ 
this pocket w’ich we calls ‘Hell Hole’ 
belongs to us, me an’ some gents be- 
low. We diskivered it, an’ we keeps 
open house fer everybody that’s in 
trouble, ye know, as is wanted by a 
sheriff or the military, or anythin’ like 
that. The way you come is the only 
way in, an’ nobody that comes in goes 
out ag’in. See that little rock pile 
there? We've allus got a man there 
keepin’ watch. We kin hold this 
place against a thousand men. All 
we've got to do is to draw a bead with 
a rifle when we hears any one comin’, 
an’ blaze away. They can’t only 
come one at a time, an’ we allus settles 
the fust one afore t’other gits around.” 

“But those houses down there?” 

“You don’t think we live like Injuns 
in tepees, do ye? We farm a little 
down there, jist enough to keep us in 
grub. Why, we've got a society, fam- 
ily life, down there. Women—I’ll in- 
terduce you to ‘em. Wot are you in 
here fer?” 

“Great heaven!” exclaimed the girl 
tothe cow-boy. ‘Take me away from 
here!”’ 

“Don’t you move, Carter,” cried 
the other man, covering him with his 
Winchester. ‘I got the drop on ye. 
I’d be justified in blowin’ yer brains 
out, Carter, fer these interestin’ per- 
ceedin’s. But you’re a_ tenderfoot 
here, an’ don’t know the rules of the 
range. Everything wot comes in here 
has to go to the captain for his inspec- 
tion. If youclaims the girl, you kin do 
it down there, though I don’t reckon 
the claim’ll hold good, seein’s I come on 
the scene. Go on down that trail; you 
foller him, miss; your horse’ll come 
along, I reckon.” 
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“But if I refuse to go?’’ asked the 
girl. 

“I'll let daylight through him,” 
roared Hollis, pointing to Carter. 

“Don’t mind me,” said that young 
man, smiling up at her. “I wouldn’t 


mind it. I was a fool to let him git 
the drop on me. It’s all in a day’s 
work.”’ 


“Have you killed a man, too?” she 
asked, looking at him in a daze while 
he stood silently before her. 

“Of course, or he wouldn’t be up 
here,”’ said Hollis. ‘‘ Now, stop this 
palaverin’, an’ mosey.”’ 

The descent into the valley was 
neither long nor difficult. At the foot 
of the trail there was an open clearing, 
on one side of which, under some beauti- 
ful old trees, stood a rude house. Two 
or three men were lounging on the 
porch in front of it, playing cards. A 
slatternly woman, who had once been 
pretty, was standing in the doorway. 

“Hello, Pete!”’ cried one of the men, 
“what hev you got there?’”’ 

“A woman, by jinks!”’ exclaimed 
one man, looking up from the cards. 

“An’ a stunner!” cried a second. 
““Hev you killed yer man, or wot are 
ye up here fer?” 

“Welcome to ‘ Hell Hole,’ madam”’, 
said another, who seemed of a higher 
grade than the others. 

“Sirs,’’ instantly said Josephine, 
with a shudder, ““I am a member of a 
hunting party on the other side of the 
mountains, and lost my way in the 
rain and mist. I don’t know how I 
got here. I wish some one to show me 
the way back to my camp.” 

“Captain,’’ cried Hollis, springing 
forward, ‘‘she hadn’t ought to be let 
go. Let her stay here; I'll take keer 
of her.”’ 

“You will, eh?’’ said the semi-re- 
spectable individual addressed as ‘‘ cap- 
tain.’ ‘‘ Well, who found her?”’ 

“TI did,” said Carter; ‘‘she come up 
the trail on my watch, an’ I rounded 
her up.” 

‘“* Didn’t look much like roundin’ up 
to me,”’ said Hollis, savagely. ‘‘W’en 
I saw ’em she was a-settin’ on the 
ground eatin’ his sandwiches, an’ he 


was a-talkin’ to her as peaceful an’ 
lamblike 3 

“She is my captive,”’ said Carter, 
stubbornly. ‘I found her—I took her; 
I could hev shot her all right. I'd 
drawed a bead on her w’en she rounded 
that curve, but I seen she was a woman. 
I made her git off her horse. We 
come here. She’s my captive. Ain't 
you, miss?”’ : 

He shot one appealing glance at her. 
The girl was in a frightful situation. 
What she should do she could not imag- 
ine. There was something, however, 
in Mr. Carter’s look that promised 
hope. If she read him aright he was 
willing and anxious to help her. 
Moistening her lips she answered, 
staking all upon his worthiness: 

“Yes, he caught me.” 

“But,” said Hollis, starting forward, 
his face flushing, “‘she’s mine. I want 
her, an’ I’m goin’ to have her.” 

“Get back, you dog!”’ said the cap- 
tain, whipping out his own gun, and 
covering Hollis with it; ‘“‘ you don’t 
seem to know how to treat a lady. 
Don’t you lift a finger, or I'll blow your 
brains out. Madam,” he said, turning 
to the girl, ““my name is Bell—John 
Bell. I was once a surgeon in the 
United States army. I had a—er— 
little difficulty with a man down in 
Laramie, and I—in short—I killed 
him, and had to pull my freight. That’s 
how I come to be here. Have no 
fear. You shall be safe.” 

“Thank you,” cried the girl, a gleam 
of relief appearing in her face; ‘‘ thank 
you.” 

“‘She’s mine, I tell you,”’ said Carter, 
sullenly. “I got her, an’ by the laws 
you made me sign to last week w’en I 
fust come here, the disposin’ of her be- 
longs to me.” 

“He’s right, captain.” 

“The Kid's kerrect, old man,”’ cried 
one of the ruffians. 

‘Law is law,’’ added another. 

It seemed strange to hear these out- 
lawed men pleading the power of the 
law. The captain looked anxious. 
Suddenly, his face fell upon the form of 
Hollis. 

“What are you skulking here for, 
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you hound!” he shouted. “Are you 
not on watch? Get back to the trail; 
the whole United States army might 
be pouring through that pass, for all 
you know! Up there, lively!”’ 

Hollis turned instantly, and started 
on a run up the road, pursued by the 
angry shouts of the rest of the gang, 
who were profoundly incensed at him 
for his absence, for their safety de- 
pended upon their rigid control of that 
pass. 

The place was a city of refuge for all 
the scoundrels of the Northwest. It 
had been held inviolate for a dozen 
years by the prowess of the men who 
found shelter there. It was impossible 
to enter the ‘‘ pocket”’ except through 
that dangerous pass. Sheriffs had 
tried it, mobs of indignant cattle- 
owners had attempted it, even the 
United States army had essayed it, 
but with no success whatever. When 
a man got in there he was safe from 
punishment, so long as he stayed there, 
provided, of course, that he were able 
to get along with the other outlaws and 
desperadoes who lived there. 

““Madam,”’ said Bell, ‘‘ what the Kid 
says is right. That’s the law of this 
place. We're all outlaws, but we have 
learned from that very fact that we 
must have some law or we can’t live. 
You belong to him. But, hark ye, 
Kid Carter, if you harm that young 
woman, by God, look to it! I’ll shoot 
you on sight! Who is with your party, 
madam?” 

“ Captain 
bishop ae 

“It you ever get out of here alive, 
and if you ever see them again,’’ con- 
tinued the doctor, “give my compli- 
ments to McCauley, and tell him I’m 
living in Hell—”’ He paused just long 
enough before he added the word 
Hole” to make his meaning apparent 
to her. 

‘*Ma’am,”’ said Carter, ‘‘ the sooner 
we git out of here, the better.” 

“What are you going to do with 
her?’’ asked Bell. 

“Take her back to her camp.” 

“Wot!” cried one of the men, 
““you’re goin’ to leave the ‘ Hole’?”’ 


McCauley and_ the 
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“T am.” 

“Well, it’s your own risk,” said 
another; “doggone it, I’d not do it fer 
no woman!”’ 

“Are you comin’ back, Kid?” 

“If I kin git back,” said the young 
man. 

“Bring some coffee, Nell,”’ cried the 
doctor to the woman in the door, a 
lady who had made way with her hus- 
band. ‘I’m sorry we have no sugar 
at present,” he added, handing it to 
Josephine; ‘‘we mostly take things 
black and strong in here. Have you 
had a bite to eat?”’ 

‘All I wanted,”’ answered the girl, 
drinking her coffee, the stimulating 
effect of which she thought would be 
valuable to her. 

“Allow me,’’ continued the doctor, 
as Carter led up the horse, which had 
been refreshed by a good drink of 
water, and had been cropping the grass. 
He lifted her to the saddle with perfect 
ease and grace. “It’s a long time,” 
he said, softly, ‘since I have met a 
lady, and I wish te God—but this is 
part of the punishment.” 

Carter seized the bridle, turned the 
horse about, and they went up the trail, 
leaving the captain and one or two of 
his associates, who emulated his move- 
ment, standing bareheaded behind 
them. They went along for some dis- 
tance without saying a word. Carter 
plodded moodily ahead, and the horse 
followed steadily after. It was the 
woman who broke the silence. 

“Mr. Carter,”’ she said, softly. 

There was no answer. 

“Mr. Carter,’’ louder. 

Still no answer. 

“Mr. Carter!”’ 

“Well, wot is it?” he said, gruffly, 
at last, not looking at her. 

“Ts it true?” 

“Ts what true?”’ 

“What those men said. Are 
you aa 

“Yes, every one of us.” 

“It can’t be possible! And you 
are——?”’ 

“You see, ma’am,” said the young 
man, stopping and turning to her, his 
face flushed, “it was this way. He 
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done me dirt, an’ ‘most broke me 
down in Laramie. Filled me with bad 
whiskey, an’, w’en he got me drunk, 
robbed me of my money at kyards. 
Then I up and plugged him full of 
holes. The sheriff tried to take me, 
an’—an’ I laid him out, too.” 

“And all this for a sum of money?”’ 

“It didn’t belong to me,”’ explained 
Carter; ‘‘it belonged to the Cross Bar 
Cattle Company. I was fetchin’ it 
from the bank fer the old man to pay 
the hands with—a whole lot of it, too. 
I wish to God I hadn’t shot him. Savin’ 
a drunk now an’ then, an’ a gamble 
w’en I had the money, I’ve lived clean 
an’ straight, as punchers go. But that 
was onct too often. I didn’t mean to 
shoot the sheriff, noway.” 

“Then what happened?” asked the 
girl. 

There was something so boyish and 
frank about the young man, and she 
had gone through so much that day, 
she had seen him against such a back- 
ground of utter blackguardism and 
crime in the persons of the others, that 
she scarcely realized the enormity of 
his offense. 

“Then, I broke away fer this place. 
It’s knowed all over the West. If you 
onct git in here you’re safe so long as 
you stay here. It’s well named, ain’t 
it?—to turn a paradise into Hell Hole 
by interducin’ men like them.”’ 

“Do you have to stay here all your 
life?” 

“T ain’t goin’ to stay here ten min- 
utes.” 

“How is that?” 

“I’m goin’ to take you back to the 





camp.” 
“Couldn’t I find my way back 
alone?” 


“Not in a thousand years.” 

“And after that?” 

“T’ll come back here.” , 

“Oh, don’t!’’ cried the girl. 

‘“Where else kin I go? If I left here 
I’d git ketched an’ jugged, an’ tried, 
an’, as the evidence is plain, I’d swing 
fer it. I’m young yet. I ain’t quite 
sick of this place. They do git tired 
of it sometimes an’ break out, no mat- 
ter wot happens, but I kin stand it a 


little longer. Gosh! it’ll be horrible 
when -you’re gone—it sure will. Old 
Doc Bell said it had been years—I 
heard him—since he spoke to a lady. 
I ain’t never spoke to one since I left 
my mother, before this mornin’; least- 
ways, no one like you. Don’t be 
skeered,’’ he added, as he saw a strange 
look sweep over her face; “‘I won’t hurt 
you. ; 

“T’m not in the least alarmed, Mr. 
Carter; I trust you implicitly.” 

“Say, don’t call me ‘Mr. Carter’; it 
seems strange like, an’ as if you was a 
judge or acourt, or somethin’. Every- 
body calls me Kid.” 

“Very well, then. I’m not a bit 
afraid of you, Kid. I know you will 
take me safely back to the camp. You 
were ready to protect me a moment 
since.” 

“I'd like to see any one lay a finger 
on you; it would ’a’ been the last of 
him,’’ said the man, in the most matter- 
of-fact way. 

“Thank you,” said the girl. 

“Say, miss, put it there,” he said, 
innocently, extending his hand, 

Without a moment’s hesitation, she 
put her own hand within his. He 
shook it vigorously a second time. By 
this time they had come to the curve 
of the mountains where the pass nar- 
rowed, and where the watchman was 
stationed. Hollis stood there, gun in 
hand, looking as ugly as might be ex- 
pected from one of his calibre. 

“I’ve got to leave you to go alone a 
bit,” whispered Carter; “I’ve got to 
take keer of that man. Ride around 
that bend. I'll cover you an’ follow 
you. 

The girl obediently urged her horse 
forward, although all her terror came 
back to her as the animal slowly edged 
its way around the narrow trail over 
the yawning abyss. Behind her, with 
his back toward her and his face toward 
Hollis, his gun in his hand, stumbled 
Kid Carter, and she heard him say, as 
she turned the corner: 

“Don’t make no move with that gun 
of yourn, Hollis, or I'll let daylight 
through you, an’ they’ll need another 
man to watch this pass.” 
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“Are you goin’ down with that wo- 
man?” asked Hollis. 

“T am; what’s that to you?” 

“Well, you’re a fool!’’ snarled the 
otherman. “I don’t need to waste my 
shot on you. You'll be dancin’ on 
nothin’ in Laramie in a few days.” 

“That’s my business.” 

“Yours and the sheriff’s,”” laughed 
the other. 

“‘An’ I warns you to stay right here 
where you are, fer the present,” said 
Carter, paying no attention to this jeer- 
ing remark. ‘“‘If you pokes your nose 
around that bend of rock, I’ll make a 
target of it. An’ I'll aim to kill, too.” 

Another moment and he had slipped 
around the cliff and stood by her side. 
She had caught only a portion of the 
conversation, but it had been enough 
for her. 

“There is no danger to you, is 
there?”’ 

“No,” answered the man, lying with 
the grace and ease of a gentleman. 
“They don’t know me down there; 
that is, they don’t know wot I’ve done 
or that I’ve put fer this country, an’ if 
you don’t tell ‘em, I kin git back all 
right.”’ 

“If I don’t tell? Is that kind? I 
trusted you; can’t you trust me?”’ 

“T kin,”’ answered Carter, instantly. 
“ But it’s gittin’ late, an’ we’ve got to 
hurry up. We won't git to that camp 
till long after dark, asit is. I wisht I 
had a pony.”’ 

He seized the bridle, and pushed rap- 
idly down the trail. 

“Why don’t you reform, and try to 
make something out of yourself?” 
asked the girl, when they had crossed 
the dangerous part of the pass, and 
conversation was more easy. 

“Reform? Where'd I go to reform? 
Do you think anybody could reform in 
that hole?” 

“Can't you get away somewhere— 
where people do not know you?”’ 

It never occurred to the girl that 
she was actually making herself acces- 
sory after the fact to a murder, or, at 
any rate, to the murderer—compound- 
ing a felony, as it were! 

“T ain’t got no money noway to help 


me along,’ continued the cow-boy. 
“The whole country south between the 
railroad an’ here is on the lookout fer 
me.” 

The girl put her hand into the bosom 
of her dress, and pulled out a small 
purse. Before she could say a word, or 
even extend her hand, he stopped her. 

“Put that up! I ain’t that low.”’ 

“IT know you're not, but is 

“How much hev you there?’ he 
asked, comprehending the small capac- 
ity of the dainty affair in a glance. 

“Four or five dollars, but I can get 
plenty more.” 

“That wouldn’t carry me a hundred 
miles, an’ if you had a million I 
wouldn’t take it. I ain’t that mean. 
No use of your talkin’, miss; I drawed 
these cards, an’ I’ve got to play this 
hand out, wotever it is.”’ 

There was something so hopeless 
about the situation in which her sym- 
pathies were so profoundly enlisted, 
that the girl was filled with dismay. 
There did not seem to be any subject 
upon which they could ‘converse, and 
they journeyed forward thereafter in 
silence, broken only by his warnings 
and her infrequent questions. Carter 
seemed to know the lay of the land 
fairly well. 

“I have hunted in it, hunted them 
fellers,’’ he said, in answer to a ques- 
tion. ‘In ’g2 I was one of a posse that 
tried to clean out that pocket back 
there—that infernal gang; I beg your 
pardon, ma’am—so I knows this 
country pretty well. They keep 
another lookout above that place 
where I was keepin’ watch, an’ we’ve 
knowed all about your party for 
days. Some of the gang was fer goin’ 
down an’ raidin’ the camp, but didn’t 
dare; there was too many men in the 
party.” 

The girl shuddered at the possibility 
the man’s simple speech conjured up in 
her mind. They had been so entirely 
peaceful in the camp, never dreaming 
of danger of any kind. 

The two had progressed several miles, 
when, suddenly coming around a gi- 
gantic butte, which Josephine thought 
she recognized, and which was indeed 
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the one that had afforded her shelter 
from, the cyclone, they had a fair view 
of the whole eastern slope of the moun- 
tains. Away off in the distance lay 
the white tents of the camp. 

It was now late in the afternoon, and 
the girl could not possibly reach it be- 
fore dark; but she instantly turned to 
Carter, who stood by her side, survey- 
ing the prospect. 

“There is the camp,”’ she said. 

“I sees it.”’ 

“IT can make my way there now, I 
think, without your assistance.”’ 

“It'll be dark long afore you git 
there,’’ returned the man. “I’m goin’ 
with you.” 

She endeavored to dissuade him, but 
could not move him. They went for- 
ward more rapidly, after that; as rap- 
idly, indeed, as the man could keep 
pace with the horse, and it was not un- 
til late in the evening that they found 
themselves on a bit of level ground, 
perhaps half a mile of prairie, with the 
trees at the other end, which alone shut 
out a view of the camp. Off to one 
side, they could hear the rush of the 
river. Scarcely had they progressed a 
quarter of the way down the open, 
when a little party of horsemen en- 
tered it behindthem. As soon as these 
caught sight of Josephine and her com- 
panion they shouted loudly to attract 
their attention. 

“Oh!” cried the girl, turning her 
horse, “there’s the bishop!”’ as she rec- 
ognized a little, stout man at the head 
of the party. ‘And there’s Captain 
McCauley and—and Mr. Barnard.”’ 

“Who are the others?”’ asked Carter, 
whipping out his gun. He stood 
poised on his foot, as if to run. “Those 
are your friends; but that other man, 
an’ them with him; I reckon they’re 
lookin’ fer me.” 

“What do you mean?”’ 

“That’s the sheriff of Johnston 
county, an’ that’s his posse. They’ve 
been huntin’ me, an’ your friends hev 
pressed them inter service to hunt you. 
It’s all up with me, but I’m glad you’re 
safe.”’ 

“But you will be taken!” cried the 
girl; “they will re 





“No matter.” 

“Wait!” 

Disengaging her feet from the stir- 
rups, she sprang to the ground, in- 
stantly. 

“Take my horse!’ she gasped. 
“Quick! You saved me, I'll save you.” 

The man hesitated. 

“Go!” she urged. 

It was the work of a second for him 
to unbuckle the saddle, and throw it 
aside. Gathering the reins in his hand, 
he leaped to the back of the big cav- 
alry horse. 

““Good-bye!”’ cried the girl, lifting 
her hand. 

They were very near now, but he 
pulled off his sombrero, bent low over 
the saddle, seized her hand and pressed 
a long kiss upon it. 

“If I’d ’a’ met you afore,” he cried, 
“TI might hev been a different man.” 

The party was close at hand. Still 
holding his cocked pistol, Carter put 
the spur into the horse. He started 
off on a gallop instantly toward the 
other end of the glade. 

““Josephine!”” cried the bishop, as 
they approached, “are you safe? We 
have been searching for you all day.” 

“Entirely so,’ answered the girl, 
“thanks to that man,’’ pointing to the 
rapidly disappearing figure. 

‘Who is he?” asked Barnard, jeal- 
ously, as he dismounted and took her 





hand. “I’ve been wild with a 
“By gosh, I know him!” exclaimed 
the sheriff. ‘‘That’s my man. That’s 


Kid Carter!—him we’ve come to ketch, 
boys. After him!” 

He lifted his Winchester as he spoke, 
and leveled it at the fleeing man. The 
girl rushed toward the sheriff, frantic- 
ally waving her hands and screaming. 
The startled horse jumped aside, the 
gun went off, and the bullet sped harm- 
lessly down the valley. But, by this 
time, other rifles were cracking; she 
could not attend to them all, and one 
shot hit the old troop horse. He 
jumped into the air and fell. Carter, 
revolver in hand, was off him in a min- 
ute, making for the woods near the river 
bank amid a fusillade of bullets. Jo- 
sephine Cooper, who had stood ap- 
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palled at first, now ran into the open 
between the posse and the fugitive, her 
arms extended as if to protect him. 
She might as well have tried to check 
a whirlwind, for they brushed her aside 
without a second’s hesitation, and gal- 
loped forward, firing as they ran. The 
cruel joy of a man hunt was with them, 
They were good shots in that posse. 
Carter suddenly staggered and fell just 
as they reached him. He lay on the 
ground, his revolver still clenched in his 
hand. 

“ Be careful, boys;’’ said the sheriff, 
riding up; ‘“‘he’s got his gun with him 
yet.” 

“You needn’t be afraid,’”’ gasped out 
the Kid, dropping the weapon, “I won't 
shoot. I don’t want no more blood on 
my hands. Where’s the lady?” 

“Here,”” answered Josephine, forc- 
ing her way through the men; “are you 
much hurt?” 

“I’m done for, this time. Say, I’m 
glad I don’t hev to go back to that 
place.” 

“What does he mean?” asked the 
sheriff. 

“That pocket in the mountains, you 
know,” said the girl, stooping down 
and slipping her arm under the dying 
man’s head; “I ventured in there in 
the storm oe 

““Good gosh! have you been in Hell 
Hole,”’ said the sheriff, ‘““and got out 
alive?” 

“Yes, thanks to him. He claimed 
me, and brought me here at the risk of 
his life.” 

“Kid,” said the sheriff, stooping 
down and taking the man’s hand, 
“that was white of you. If I’d known 
that, I’d be blamed if I’d’a’ shot at 
you! Eh, boys?” 

“It’s just as well,’”’ said the Kid, 
faintly. “‘Thank you, ma’am; I’m 
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glad I done it. Is that the bishop you 
was talkin’ about? I have been a bad 
boy, bishop. But seein’s I’m knocked 
out this time, don’t you think I'll git a 
show when I’m gone over the range?”’ 

“You gave your life for another, for 
this girl, my boy,” said the old man, 
kneeling down by him. ‘It was a sac- 
rifice, an atonement. ‘Greater love,’ 
said Jesus, ‘hath no man than this, 
that a man lay down his life for his 
friends.’”’ 

‘An’ I didn’t shoot the posse when I 
might hev. I wanted as clean a hand 
as I could carry now. I’m sorry to 
have all this unpleasant business a-doo- 
in’ afore you, miss; I sure am. It’s 
growing dark mighty sudden, ain’t it? 
It must be gittin’ late. I’m not afraid 
to die if you think I hev a chance.” 

“Yes, yes,” cried the girl, “I’m sure 
of it.”’ 

“I’ve been in hell onct to-day,” he 
gasped out, ‘‘an’in heaven, too.” He 
smiled up at her. “Would you lemme 
kiss your hand ag’in afore 

The girl glanced interrogatively at 
Barnard. There was no need of ex- 
planation between these two at this 
time. She knew that he loved her and 
he knew that she loved him, and the 
petty quarrel was composed in the 
shadow of the death-angel’s wing. 
Then, she bent her head, lifted Carter’s 
head a little higher and kissed him on 
the lips. The smile broadened—it was 
almost a laugh—then stopped suddenly. 
It was as if a hand had been passed 
over his face and smoothed it out. 

She laid his head back on the sod, 
and rose to her feet. The bishop still 
knelt, praying in the twilight; the 
others stood around, their hats in 
their hands. 

But poor Kid Carter had gone over 
the range. 





“OO 


EASILY ACCOMPLISHED 








66 D® they have any difficulty in getting Smith into the asylum?” 
“Oh, no! His wife talked him into it.”’ 
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LOGICAL 


HEY met within the darkened hall; 
He said, “‘I’ve brought some roses.” 
Her answer seemed irrelevant; 
It was, “ How cold your nose is!”’ 


Her answer seemed irrelevant— 
But, when you've recollected, 
Then you can plainly see that it 
Most closely was connected. 
AnDyY NAME. 


A PUZZLE FABLE 


N American Heiress was wooed by a Foreign Prince, who urgently Besought 

her to become his Wife. In order to Test the Sincerity of his Love, she 

asked: ‘‘ Will you still marry me if I Give away All my Money for Charity, and 
become as Poor as yourself?’’ 

The Prince considered a while, and then Responded: “‘ Yes, provided vou 
will still marry me if I Renounce my Title and become a plain, republican Person 
like yourself.’ 

Query: Did she Agree to his Proposition? 


co 


THE SYMPHONY 


66HE is lovely beyond compare,” gushed Admiration. ‘She looks like a 


dream; her voice is music. She is a human Symphony.”’ 
“No doubt, my child,’ drily answered Experience. ‘‘But beware of 
these dreamy creatures, who look like Symphonies. They are eminently cal- 
culated to create discord.”’ 


667 HAVEN’T much to offer you, dear—sort of love in a cottage, you know.” 


“Why, Jack, I think love in a cottage would be just too sweet for any- 
thing! But where would our town house be?” © 











—— 











IN THE CLOISTER OF SAN JUAN 


By Thomas Walsh 


M OONLIGHT haunts the little garden 


In the cloister of San Juan 
Where the novice, Seraphita— 
She so fair to look upon— 
Steals along the fragrant passes 
Near the fountains, murmuring low, 
Where the lazy harbor slumbers, 
And the stars and lamplights glow. 
In that garden on the hillside, 
There are roses to enslave 
Poets’ hearts with dreams of beauty 
To the threshold of the grave; 
Shrines of marble are reflected 
In the fonts that never cease, 
And the breezes in the trellis 
Whisper orisons for peace. 
Gently there the youthful novice, 
In her cloister-habit white, 
Bends to whisper to the roses 
Dripping with the dews of night: 
“Are you weeping, little sisters? 
Is there sorrow in your breast 
"Mid the night so calm and saintly 
When the weary are at rest?” 
And they answer in the moonlight— 
For their souls were all her own, 
Since they blossomed in her kisses 
And had felt her hand alone: 
“We are weeping, Seraphita, 
O’er the sorrows of the rose.” 
“Nay, belovéd,”’ she makes answer, 
“Are your blossoms not of those 
Who alone upon the altar 
Through the silent night repose, 
All your hearts in love consuming 
At the threshold of your Lord?” 
But they whisper, softly weeping, 
“Few there be for such award.” 


“Nay,” she pleads, “if earth so claim you, 


There are tokens that enshrine 
Love in trothéd maidens’ bosoms 

With avowal half-divine.”’ 
Then they tell her, “Seraphita, 
Think not ’tis for them we weep 
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Who, upon the day they blossom, 
At the feet of Jesus sleep; 
Not for them, our little sisters, 
Who on maidens’ breasts find grace, 
There to breathe out all their being 
In love’s sacrificial place; 
But our tears are falling, falling, 
For the roses that must lie 
All the perfect night on bosoms 
Whence they hearken base reply, 
And on hearts grown deaf and heedless 
To the pleadings roses make— 
Roses that decoy to kisses 
That are poisoned like the snake. 
Yea, we weep our sisters’ sorrows— 
Most of all the dumb despair 
Of the rose upon the bosom 
Set for love that is not there.” 
Then—so runs the simple legend— 
There came fear within the eyes 
Of the novice, Seraphita, 
As she listened to their sighs— 
Heard, or felt, their meaning vaguely, 
And with prayer her lips upon, 
Hastened from the witchéd moonlight 
In the cloister of San Juan. 


A 


NOT HIS PURPOSE 
RUBE (to Dan, who has just come out of the water into which he had fallen)\—How 


did you come to fall in the river? 
Dan—Didn’t come to fall in the river—come to fish. 


Qe 
DOUBLY FOOLISH 


(,ADDS— Why shouldn't a man marry his deceased wife’s sister? 
Fapps—That puts him in the clutches of his mother-in-law all over again. 


& 


CONGRUITY 


ARTH—What was all the uproar about in the women’s convention? 
StarK—They were having an argument as to which of the candidates 
should receive the loving-cup. 








PUT up with a good deal of Jane’s 
carelessness, without saying any- 
thing; but, when she mislaid the 

clothes-basket, I had to speak about it. 

When I find fault with her she gen- 

erally argues; but, on this occasion, she 

only sighed. 

“I’ve got something on my mind, 
Miss Molly,” she said. ‘‘That’s where 
it is.” 

“No, it isn’t. It’s on the dining- 
room table.” 

She stopped in the middle of wash- 
ing a tea-cup, and dropped it. Luck- 
ily, it only fell in the water. 

“That jest shows!” she exclaimed. 

“It shows that you are very thought- 
less.” 

“Ah!” She shook her head. ‘You 
ain’t old enough to understand.”’ 

“I am fourteen,’’ I reminded her. 
I have kept house ever since mother 
died; and I understand more than Jane 
does. 

“T don’t deny,” she admitted, as 
you've got sense for your age; but 
there’s some things wot you ’ave to go 
through to know about.”’ She sighed 
again, and nearly let a jug slip. 

“You will break something in a min- 
ute,’ I warned her. “I have been 
through that! Why don’t you attend 
to what you are doing?”’ 

“T ain’t got no ’eart for washin’ up.” 

She sat down on a chair, and wiped 
her eyes with her apron. So, I took 
d “a the tea-cloth, and began drying the 

\y things; but she jumped up and 
snatched it away. 
“You ain’t goin’ to do the work wot 

| I’m paid for,” she said, “‘not while I 

got strength to stand—wot won’t be 

long!” 
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JANE’S GENTLEMAN 





By Owen Oliver 


I nearly laughed. There is nothing 
the matter with Jane except her appe- 
tite—it is enormous. 

“What is wrong, Jane?” I asked. 

“It’s a—a gen’l’man.”’ 

I think she blushed; but she is natu- 
rally red, so you can never be sure. 

‘What gentleman?” 

‘““One wot ’as been after me.” 

“After you?”’ 

‘“‘Payin’ ’is attentions, as the master 
calls it in them ’ere stories.”’ 

My father is Frank Marchant, the 
famous author. He writes stories, and 
sells them — at least, he sells some of 
them. He would sell them all if edi- 
tors had literary taste. 

‘“‘Has he left off paying them?” I 
inquired. 

“Left off! Not ’im.”’ 

“Then, why aren’t you satisfied?” 

She walked over to the dresser, and 
hung up some cups. 

“I ain’t good enough for ’im,” she 
said, “‘an’ that’s gospel truth. ’E’s a 
perfick gen’l’man, that’s wot ’eis. An’ 
as for eddication! Why, ’e can write 
a letter as easy as kiss my ’and!’’ 

“Does he kiss your hand often?” 

“I'd like to ketch ’im!”’ 

“I thought when people were—were 
‘paying attentions’ 5 

Jane laughed, scornfully. ‘‘’Ands 
wasn’t made for kissin’,’’ she said. I 
do not think Jane’s were! 

““No-o. What is he like?”’ 

She started cleaning the fender. 
“There ain’t nothink the matter with 
‘is looks.” 

“Ts he tall?” 

“**Bout middlin’.”’ 

““And handsome?” 

“A proper figger of a man, I call ’im.” 


’ 
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“ Dark or fair?” 

“You might say as ’e’s fair, consid- 
erin’ ‘is ‘air is lightish. Some people 
sez as it’s red.” She scowled at the 
fireplace. ‘‘Pack of nonsense! An’ if 
it was red, wot ‘ud it matter? It’s 
ways wot I look to.” 

“Of course. What is his name?” 

“You ain’t ’alf inquisitive!” 

“Don’t be rude, Jane,” I said, se- 
verely. I am not at all inquisitive; 
but I like to know about things. 

**Well,’’ she said, ‘it’s Claude Mont- 
morency. It was partly the name wot 
I took to.” 

I thought that “‘ Mrs. Claude Montmo- 
rency’’ would sound funny for Jane, but 
I did not sayso. Father says that tact 
is another name for holding one’s 
tongue. 

“It ain’t nothink to ‘is manners,” 
she assured me. ‘‘ You should ’ear ’im 
say ‘Good evenin’, Miss De Vere,’ when 





I—”’ She stopped suddenly, and 
turned so very red that I knew she was 
blushing. 

““Miss De Vere!”’ I looked at her. 
“Oh, Jane!” 

“’Ow could I tell ‘im a name like 
’Arris?”’ 

*“You’ll have to tell him sooner or 
later.”’ 


“There’s lots of things I'll ‘ave to 
tell "im sooner or later. That’s wot’s 
on my mind.”’ She wiped her eyes. 

“You haven’t been passing yourself 
off for somebody else?’’ She nodded. 
“It isn’t right.” 

She put the fender down witha rtd 

“T never said as it was. 
Wish I ’adn’t never been born.”’ 

I knew it was very wrong, and I 
ought to have been cross with her; 
but she began crying dreadfully, so I 
couldn’t. Jane is a great worry to me; 
but she means well. 

“What have you told him?”’ I asked. 

**More’n I can remember. An’ bound 
to go an’ contradic’ myself some time 
or other. I said as I was companion 
to a lady, wot treated me like one 
of the fambly; an’ ’ad expectations 
from my uncle—wot I ’adn’t never 
none; an’ as I could play the pianner 
beautiful, an’ sing. Some of them 


songs of yours an’ the master’s I tole 
im, like ‘Jerusalem, wot Slayest the 
Profits, an’ ‘’Oner ‘er ’Arms.’ 
They’re classy ones, ain’t they?” 

“Ye-es,” I agreed; “I think they 
are.” Iamatfraid they are not Jane’s 
class! 

‘An’ as I knowed French.”” I could 
not help laughing. “Well, I ‘ave 
learned a bit, from ‘earin’ you teach 
the boys.” I try to help them with 
their home lessons; but I am afraid my 
own pronunciation is not very good. 
““An’ ’ad late dinner, I said, an’ béte 
noir afterward.” 

“* Béte noir!”’ I cried. 
mean?” 

“Coffee without milk, you said it 
was.” 

““Er—yes.” 
of course! 

*‘An’ as I’d been to Paris, an’ seed 
the Bridge of Sighs there, wot ’e ’adn’t 
noticed. So I ’ad the best of ‘im for 
once. I seed it at the Exhibition, wot 
master give me an’ my sister tickets 
for, you remember.”’ She was think- 
ing of Venice, of course. ‘I got a rare 
good mem’ry, excep’ for mixin’ up 
things.” 

“Ye-es. If I were you, I shouldn't 
tell him any more things that aren’t— 
that you haven’t seen.” 

“No more I ain’t goin’ to; but that 
won't call back wot I’ve told ’im al- 
ready.” 

“Perhaps he'll forget, if you don’t 
say any more about them.” 

She shook her head. ‘ Not’im. ’E’s 
an orful one for recollectin’. Arst me 
twice last evenin’ about Lord Black- 
friars.” 

“ About whom?” 

She pretended to be looking for 
something in the cupboard. “ Another 
gen’l’man, wot was after me, I said.”’ 

“Oh, Jane! how could you?” 

“ Didn’t want ’im to think as I was 
goin’ too cheap. Made ’im rare wild, 
anyhow. ’E said as ’e’d knock ’is ’ead 
off for tuppence; an’ no lords wasn’t 
never to be trusted—wot I knew, of 
course, an’ ev’rybody does.” 

Jane knows all about lorés—~in nov- 
elettes. 


“What do you 


She meant café noir, 
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“What are you going to do now?” I 
inquired. 

“That’s wot I was goin’ to arsk you, 
seein’ as you’re a sharp un, if you ain’t 
no age.’’ I shook my head. ‘“Sup- 
pose as you was in my place?”’ 

“TI should not have told him such 
things.”’ 

I do not mean ever to fall in love; 
but, if I did, I should want him to like 
me just as I was, and not because I was 
something else that I wasn’t. 

“But supposin’ you ’ad?”’ 

“Then, I should tell him the truth.” 

She dropped the broom with a bang. 
“It ain’t never no good askin’ people 
for advice,’’ she grumbled. ‘They al- 
ways tell you wot you know; an’ ain’t 
goin’ to do; an’ they wouldn’t neither. 
My aunt sez, wot you've ’eard me speak 
of wt 





“IT must go and dust the bedrooms,” 
I said, hastily. I think Jane has told 
me all that her aunt has ever said; and 
she cannot work when she is talking. 


Jane did not mention the gentleman 
again till she came in next evening. It 
was her night out, and I was in the 
kitchen making the coffee. 

“"Ere,”’ she said, “I’ll do that.” 
She hates to see me work, but I do not 
mind. ‘Do me good to take my mind 
off things.’’ I could see that she had 
been crying. 

‘““Have you quarreled?’’ I inquired. 

“No ene couldn’t quarrel with ‘im. 
*E’s too much of a gen’l’man. An’ ’e 
sez—’e sez—’’ She put her head down 
on the table, and her shoulders shook 
dreadfully. I was so sorry for her. 

“What did he say?” I thought she 
wanted to tell me, or I should not have 
asked. 

“As I was a perfick little lady; an’ 
that was why ’e thought so much of 
me. Oh, oh!’ She rocked herself to 
and fro. ‘In course, I ’ad my gloves 
on; an’ this ’at wot you chose for me, 
an’ said yourself was ‘refined.’ I was 
glad I didn’t ’ave that one with the big 
feather, ’cause ’e can’t abear ’em, ’e 
sez. I done my best to speak quiet 
and proper—I done my best!”’ 

“You speak much better lately,’’ I 


told her. ‘There, there! Don’t cry, 
there’s a dear.” 

“I think of things more’n I did, don’t 
I, Miss Molly?” 

“Much more,” I agreed. I am 
afraid it was not quite true, because I 
had found the coffee in the tea-can- 
nister; but I did not wish to upset her. 
“Your writing is improving, too.” I 
was setting her copies. 

“T’ll get done early ev’ry day, an’ 
do some more,’”’ she declared. ‘An’, 
p’r’aps, ’e won’t find out about my 
writin’. But I'll never be a scholar 
like ’e is.”’ 

Jane was very good all the rest of 
the week. I had to stop her from hit- 
ting Bob and Tommy on Saturday; but 
they had been calling her “‘ Lady Jane,”’ 
so I could not blame her, really. 

She came to ask me if she was “all 
right,’’ before she went out on Sunday. 
She wore the “‘refined’’ hat, and a new 
jacket. Father had sold several tales, 
so I had been able to pay up her wages. 
She has rather a pretty face, and she 
was much quieter and paler than usual. 
So, she really did look almost ladylike. 

She was paler still when she came in, 
and hardly spoke. When I went up to 
bed, there was a light in her room, and 
Iwentin. She was sitting on the edge 
of the bed, with all her things on, look- 
ing at nothing. I sat down beside her, 
and put my arm around her. 

“Poor old Jane!”’ I whispered. 

“T can’t go on like this any longer,” 
she told me. “I can’t, Miss Molly. I 
don’t mean to see ‘im any more. Lies 
is good enough for some people; but 
there’s some as you can’t bear tellin’ 
‘emto. An’onething leads to another, 
an’, when you’ve begun, you ’ave to go 
on with it. There’s more as I tole ’im 
to-night; an’ could ’ave bit my tongue 
out.” 

“Tell him the truth,” I begged. 
“Say that you did it because you-- 
liked him. He'll forgive you then. / 
would.” 

“You are a little angel on earth.” 
She put her head down on my shoulder. 
“An’ ’e’s only a man—though ’e’s a 
gen’l’man.” 

It always makes me feel deceitful 
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when people think I am good, because 
I know how cross I feel sometimes; but, 
of course, I try not to show it. 

“Men who are kind are kinder 
than women,” I told her. ‘If he is 
like father, he will be very nice to 
you.” 

“"E won’t. An’ if ’e did, ’e’d look 
down on me all the rest of my life. It’s 
no good arguin’. I won’t do it. / 
won’ t!”’ 

“Then what will you do?” 

She caught hold of my wrist so 
tightly that it hurt. 

“I’m goin’ to—break it off.” 

“He'll ask the reason.” 

“"E won't ’ave the chance. I’m 
goin’ to write to ‘im. You'll ’elp me 
with the spellin’, won’t you?” 

“It would be better for you to see 
him.” 

Shelaughedafunny laugh. ‘People 
don't always do wot’s best for their- 
selves. I’m goin’ to do wot’s best for 
‘im. I ain’t good enough for ’im, Miss 
Molly; an’ I ain’t goin’ to give ’im no 
chance of makin’ a fool of ’isself, as ’e’d 
be sorry for afterward. Only, I don’t 
want ’im to think too ’ard of me. If 
somebody would say a word for me— 
somebody wot ’ad the gift of persuadin’ 
people!’’ She looked at me, appeal- 
ingly. 

‘“Father?’”’ I suggested. Father is 
very clever, as well as good, and knows 
how to say things so that they seem 
different. 

“You!” she said. 

I drew a deep breath. 
things like father can.”’ 

“You'll say the kindest things of me 
of anybody. You will, won’t you, Miss 
Molly?” 

“Yes, dear,’’ I promised. “I will 
if you wish it. Now, go to bed.” 

I helped her to get to bed, and I 
turned down the gas, and went to the 
door. Then, I went back and kissed 
her. I knew that, if I were in trouble, 
she would be kind to me. 

She wrote a lot of letters on Monday, 
and tore them up. Then, I wrote one 
for her. The spelling was quite right, 
because I looked out all the long words 
in the dictionary, and I took great 


“T can’t say 


pains with the writing; but she tore it 
up, like the others. 

“It’s a beautiful letter, Miss Molly,” 
she said, “but it ain’t mine. I won't 
make no pretense any more. He shall 
see as I ain’t no account at spellin’ or 


writin’. I won’t go for to deceive 'im 
again.’’ And the letter that she wrote 
was this: 


DEAR CLoRD: 

Ive bin deseavin you. I am not eny 
ladie an never wasnt, only a girle. An I 
tole you lise an am awful ashamed of my- 
self. But it wasnt no lise that I loved you 
and shant never care like it for nowun els. 

Dear Clord I am not good enuf for you an 
your best without me so I wont never sea 
you eny mor an havent put the adres. 
Plese forgit alle about me but remember me 
sumtimes. Sono mor at present or never. 

From your fren, 
Jane Harris. 

P.S. I called myself Evlin de Vere. 

P.S. Good-by! Iam verry sorry for wat 
I done. 

P. S. This is finel but dont think to hard 
of me. 


Mr. Montmorency was to meet her 
by Lion Square, at seven on Tuesday 
evening, and I agreed to take the letter 
instead. I should know him, she told 
me, by his wearing a check cap, and 
carrying a cane with a gold knob. 
“Most like ’e’ll be whistlin’ ‘Sally in 
Our Alley,’ or ‘ Vi’lets,’’’ she added, as 
she saw me off at the door. ‘Sez it 
sets ’im whistlin’ when ’e thinks of me! 
An’ you'll tell im as I was orful sorry— 
You needn’t worrit about me. I'll be 
‘avin’ a fine game with the boys. I’m 
comin’, Master Tommy. You—you'll 
speak kind of me, won’t you, Miss 
Molly? I'll be better as soon as you’ve 
gone.” 

1 thought she would, so I went. I 
cried a little, myself; but I was all right 
when I reached the square. 

There was nobody there but a round- 
faced, grinning young man with a red- 
dish mustache. He was walking up 
and down, and looking around as if he 
expected somebody. When he passed 
me for the third time, I noticed that he 
was whistling ‘‘ Violets;’’ and he had a 
cane with a yellow knob, and a checked 
cap. It flashed across me that he was 
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Jane’s gentleman; and he wasn’t a 
gentleman at all! 

He caught me looking at him, and 
stopped; and I stopped, too. Then, he 
saw the letter in my hand. 

“Beggin’ your pardon, miss,’”’ he 
said. ‘Do you ’appen to ’ave a mes- 
sage from Miss de Vere?”’ 

“You are Mr. Montmorency?”’ 

“That’s me. Ain’t nothink the 
matter with ’er, is there?”’ 

“She is well, but—’’ I stopped be- 
cause I did not know what to say. 

“‘Can’t she come?” 

“No-o. At least, she thought it 
better not to. There has been a mis- 
understanding about—your relative 
social position.” I had made up my 
mind that this was a good way to put 
it. 

“Ah!” he said; ‘‘so that’s it?’’ 

“Of course, position isn’t every- 
thing. You may think it doesn’t mat- 
ter.” He seemed a nice young man, 
but I did not think he was too gentle- 
manly for Jane. 

He shook his head. 
good deal.” 

“If you think that,” I said, “I need 
not say any more.” I was disap- 
pointed in him. 

“Doesn’t she think it matters?’’ he 
asked. 

“Ye-es; but if you tried to persuade 
her 

“Not me,” he said, decidedly. ‘‘ She’s 
quite right—I don’t deserve ’er.”’ 

“T don’t think you do,” I told him. 
“She is a very good girl.” 

“Girl!” he cried. ‘“‘She’s a lady, 
ev'ry inch of ’er!”’ 

I looked at him in astonishment. 

“Then, why don’t you marry her?” 
I asked. 

He stared at me. “I'll tell you, 
missie,”’ he said, slowly. ‘It won't 
make me feel no worse’n I’ve felt this 
last three weeks. It’s because she’s a 
lady—an’ I ain’t.”” 

“No-o,” I agreed; ‘‘of course not!” 

“But I tried to pass myself off as 
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‘It matters a 





one—I mean a gen’l’man. An’ she’s 
foun’ me out.” 

“But, Mr. Montmorency ig 

He held up his hand. “That ain’t 
my right name. It’s ’Ammond—Bill 
"Ammond. An’ I ain’t no gen’l’man, 
but in the greengrocery line. It ain’t 
a bad bus’ness for the likes of me; an’ 
I got a real good little moke of my own; 
but I could see as it wouldn’t do for the 
likes of ‘er. So I tole ’er—lies. I 
ain’t no class, or 1 wouldn’t never ’ave 
done it. Good night, miss.” 

He turned, and walked away so 
quickly that I was out of breath when 
I caught him. 

“You haven’t taken your letter,” I 
said, ‘“‘Mr.—Hammond. The address is 
Number 4, Elm Grove—the second 
house around the corner, if you want 
to see her.’’ Then, I ran away. 





Jane was taking the boys up to bed 
when I got home. I said that I would 
see to them, and sent her down-stairs. 
Before she reached the kitchen, I heard 
a knock at the side-door. 

‘““Who’s that?’ the boys asked. 

I listened for a moment. ‘“‘Some- 
body for Jane,” I told them. Then, I 
shut the door, and romped with them. 
It was great fun; and I laughed so 
much that I cried! 

I did not go down to the kitchen till 
I heard the side-door close. It was an 
hour and three-quarters, and a few 
minutes over. Jane was running be- 
tween the dresser and the table to get 
the supper ready, and smiling all over 
her face. 

“The deceit of the man!”’ she said. 
“T give it to ’im proper, I tell you!” 

“Oh!” I said; ‘‘then it’s all off, I 
suppose?” 

Jane grinned. 

“You don’t suppose nothink of the 
sort,’’ she said. ‘‘An’—an’ God bless 
you, Miss Molly, dear!’’ 

She flung her arms suddenly around 
me, and kissed me. It was a great lib- 
erty—but I did not mind! 
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HE surest way to alter the sentiment of people who complain that they 
never get what they deserve would be to give it to them once. 
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A SUMMER SIREN 


E met beside the ocean, 
In bathing-suits attired; 
She smiled on my devotion, 
I worshiped—and aspired. 
My cup with joy was brimming 
When she permitted me 
To teach her fancy swimming, 
And thanked me graciously. 


It did not stop at diving 

And sunning on the sand; 
I dared to take her driving, 

And even squeezed her hand. 
I dreamed that in the city 

My love I might declare, 
And look with scornful pity 

On all her suitors there. 


But, lo! when I intruded 
In her Manhattan set, 
I might have been included 
With those she’d never met. 
The story needs no trimming— 
I learned the difference grim 
*Twixt Dorothy in swimming, 
And Dorry “in the swim.”’ 
FRANK RoE BATCHELDER. 


THE LAND OF CULTS 


(CRAWFORD—Why do Boston people seem to have so much individuality? 
CraBSHAW—Perhaps it’s because nearly every one you meet up there has a 
different religion. 
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HEN Noah completed the 
The beasts all made haste to emb~™; 
For a free ocean trip 
On a seaworthy ship 
Appealed to them all as a 1. 
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ENVOY EXTRAORDINARY AND MINISTER 
PLENIPOTENTIARY 


By Guy Wetmore Carryl 


walked to the starboard gang- 

way, and yawned without open- 
ing his mouth. This useful accom- 
plishment had come to him in the 
course of much inutile conversation 
with the lights—and darks—of the 
United States Consular Service, and 
he studiously kept in practice. The 
little ceremony once accomplished, he 
swung upon his heels, strode to the 
port gangway, peered down, and 
swore under his breath, with ingenu- 
ity. One thing was evident. Dis- 
satisfaction of some variety was dis- 
turbing the accustomed serenity of 
Robert Constance, U.S.N. 

There was nothing, in either his 
position or his surroundings, to sug- 
gest what the cause of this dissatis- 
faction might be. It was a very en- 
viable position, his, according to the 
average man’s way of thinking, a very 
enviable position, indeed. Of course, 
one looks higher than a training-ship, 
but, on the other hand, there were 
those of Constance’s own class who 
had been assigned to the Katahdin— 
to which all things are preferable. So, 
it may be said, without narrow-minded- 
ness, that he was an extremely lucky 
young man, and that there was small 
excuse for yawning, and none. what- 
ever for profanity, however ingenious. 

The Springfield was lying in the har- 
bor of St. Thomas, homeward bound 
from her Winter training cruise in the 
Caribbean, and Bobby Constance was 
officer of the deck. It was a very big, 
long, broad, clean deck, and on it there 
were a great many bare-footed young 
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R OBERT CONSTANCE, U.S.N., 


persons in white duck, who, in due 
time, might do incalculable damage to 
others of like calling but different na- 
tionality, but who, at present, were 
chiefly distinguished by an infinite 
capacity for getting in the way. For 
an hour past, they had been energet- 
ically doing incomprehensible things 
with ropes and cutlasses and wig-wag 
flags and pistols and big guns. Now, 
for the most part, they were sprawling. 

A subdued hum, as of a multitude of 
sleepy bees, hung on the still, hot air. 
Twenty feet from Constance, a pro- 
digiously fat boatswain presided, as an 
arbiter of justice, over a dispute be- 
tween a wizen-faced monkey and a 
spotted fox-terrier. At the foot of 
the port gangway, a dozen or more 
snub-nosed boats bobbed on the choppy 
water, the boatmen, with big, brass 
numbers on their straw hats, looking 
up toward the deck, and screwing up 
their eyes against the crinkling glitter 
of the waves, on the lookout for a 
possible fare. There was a smell of 
clean duck and newly-washed wood- 
work and brass polish; and Robert 
Constance, U.S.N., yawned again, 
shamelessly, with his mouth wide 
open, abandoning his former conserv- 
atism. 

Mecarder was the last man in the 
world whom he expected to see. But 
that was the way with Mecarder. He 
went up and down the earth miscel- 
laneously, finding out things, and 
cabling them, at impressive expense, 
to a two-story, triangular building in 
the heart of New York, whence they 
issued, next morning, in the form of 
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double-leaded, front-page articles. Af- 
ter fifteen years of this sort of thing, 
there was not much left for Mecarder 
to find out. He knew everything 
that had already happened, and a 
respectable number of things that 
had not, but shortly would. As a re- 
sult of his methods, when people said, 
‘““Mecarder’s home again; saw him, 
week before last,’’ he was, in all proba- 
bility, engaged in pumping an ambas- 
sador at Vienna. When, on the con- 
trary, people said, ‘“‘Mecarder’s in 
Vienna,” he was very apt, at that mo- 
ment, to be mounting the front steps, 
intent upon a friendly call. In par- 
ticular, he was favorably known to the 
navy, and whoever is favorably known 
to the navy, has, at one time or an- 
other, rather more than his just share 
of the joys of life. Also, it was true 
that Mecarder occasionally took a va- 
cation, which was not in the interests 
of his paper, and still less in his own. 

Mecarder stopped his boatman at 
a little distance, and hailed the deck. 

““Who are you?” heshouted. “Can’t 
see you under your helmet.” 

“Constance,’’ answered the officer 
of the deck. “Who are you? Oh— 
well! Good man! Come aboard.” 

Mecarder swarmed aboard, raising 
his brand-new panama in salute. 

‘“‘Let’s see,’’ said Bobby, as their 
hands met, “Singapore, wasn’t it, 
last time? Or, no—Gibraltar! How 
stupid lam! And I'll confess I’m sur- 
prised to see you here.” 

“You are!”’ laughed Mecarder. ‘‘ You 
ought to know better than to be sur- 
prised at anything, where I’m con- 
cerned. The mustache is new, isn’t 
it? That’s why I didn’t recognize 
you, at first. Who have you?” 

““Wisby’s the old man. Then, Car- 
ruthers—navigating officer, this trip— 
Henderson, Jimmy Carmichael, Vea- 
zey, Torrence, and a couple of others 
whom you know—we often speak of 
you—a new paymaster, Brackett—a 
good chap; and, of course, a pair of 
sprats, just out—all pin-feathers, as 
yet. What’s the game now? Or is 
this another time when you're ‘not 
at liberty to tell’?”’ 


“Oh, nothing much. A bit of a 
vacation, that’s ali—looking up the 
flora, fauna, opinions of the natives, 
and so forth. I came down two weeks 
ago on the Madiana. Saw you pass- 
ing in, yesterday morning; I was on 
Buck Island, shooting. So, I’ve come 
out, hoping to find some of the old 
gang aboard. You're from St. Croix?” 

““Yes—going home. From here to 
Culebra, Puerto Rico, Havana per- 
haps, and then—God’s country.”’ 

“Well, I’ll be sending my card to 
the captain. See you later.” 

That night, at dinner in the ward- 
room of the Springfield, Mecarder 
gave an account of himself. He was 
extraordinarily attached to these ear- 
nest, clean-cut, confident men, who led 
a life as roving as his own, and made 
all things possible for Uncle Sam. It 
sent a little, pleasurable thrill, unob- 
tainable elsewhere, down his spinal 
marrow to drink in response to their 
gladness at seeing him aboard. In 
this toast, there was no lack of sincerity 
on either side. Mecarder had done, 
and would do, much for the navy, and 
the navy was at all times prepared and 
pleased to repay Mecarder in his own 
good coin. 

Now, they were remembering Manila 
together, to the confusion of the sprats, 
who supposed themselves important, 
and secretly resented Mecarder. At 
the end, the older men were left alone. 
Carmichael had been singing, and they 
all joined in the final chorus: 

‘* Am I a man, or am I a tool? 

Am I the governor-general or a hobo? 

I'd like to know who’s the boss of the show— 

Is it Mac or Emilio Aguinaldo?”’ 

“How that brings it all back!’’ said 
Mecarder; “‘only, Bobby ought to be 
here with his banjo.” 

Constance was dining ashore. 

“Bobby doesn’t play the banjo 
nowadays,” said Carruthers, from the 
head of the table. 

A significant little pause followed 
the remark. The men were very busy 
with their cigars,.of a sudden. Only 
Mecarder looked up, sharply, search- 
ing the faces around him. He was no 
fool, Jack Mecarder! 
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“What is it?” he said. “I can 
hold it as well as the next man. Give 
up!” 

“Oh, we'll give up, readily enough,” 
answered Carruthers. ‘‘ You’re one of 
us, Jack, as much as if you belonged 
to the mess; and as for holding things 
—humph! I should say you could! 
Well, we’re worried about Bobby.” 

“Tt isn’t money,” observed Me- 
carder, as the other paused. ‘That I 
know—the lucky dog! And it isn’t 
rum. He isn’t only on the water-cart, 
that boy—he drives it! Well, who’s 
the girl?” 

“A snip of a thing at Barbados,” 
said Carruthers, with a slight smile. 
“Bobby’s gone, clean gone! There 
was no holding him while we were 
there. It was shore-leave and even- 
ing-dress B. every night. Since we 
left, he’s been mewling like a sick ap- 
prentice, neglecting his work, snub- 
bing us right and left, and, in general, 
behaving abominably.”’ 

‘““What’s she like?” prompted Me- 
carder. 

“Oh, pretty. I saw her once, and 
suspected the tar-brush; though, if I 
were to say as much to Bobby, he’d 
probably jump down my throat. Oh, 
curruption! It makes me sick!” 

“It sounds trivial,’’ Veazey took up 
the story, “but, somehow, there’s 
more to it than flitting fancy, Me- 
carder. The boy’s gone all to wrack. 
He isn’t fit for publication. And that 
sort of thing gets one in trouble with 
the department quicker than winking. 
You know his record. He’s been ad- 
vanced five numbers twice. He’s got 
the kind of thing before him that 
Dewey has behind—if war holds off 
long enough, and then comes, and 
then holds on! We've all been proud 
of Bobby, and now to have him go to 
pieces over a—well, for charity’s sake, 
we'll call her a brunette!—is a hard 
knock. Why, he’s e 

Veazey hesitated. ‘“‘He’s talking of 
quitting!’ he blurted out. 

“And coming down here to live,” 
supplemented Carruthers; ‘‘and I’ve 
never known him to bluff. Think of 
it—Bobby Constance! In ten years, 





he’ll be chewing cane as a business, 
and sampling other men’s rum by 
way of relaxation! The question is, 
who’s going to pull him up short, and 
how?” 

Mecarder shrugged his shoulders. 

“Don’t do that!” protested Car- 
ruthers, ‘‘because you’re elected by 
acclamation, Jack. When your card 
came down, Veazey said, ‘Here’s old 
Mecarder, come over into Macedonia!’ 
And that’s just about right. You 
know the boy, and all about him. He 
is never done talking about you. 
You’re the necessary moral whale- 
bone. Why, look here, man, the cap- 
tain’s sour on him—on Bobby! How’s 
that for a transformation scene? The 
men are grumbling about him. Some- 
thing’s got to be done. When will you 
do it?” 

‘“‘To-morrow,” said Mecarder, as he 
took a fresh cigar. ‘“‘When he gets 
back to-night, tell him I expect him to 
lunch with me at Mahoney’s at one 
o’clock—and see to it that the cap- 
tain lets him come.” 

Carruthers nodded. Carmichael, in 
exultation, swung round again to the 
piano, and immediately his fine, clear 
tenor filled the ward-room: 


’ 


‘“ Take me somewheres east of Luzon 
Where our worst is like their best, 
Where there ain’t no sundown liberty, 
And a man can wear a vest!” 

“That’s it!’ said Carruthers, in an 
undertone, ‘‘that’s IT!” 

The next day, at luncheon on the 
gallery of the Hétel du Commerce, 
Mecarder wormed it all out of Bobby 
Constance. It was Mecarder’s busi- 
ness, was worming, and practice had 
made him perfect. 

The gallery was big and tiled and 
not over-clean, and looked harbor- 
ward, over the public gardens. There 
were three tables where was room for 
thirty. Mahoney himself—the inim- 
itable, the wonderful Mahoney !— 
served the repast. As ever, his linen 
was immaculate, his manner the per- 
fection of courtesy, his dark, well-kept 
hands assiduous in the service of 
his guests. There were bad bread, 
indifferent viands and good wine. 
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Bobby had the worst of the bargain, 
as not touching the third which made 
the first two worth while, but he en- 
joyed himself immensely, and Me- 
carder enjoyed Bobby even more. 

Below them, in the gardens, negro 
girls, with one eye on the balcony, 
came to draw water, disputed and 
chaffed, and departed, buckets on 
heads, with the long, easy stride to 
which they were born. A great hum 
of voices, and the smell of cane and 
pungent fruits and stale fish, mounted 
from the square, where market-women 
squatted in the shade of the white- 
washed buildings. From a tawdry 
little café across the way came the 
tinkle-tankle of a much-misused piano. 
Over all brooded an indescribable at- 
mosphere of languor and laziness and 
indifference, and a suggestion of ac- 
tivity gone, never to return. 

“It’s great, isn’t it?’ said Bobby, 
stretching his long legs under the 
table, luxuriously. 

“It is,’ assented Mecarder; “but 
what?”’ 

“Oh, the restfulness, the ease, the 
don’t-give-a-damnness ofallthis. You 
can’t imagine how I love it. Yester- 
day afternoon, some of us went over to 
the German company’s coaling-station 
across the harbor there, and the agent 
what’s his name now? Er-r-r— 
well, no matter. Anyhow, he showed 
us all over the place. He has a house 
that’s a picture, and a garden that’s a 
paradise. He takes his meals in the 
open air, all the year round, and 
bathes in the bulliest clear water I’ve 
ever seen or hope to see—with wire 
netting all around, to keep off the 
sharks. He has every kind of plant I 
ever heard of, and a lot more, besides. 
Every time he opens his face, a nigger 
kid pops out of the ground with a cold 
drink for him to tuck into it. He has 
plenty of money, and nothing much to 
do, and nothing at all to bother him. 
He doesn’t care a green fig for what's 
going on in the outside world, and 
half the time he doesn’t even know. 
He just lives onsunshineand fruit and 
perfume. It’s heaven, Mecarder, that’s 
what it is—just heaven on earth!’ 





“Well?” said Mecarder. 

“Well, it’s the life for me, that’s all!’’ 
continued Bobby. “I’m for it, ever- 
lastingly. I’m sick of the service, Me- 
carder, and I want tosettledown. I’m 
thirty-two, and I’ve found what I 
want. These two islands are the best 
ever. They’ve got me for keeps. I’ve 
had enough of ships and routine and 
travel. I’ve found the life that suits 
me, and the place, and it gets into your 
bones, this kind of thing. It’s like 
‘Mandalay ’—‘you don’t ’eed nothin’ 
else!’ Do you remember how we used 
to sing that at Manila, with American 
words? Well, I’ve never found what 
I wanted or even known what it was. 
But, when I sawthat little place across 
the harbor, yesterday, I knew, fast 
enough! One could be happy, living 
like that—with a nice little wife.”’ 

“Provided one could prevail on her 
to leave the States,’”’ put in Mecarder. 

“Oh, I know what you’re hinting at,” 
said Bobby, with a sudden frown; “ but 
that’s all off, long ago. I remember 
drooling to you about it, that night at 
Singapore, and how surprised I was to 
find you were one of her oldest friends. 
But, when I got back to New York, I 
soon saw it was no go. Let’s see; you 
must have been in Cape Town then. 
Well, there was another chap hanging 
around, and no need to tell how she 
was heading. Of course, I had no 
claim on her whatever; but, somehow, 
thinking about her all the time out 
there in the East, I had come to 
imagine I had. I tried to assert it, 
and—well, never mind what she said. 
It wasn’t the kind of speech that 
makes a man ask how soon he can 
call again! I was furious, at first, 
but now the sting has passed off a bit. 
That doesn’t alter the fact that it has 
wrecked my whole life, however. After 
an experience like that, Mecarder, all 
a chap can do is to take the next best 
thing.”’ 

In some respects, Constance, U.S.N., 
was younger than his years. 

“ And this is the next best thing!’’ he 
added, suddenly sitting up straight. 
“So, you may expect to hear that I’ve 
quit the navy, shortly after we get 
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back. Then, I’m coming down here to 
settle, either here or at Santa Cruz. 
I don’t mind telling you I’ve a girl in 
mind. Nothing definite, you know. I 
haven’t said a word; neither has she. 
But—oh, well, you know!” 

There was a singular lack of enthu- 
siasm in his voice, and, as he finished, 
his fine gray eyes slid over the palms 
in the public gardens to where, far out 
on the water, the Springfield lay at 
anchor. Then, his lip twitched. 

“They'll be sorry to lose you, out 
there,”’ said Mecarder. 

“It can’t be helped,” said Bobby, 
without looking at him. 

“Of course not. A man must shape 
his life as he sees fit. I wonder if Helen 
Dabney ever married the other man. 
I was in New York only two days last 
time, so I didn’t pick up much news.”’ 

“I don’t know. I suppose it’s all 
fixed by this time. He was running 
strong when I left. She was wearing a 
ring of his—not on the finger, to be 
sure, but still—wearing it. He wasa 
Herald man, too. They’re not all such 
good chaps as you, Mecarder! His 
name was Endicott.” 

Mecarder narrowed his eyes, with an 
inscrutable little smile. 

“Oh, Arthur Endicott! Then, of 
course, she didn’t marry him, and never 
will. He’s just been transferred to the 
Paris office at his own request, and in- 
definitely.” 

There was a long pause, broken by 
the uncouth jargon of some Danish 
officers at a neighboring table. Then, 
Bobby got to his feet, impatiently. 

“It’s thundering hot and _ stuffy 
here,” he said. ‘“‘ Let’s do something.” 

“We might take a drive,”’ suggested 
Mecarder. “If you’ve not seen Villa 
Olga, it will be quite worth your while 
—particularly as you’re thinking of 
settling here.”’ 

In the rickety open carriage, they 
swayed and rattled up the main street 
of Charlotte Amalia, and out on the 
hard, straight road beyond. To the 
right, the steep hillside ran up abruptly, 
baked and brown, and dotted with gro- 
tesque forms of cacti, aloes, tamarinds 
and bay-trees. To the left, through 


banana patches and clumps of cocoa- 
palms, the blue water of the harbor 
dimpled and twinkled in the sun. 
Above them hung the dome of the trop- 
ical sky, untouched by so much as a 
hint of cloud. They made the long, 
curving sweep out toward the Haul- 
Over, in silence. Mecarder was en- 
dowed with that best gift of the gods— 
the knowledge of when not to speak. 

On the way back, he halted the car- 
riage abruptly on the outskirts of the 
Cha Cha village, where men and boys 
sat in silent indifference, plaiting fish- 
pots at the doorways of their cabins. 

“We'll drop off here for a moment,” 
he said. “I want to show you some- 
thing. This way.” 

Beckoning Constance to follow, he 
stepped briskly to the doorway of a 
tiny, ramshackle hut, and pushed aside 
a ragged curtain of cocoa-fiber. As he 
did so, a lean pig ran out and disap- 
peared, and a half-dozen disheveled 
fowls squawked and flapped to a place 
of safety. 

“‘Johnson!’’ called Mecarder. ‘Oh, 
Johnson!” 

A half-breed woman, who was pre- 
paring an unsavory mess over some- 
thing which showed signs of having 
once been a stove, looked around at 
the summons, and drawled an answer. 

“’Tay-eent no use,mon. You art to 
know eet. He arl-ways der-unk.” 

She pointed to a heap of rags in one 
corner, whereon sprawled a man of 
sixty, or thereabouts, snoring stertor- 
ously. The wretched hovel reeked of 
greasy cooking, and was hideous with 
grime. The slattern in her tatters, the 
bits of cracked and broken pottery, the 
litter of slivered cane and cocoa-fiber 
on the floor, the rusty saucepan and 
tins, the sleeping man in his frayed and 
dirty linen—all were unspeakable! The 
very soul of Bobby Constance, the fas- 
tidious, sickened within him, and he 
was about to turn away, when Me- 
carder touched him. 

“Come here,”’ he said; “I just want 
you to see one thing.”’ 

He drew him to a position where 
they could see the sodden face and 
hear the thick breath of the sleeper 
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more distinctly, and, bending down, 
suddenly drew back the loose sleeve 
from the man’s right forearm, and 
raised the latter until the light from a 
little window struck full upon it. 

“Can you make it out?” he asked. 

Yes, Bobby could make it out. 
Upon the white flesh the blue-purple 
of the tattoo stood out, as distinctly 
as on the day when the words were 
first pricked in: 


G. Fohnson 
U. S. S. Monongahela, 1867 


Mecarder let the arm fall, and 
touched the sleeper with his foot. 

“This thing,” he said, ‘“‘was once an 
American blue-jacket. He deserted 
after the wreck of the Monongahela in 
67, the very year that’s there on his 
arm. Sometimes, he’s sober, or half so, 
and I’ve had a chance to talk with him. 
He’s rather good copy. It seems he 
had good-enough reasons for deserting. 
He was sick of the service, and he’d 
found the life that suited him, and he 
thought he could be happy with a 
pretty little wife he’d picked out for 
himself. That’s the pretty little wife,” 
he added, nodding toward the slattern 
bending over her malodorous stew. 

Bobby looked at him sharply, his 
lips tightening in a thin, straight line. 
But Mecarder’s face was untroubled 
and calm as that of a contented child. 
He was looking down at the former 
blue-jacket with no expression other 
than that of faint interest. 

“I think I shall write him up, one 
day,”’ he said. 

“*Mash!”’ mumbled the man, turning 
in his sleep. 

And, under his breath, ‘‘Good God!”’ 
said Robert Constance, U.S.N. 


They dined long and late in the 
ward-room of the Springfield that 
night, and, under Mecarder’s skilful 
manipulation, the conversation had 
much to do with men and things at 
home. Bobby Constance, who had 
sat for an hour with his chin in his 
hands, rose suddenly at half-after 
nine. 


“Going to turn in?” asked Car- 
michael. 

“No,” said Bobby, shortly. ‘Get 
over at the piano, Jimmy. [I'll fetch 
the banjo. It’s the deuce of a while 
since we did any stunts.” 

As he disappeared into his cabin, 
Carruthers searched Mecarder with his 
eyes. 

“You’ve been and gone—”’ he be- 
gan, softly. 

**And done it,’’ said Mecarder, more 
softly still. 

There was noneedof more. They all 
understood—except the sprats. But 
that was not necessary. For there are 
more things in heaven and earth than 
are dreamt of in a sprat’s philosophy. 

Constance rowed Mecarder back to 
King’s Wharf. He said he needed the 
exercise. Both knew better. 

Behind them, the Southern Cross 
reared shimmering against the blue- 
black sky. Around, the water was 
greened and reddened by the lights of 
the Springfield, the Danish cruiser 
Valkyrien, and the tramps of the mer- 
chant marine. Ahead, the lights of 
Charlotte Amalia impinged upon the 
darkness. 

“I wish you’d tell me why you're 
down here,” said Bobby, abruptly. 
“‘Flora—fauna—I can’t stand for that 
kind of tommyrot, you know!” 

“One day, you'll know,” said Me- 
carder; and, one day, Bobby knew. 

They parted with a hand-grip that 
was more eloquent than words. But 
there were words, too, wrung as if by 
a grappling-iron out of Bobby Con- 
stance’s conservatism. 

“Whatever may be your reason for 
being in St. Thomas, I’m ripping glad 
to have met you here—er—Jack!” 

That night, before retiring to the 
insufficient luxury of a Hétel du Com- 
merce bedroom, Mecarder cabled three 
words to his intimate friend, Miss 
Dabney: 

‘* Veni, vidt, vici.” 

Helen Dabney had graduated with 
honors—in Latin. Also, it was true 
that Mecarder occasionally took a va- 
cation that was not in the interests of 
his paper, and still less in his own. 





THE SONG OF SIXTEEN 


AM so young, and the sun is shining 
That has shone on millions of girls before— 


They had their day of joy, or of pining, 
waa Then went afar to some unknown shore. 
But I—I am young—and Life’s glad Summer 
Is still for me, with its days unborn; 


And Earth has welcome for each newcomer, 
However it mock at the hopes outworn. 


Poor souls, that lived and died and are done with— 
You who were gay, in this merry world— 

Do you ever recall the pleasures begun with, 
Before the banner of youth was furled? 


Let me make the most of the joys that woo me; 
Now is my season to laugh and to sing. 

Not yet shall Age and its chill undo me; 
Not yet shall Winter its cold blasts bring. 


The birds are blithe because it is morning; 
Blithely they sing as the sun climbs high. 

Like them I will laugh at Time and his warning; 
I am sixteen, and my sun’s in the sky. 


LovuIsE CHANDLER MOULTON. 


% 
A DIFFERENCE 





f GE spends a great deal of money each season in entertaining, doesn’t she?’”’ 


“No; in boring.” 


A DARK SECRET 


Fisst POET—Do you think it pays to write poetry? 
SEcoNnD Poret—I have been unable to find out. 


r ¢ 
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- PEOPLE never discover what a corrupt thing society is until they can’t get 
into it. 
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TRAFALGAR SQUARE 


A COURT of spacious splendor. Fountains fret and spray; 
And one great shaft of stone proclaims a hero’s praises. 
All round about reach out afar the town’s thronged mazes. , , 
But here is gracious room, for children at their play, ’ 
And room for men to rest amid the cares each day 
Brings, newly burdening. The ceaseless traffic raises 
A roar of rhythmed sound, a sordid song, whose phrases 
All tone one bourdon theme of toil that lasts for aye. 


A strange, stern, steadfast place, and one of proud repose; 
Marred only by the mob that writhes in labor’s throes, 

The crowd that hastens ever, forced by want’s harsh scourges, 
With faces reeking folly, failure and despair. 

From all who pass, scarce one of seeming mirth emerges. 
And yet—such wrought this scene, so noble and so fair. 


MARVIN DANA. 


BOTH ECLIPSED 





NICKER—Truth is stranger than fiction. \/ 
BocKEerR—Yes, and a historical novel is stranger than either. 


* 


GOSSIP 












*TSN'T it perfectly awful?”’ 
“Why, it’s so bad it’s hardly worth while exaggerating it.”’ 


Wwe 


TO THE PORTRAIT OF A BRUNETTE 





H*! R dark as night, and eyes that beam afar 
With the clear splendor of the evening star; 

Lips where a smile, half-hid, begins to break, 

Soft as the light on some Italian lake. 

Witiiam H. Hayne. 














THE FATTED CALF 


By Juliet Wilbor Tompkins 


66 H, what do you think!” 
Florence Worth came run- 
ning up the steps, plunging 

in unceremoniously on Mrs. Hazeltine’s 

account of her Robbie’s recent ap- 
proach to the grave, and subsequent 
retreat from that locality during an 
attack of pneumonia. Mrs. Hazeltine 
had reached the point where the 
doctors had given Robbie up; she had 
one plump hand pressed on Helena 

Bancroft’s knee in preparation for the 

climax, when Florence _ ruthlessly 

burst in on them, her face alight with 
news. 

‘“‘What do you think!”’ she repeated, 
dropping down on the foot of Helena’s 
steamer-chair. 

Miss Bancroft was too courteous a 
spirit to look relieved at the inter- 
ruption; indeed, she gave Mrs. Hazel- 
tine an apologetic smile, as she turned 
to the newcomer. 

‘“* Well?” she said. 

“Laura has come back!”’ 

The effect was all the speaker could 
have hoped. Mrs. Hazeltine even for- 
got Robbie for the moment. 

“Oh, not really!’’ they exclaimed. 

“And is she still with that man?” 
Mrs. Hazeltine asked, in deep notes. 

Miss Bancroft frowned, slightly. 
‘But you know they are married, Mrs. 
Hazeltine; and have been ever since 
he got his divorce,’’ she protested. 
Then, she sighed, perplexedly. ‘‘Oh, 
I don’t see how she can do it—after 
all the talk and everything!” she ex- 
claimed. 

“She wrote some one they had to 
come, to straighten out his affairs.” 
Florence was plainly enjoying the situ- 
ation. ‘He could not very well move 
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the mills, you see. 
be talk!” 

Helena shuddered. “I dread it! 
How I did grow to hate the topic, two 
years ago!” 

“So did I,” agreed Florence. ‘‘Wher- 
ever two or three were gathered to- 
gether—it was always to rip Laura up 
the back. Well, when you run away 
with another woman’s husband, what 
can you expect? Of course, she will 
be cut, abominably. Can’t you see 
the Crofts and the De Wolfes and Mrs. 
McMurtry sailing past her? And 
old Mrs. Polhemus—she has just been 
holding on in the hope of one good 
crack at Laura before she dies. What 
will you do, Helena?”’ 

“TI don’t condone what she did,” 
said Helena, slowly; “but it seems 
to me she will have punishment 
enough—just having to spend her 
life with a man who was willing to 
desert a wife and child. They may 
be happy now, but sooner or later— 
I think I shall go to see her, and be 
as friendly as I can.” 

““Oh, good!” said Florence. 
was just what I was thinking. 
not be decent to her? 
anyway.” 

“T always said that Laura was not 
wicked at heart, only very weak,” 
said Mrs. Hazeltine. ‘She had always 
been a nice girl before this affair—at 
least, so far as we knew.”’ 

“Absolutely a nice girl, Mrs. Hazel- 
tine,” Helena put in, quickly. ‘‘She 
was simply infatuated, and she did a 
crazy thing. That, in itself, is quite 
enough to be responsible for. I am 
afraid it is going to be very hard for 
her. Poor Laura!’ 


Oh, won’t there 


“That 
Why 
I like Laura, 
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“Well, of course, the way of the 
transgressor—’”’ admitted Mrs. Hazel- 
tine. “Still, I think one should 
pause before casting the first stone.”’ 

“Yes; it improves the aim,’’ mur- 
mured Florence. Mrs. Hazeltine, not 
quite catching her drift, nodded ap- 
proval. 

“So I say,”’ she assented. 

“Where is she staying, Florence?”’ 
asked Helena, hastily. 

“They have taken the Beekman 
house. Suppose we call on her to- 
morrow; will you?” 

Mrs. Hazeltine heaved herself out 
of her wicker chair. “I think that 
is truly kind and Christian,’’ she de- 
cided. “Il am sure Dr. Smiley would 
not disapprove. Give poor Laura 
my love, and say that I, too, am 
coming to see her. Don’t get up, my 
dear Helena; I must run on and make 
some other calls.”” And she went as 
briskly as her outer circumstances 
permitted in the direction of the De 
Wolfes’. 

“She has gone to spread the glad 
tidings,’’ said Florence, sinking into the 
deserted chair. “I know she was 
giving you Robbie Lost and Robbie 
Regained when I came up. Had she 
come to, ‘Mama, if I should go to 
heaven ‘. 

“Florence, stop!’’ interposed Helena, 
laughing, in spite of herself. 

“Oh, well, she irritates me, that 
woman,’’ protested Florence, shrug- 
ging away the reproof. 





The gray-stone house of the Ban- 
crofts, grave, wide and _ generous, 
with deep porches and _ scrupulous 
lawns, was, in a way, the climax of 
the avenue; and Helena herself, 
gentle, yet not too approachable, 
delicately pretty and exquisitely 
clothed, might have been called the 
social climax of the town. She was 
its best product in the way of breed- 
ing combined with prosperity, and 
her attitude on any point was not 
without weight. Her attitude in the 
specific matter of Laura was spread 
diligently by Mrs. Hazeltine all that 
Spring afternoon—her own charity 


miraculously increasing with every 
call, till there were actual tears in her 
eyes as she told Mrs. McMurtry her 
determination to stand by that poor, 
misguided girl, though the whole 
town cut her for it. 

“She will receive punishment enough, 
having to spend her life with that 
man,”’ she sighed, wiping her eyes. 
“They say he is nice to her now, but 
you can’t tell! And then, nearly all 
her old friends will ignore her. You 
know what frightful things they said 
when it happened. And yet, to com- 
fort and help the fallen——”’ 

“You say Helena Bancroft is going 
to call?’ interposed the practical 
voice of Mrs. McMurtry. 


The next afternoon Helena pulled 
up her ponies at Laura’s door, with a 
little sigh of nervous dread. 

“T am so afraid we shall seem— 
kind!”’ she exclaimed. ‘It must hurt 
her, our coming, almost as much as 
our staying away would. Oh, Flor- 
ence, she will hate to see us!” 

“Well, she won’t be any more un- 
comfortable than we are,”’ said Flor- 
ence, shaking out her skirts. ‘Do 
you suppose she will wear a little 
black gown and a turn-over white 
collar? They always do on the stage. 
Ring the bell, my dear. We're in for 
it, and there is no use worrying now.”’ 

They sat uncomfortably in the 
drawing-room while the maid went 
up-stairs, Helena pale with misery for 
Laura, and Florence betraying her 
discomfort by the irreverence of her 
whispered comments. There was a 
quick swish of silk in the hall, and 
then, as they caught hastily at self- 
possession and attitudes of reassuring 
cordiality, Laura came running in, 
with arms outstretched. 

“ Hello, girls!’ she called, gaily. 

Helena was conscious of a distinct 
shock as she returned Laura’s kisses; 
but there was no time to analyze her 
feeling. Laura was chattering and 
laughing excitedly, holding a hand of 
each. 

“It is so good to see you!” she 
reiterated. “Tell me about every- 











body. Is any one married or dead or 
born? Helena, you always did have 
the prettiest clothes in the world; I 
hate you for that lace collar. Flor- 
ence doesn’t wear lace collars like 
that, so she shall have a cup of tea. 
Isn’t it funny I should be in the old 
Beekman house? You know how 
Clara Beekman and I disliked each 
other. I must say their taste in wall 
paper Pe 

Helena began to feel dazed. To 
respond with full cordiality cost her 
an effort, and she drew a breath of 
relief when Laura had called her last 
good-bye after the retreating ponies, 
an hour later. Florence kept a 
thoughtful silence for several blocks. 

“Of course, it was bravado,’’ said 
Helena, presently. 

“IT suppose so,” said Florence. 
Then, she laughed. ‘‘Weneedn’t have 
worked up so much tact,” she said. 
“Laura was quite equal to the occa- 
sion.” 

“Yet, if you noticed, she did not 
make one reference to—her running 
away, and all that dreadful time,” 
suggested Helena. “Perhaps, she 
couldn’t, to us both. And yet it 
would have been natural “ 

“Unless she didn’t happen to think 
of it,’’ said Florence, with reviving 
spirits. 

A few days later, when Helena 
stopped at Laura’s with some con- 
cert tickets which she intended to 
give her, she found Mrs. Hazeltine 
just going in with an armful of roses, 
and Mrs. McMurtry already there 
with an offering of a _ recipe-book. 
Laura’s lively talk oppressed Helena, 
though she was ashamed of the feel- 
ing. 

“IT ought to be glad of her courage, 
not resentful of it,’’ she upbraided 
herself, as she made her escape soon 
afterward. At the door, she met 
Mrs. De Wolfe, feeling for a card with 
nervous, black-gloved fingers. 

“Oh, Miss Bancroft, you have seen 
her?”’ she whispered, with an exag- 
geration of caution that sent her eye- 
brows nearly up to her widow’s bon- 
net. “It is so lovely of you to stand 
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by the poor girl! I am sure it’s an 
example to us all. So many people 
will be cruel and pharisaical; we 
must do what we can—a few of us 
who can sympathize with suffering 
and repentance.” 

“Yes, indeed!’’ murmured Helena, 
and hurried away. 

She met it on every side during the 
next few weeks: “So many people will 
cut poor Laura, we must do what we 
can to stand by her. It is not our 
duty to cast the first stone!’’ And 
so, there were roses and baskets of 
fruit at Laura’s door, and carriages 
to take her driving, and concert and 
theatre tickets. And then, Mrs. 
Hazeltine took the leap before which 
all had hesitated. She announced a 
party. 

“T really think I ought to do some- 
thing as a thank-offering for Robbie’s 
recovery,” she explained, to the un- 
limited delight of Florence, who hap- 
pened to overhear. “I hope every 
one will be kind, and make it as easy 
for her as possible. I am giving it 
in the afternoon, so that I needn’t 
ask that man. If we could all gather 
around poor Laura when she comes 
in, it would reassure her, and it would 
influence the others.”’ 

“We might carry her in on our 
shoulders,’’ Florence suggested; but, 
fortunately, she was not heard. 

Mrs. Hazeltine’s drawing-rooms 
were crowded on the afternoon of 
the thank-offering. The town was 
in an anguish of pity and forgiveness, 
burning to extend a _ white-gloved 
hand of sympathy. A few stubborn 
ones had held out against the tide, 
even declaring that they would not go 
to the tea if ‘‘ that Laura”’ were asked; 
but Dr. Smiley’s sermon on ‘“‘not a 
sparrow”’ had brought them in. Even 
old Mrs. Polhemus was there, though 
there was still something martial and 
unsubdued in the angle of her gold 
eye-glasses. 

“It looks as if Hamlet weren’t 
coming,” Florence whispered, paus- 
ing by Helena when the tea was at its 
height. ‘You could cut the suspense 
Isn’t it uncanny?” 


with a knife. 
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Helena nodded, uncomfortably. 
Every one seemed to be waiting, with 
eyes on the door, and absent answers 
to absent questions. The tea and 
chocolate cooled in the dining-room; 
no one would leave the scene of ac- 
tion. 

“Oh, I wish I could run away,” 
Helena said, with drawn eyebrows. 
“It all offends one so, the rr 

She broke off abruptly, and so did 
every one else as the portiéres were 
parted, and Laura appeared between 
them, smiling from under a white lace 
hat. It was the moment to gather 
about her, but no one moved as she 
swept down on Mrs. Hazeltine. There 
was a surface buzz of talk, but the 
real silence was unbroken, except for 
a slight snort from the direction of 
old Mrs. Polhemus. Laura took the 
agitated hand of her hostess, and 
smiled about her. 

“You don’t know how nice it 
seems to be here,” she said, brightly. 
“This is my first party, you know, 
since I have been back. I think I 
shall have to give a tea myself—I 
never can get my calls paid up, other- 
wise. Oh, there are the Morton girls 
—I haven’t seen them before—and 
dear old Mrs. Polhemus! I must 
speak to her. Why, Gracie Knowles, 
I didn’t know you! How you have 
grown up!” 

A strange chill began to creep over 
the spirit of the assembly. They 
had come to be nice to Laura, and 
suddenly it began to look as though 
she were being nice to them. Glances 
were exchanged under lifted eyebrows, 
and smiles grew a trifle sharp. Mrs. 
Knowles summoned Gracie abruptly 
to her side. It was one thing to 
stand by a suffering and broken 
Laura, and quite another to be 
greeted and encouraged by an ap- 
parently complacent Laura in a white 
lace hat. It might be bravado on her 
part. Nevertheless, the chill deep- 
ened. Groups began to drift away to 
the tea and chocolate. Laura put a 
confidential hand through Helena’s 





arm. 
“TIsn’t it stiff?’’ she murmured. 
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If she understood, there was not a 
tremor in her voice to show it. 

“Teas are always stupid. Sup- 
pose we go,” suggested Helena, who — 
was in misery lest the growing irri- 
tation should find words, and felt her 
heart sink every time old Mrs. Pol- 
hemus turned her glasses in Laura’s 
direction. 

“Let’s have something to eat first,’’ 
said Laura, leading the way to the 
dining-room. 

The talk fluttered and fell, as they 
entered. Helena marveled at Laura’s 
serene face as she made her way to 
the group about the tea urn. 

“Very weak for me, please,’’ she 
said. ‘‘No sugar, thank you, Carrie. 
Isn’t this pleasant! Iam going to give 
a party myself ‘next week. Will you 
all come?’”’ 

No one answered. Florence tried 
to cover the silence with a laugh. 

“T will, if you’ll have as good cake 
as this,”” she said. Laura was looking 
in unmistakable surprise from one to 
another averted face. 

“You are cross at me!” she ex- 
claimed. ‘Why, what have I done?” 

There was a panic-stricken silence, 
broken a moment later by a deep voice. 

“What has she done?” Old Mrs. 
Polhemus stood in the doorway be- 
hind them, her hands crossed on her 
gold-headed stick. ‘‘There’s a wo- 
man and a child who could tell what 
she has done, if they were here.” 
Then, she turned and marched out of 


the house. The front door banged 
before any one spoke. Laura had 
grown rather white, but her lips 


curved, scornfully. 

“The dreadful old woman!” she 
murmured, looking about, in evident 
expectation of sympathy. No one 
met her eyes. ‘‘Of course, she is of 
another generation and can’t see 
things as we do,’’ Laura went on, 
shrugging. “In time, every one will 
come to our point of view, and take 
life more simply. Thank heaven, we 
are moderns.” 

The smothered irritation of the 
afternoon flamed up in a dozen in- 
dignant pairs of eyes. 














“Well, count me out.’”’ It was the 
emphatic voice of Mrs. McMurtry that 
spoke. ‘I’m no modern, if it means 
making light of breaking the laws of 
God and man!” 

“Nor I!” said several voices. 

Laura looked bewildered. “I 
thought I might meet prejudice when 
I first came,’’ she said, slowly; ‘‘ but 
you all rushed to see me, and did 
things for me, so I supposed you were 
more enlightened than I[ had credited. 
And now—”’ She broke off. 

““My conscience!”” Mrs. McMurtry 
was red with anger. ‘“‘We came be- 
cause we thought you would be so 
ashamed you couldn’t hold your head 
up without help; and we were women 
enough to be sorry for you. But it 
seems the suffering has all been on our 
side!” 

Laura’s amazed glance read con- 
firmation in the other faces. She 
turned to Helena. 

“Is that why you came?”’ she de- 
manded, hotly. Helena flushed and 
paled. 

“But I felt so very—friendly, Laura,”’ 
she pleaded. 

Laura wheeled abruptly. “Well, 
you needn’t any more!”’ she said, and 
swept out of the room. 

Florence slipped out after her, and 
put a hand through her arm as she 
hurried down the quiet street. 

“The truth is, Laura,’’ she said, 
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with a little laugh, “‘they can’t for- 


give your lace hat—it is too be- 
coming.”’ 
Laura bit her tremulous lips. 


“Wasn't it ridiculous?” she exclaimed. 
“Surely, you don’t take that primitive 
attitude, Florence!” 

‘“‘Laura,’’ said Florence, slowly, ‘‘at 
the end of my second Winter in 
Paris | was modern—oh, very modern! 
I, too, wanted to take life simply, 
and scorned the Philistine. But I 
find, as one grows older, one rather 
comes back to respectability and re- 
ligion and all the good old things. 


Yes, I’ve grown hopelessly nice. I’m 
sorry.” 
Laura sighed, sharply. ‘‘Ah, well, 


it’s from living in this little mudhole. 
What can you expect?”’ she exclaimed. 
“T should stifle in this narrow atmos- 
phere, now that I have known some- 
thing broader. I shall make my 
husband sell the mills—he has been 
talking of it—and take me away. 
And, if you are wise, you will escape 
too, Florence. You're too interesting 
a personality to be wasted.”’ 

“Oh, it’s too late for me. I’m in it 
up to my neck,” said Florence, 
gravely. ‘But you are young enough 
to escape, Laura.”’ 

“Yes, thank goodness,”’ said Laura; 
but her voice was less confident, and, 
for a brief moment, her eyes were be- 
wildered and half-frightened. 


’ 
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OR shame, sir!’’ she said, as she pushed back a curl 


Much rumpled; ‘I had not the strength to resist!”’ 
But please do not think I’m that kind of a girl— 
Though I had the misfortune just now to be kissed!”’ 


I was sorry, of course, I had caused her such pain 


By a quick-dabbed caress, 


and, contrition to show, 


I vehemently vowed, as I kissed her again: 
“‘Misfortunes, dear, never come singly, you know!” 





Roy FARRELL GREENE. 
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WHEN SHE GOLFS 


DOWN the club-house steps she trips, 
To play her game, arrayed 
In all the fettle that equips 
A golfer, and a maid; 
With plaided bag, and clubs half-score, 
With garb and eyes of blue, 
With patent balls a goodly store, 
And smiles and dimples, too. 


And now upon the teeing plot— 
““Must I go first?’’ she pouts. 
“No; you! You've played, you know, a lot!”— 
And flutters, pleads and doubts. 
But see, awaits her tee; the ball 
Is balanced on the sand; 
Her bag she recklessly lets fall, 
And bravely takes her stand. 


She waggles—but some hampering fold 
Demands adjustment, slight; 

She waggles—but her ball has rolled 
From off its little height; 

She waggles—and a lock of hair 
She deftly tucks—like this; 

She waggles—and says: ‘I declare, 
I’m sure that I shall miss!”’ 


At last she swings (’midst other things— 
A list my space scarce brooks), 

The while a “Fore!” she sweetly sings— 
And wonders how she looks! 

And, though the ball may not skim far, 
E’en never move a bit, 

Who'll dare deny the chances are 
That she has made a hit? 


GOSSIP OF THE TURF 


EpwIN L. SABIN. 


VERY often it is the mare that makes the money go. 


@ 


died of cramps.” 





I warned him not to live in a flat.” 

















FAYAL, THE UNFORGIVING 


By Miriam Michelson 


os HINK again, princess; this 
man who asks your hand is 
no petty king.” 

Wilburtha lifted eyes somber as 
black fire. “I do not like his face. 
Perhaps, the picture lies. But he does 
not please me.” 

The councilor inured to femininity 
said many things within himself. 
Aloud, he but began over again. 

“‘Fayal is emperor over a domain so 
vast and mighty that your august 
uncle’s realm is but a patch on a 
wheat-field compared to it.”’ 

Wilburtha played with the pure 
gold-pieces that hung enchained | be- 
tween her breasts, admiring, bit by 
bit, the rare workmanship on each, 
and indifferently letting it fall again. 

“Our lord, your uncle, child, may 
marry again; and, if he does, a reign- 
ing princess, young and beautiful, will 
be your rival here where you have 
reigned supreme.” 

She raised a tiny hand-glass whose 
carved ivory back bore Fayal’s face, 
and idly, insolently, contentedly gazed 
therein. 

“A son and successor may even be 
born to him. You do not know, Wil- 
burtha, what influence a young mother 
may have upon an old husband, 
hitherto childless. Your retinue, 
princess, is a costly burden to the 
prince. Think, extravagant and ca- 
pricious as you are, of having to ac- 
count to another—a woman perhaps 
younger than yourself—for every ex- 
travagant caprice.”’ 

Wilburtha stretched herself upon 
the cushions. Beneath the jeweled 
gauze that draped her perfect body, 
she lay superbly indifferent. 
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“And the world grows old, Wil- 
burtha, and weary and fickle. Re- 
member, princess, the opportunity to 
wed fittingly may not come soon 
again.” 

A smile of dazzling insolence parted 
her crimson lips, and her bosom fell 
with the weight of a noiseless laugh, 
as light as the fall of a magnolia leaf 
from the bud. 

“This Fayal, now—to be frank, my 
lord the prince insists, Wilburtha x 

“Enough! enough!” So swift was 
the motion that undid her pose that 
for a second she seemed to be a flying 
whirlwind of glittering gems, of sat- 
ins, and of ivory flesh. The jeweled 
mirror, whose ivory was carved in 
Fayal’s likeness, fell to the floor, 
breaking with a crash, and the privy 
councilor jumped nervously from his 
seat. 

Wilburtha looked from the shat- 
tered fragments on the floor to the 
councilor’s face. 

“T shall not—shall not—shall not! I 
shall not wed until I choose—perhaps, 
not at all. And never Fayal—never 
him—never—tell my lord. First, be- 
cause I shall not, and second, because 
you wish it.” 

She turned her face from him, and 
her slender limbs melted again into 
the cushioned down till she looked 
like a jeweled mosaic done in glitter- 
ing curves against a soft background 
rich in color, that rose to meet and en- 
gulf her loveliness. 

The privy councilor stood looking 
down at her. Upon his face, from 
which her eyes were averted, was 
writ all that he might not say. Once, 
a slave girl whom she had beaten had 
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sought to poison Wilburtha; before 
the girl had left her presence she had 
looked upon her mistress with such an 
expression as the councilor’s face now 
wore. 

The rustle of a silken gown broke in 
upon his reverie. He glanced up, his 
guilty features quickly assuming their 
inexpressive immobility. He saw the 
archbishop, and read displeasure and 
dismissal in his face. 

“You are right, my child,” the 
ecclesiastic murmured, as he stooped 
to pick up the shattered mirror while 
the curtain fell behind the departing 
councilor. 

Wilburtha turned and faced him. 
“I know I am,” she said; “‘or, rather, 
I knew I was before your grace agreed 
with me.”’ 

He was piecing together the shat- 
tered bits he held, with his long, deli- 
cate, insinuating fingers. 

“You must let me take this mirror 
to a skilful workman in ivories,’’ he 
said, softly, preoccupied, as though he 
had not heard her words. ‘The pat- 
tern is so rare, the cutting is so deep 
and intricate, it were a pity if r 

“IT am fond of it though it does bear 
Fayal’s face,’’ she said, regretfully. 
“Do you know its history, your 
grace?”’ 

He shook his head. 

“It comes, of course, from Fayal’s 
palace, the one bit of royal carving 
that ever got beyond the frontier. A 
lover who wearied me with his pro- 
testations demanded at last a test to 
prove his passion. I suggested a 
Fayal ivory and he _ brought—or, 
rather, sent, me this.”’ 

The archbishop lifted his eyes from 
the piecing in which he was absorbed. 
They were wonderful eyes. One saw 
them rarely. Their expression filled 
the pause that followed like both a 
question and a response. Yet, Wil- 
burtha completed her account. 

“Yes, he was burned alive the other 
side of the dividing line, and his ashes 
were scattered to the winds just over 
the frontier.”’ 

There was another pause. The 
archbishop’s finely modeled hand— 





like a piece of sentient ivory itself— 
was busy with the precious fragments 
he was arranging in his palm. The 
girl stirred, restlessly. Without an up- 
ward glance the archbishop spoke. 

“T understand, my child; I under- 
stand.” 

“You understand—pray, what?” 

“Your love—your hate, Wilburtha.”’ 

She smiled, contemptuously dis- 
damming enlightenment; and yet, his 
words rankled. 

“Then is your comprehension far 
greater than my own, your grace,”’ 
burst from her, at length; ‘for Wil- 
burtha honors no man by hating or by 
loving him—neither for burning nor 
for being burned.” 

“Tut, tut, my child! An old priest 
is naught but ears that forget and eyes 
that may not see. You may be frank 
with me. How terrible he is—Fayal, 
the Unforgiving.”’ 

“Fayal, the Unforgiving!”’ 
peated the name, musingly. 
what men call him?”’ 

““Not in his own dominions, but 
elsewhere, where his terrible power 
may not reach. Yet, even there, hav- 
ing offended, they tremble and start 
at every step, fearing some subtle, far- 
off manifestation of his dread self.”’ 

She turned upon her pillows, nest- 
ling her cheek upon the palm of a 
hand that completed the purpose of 
her shapely arm as a calla completes 
the lily’s stalk. 

“Of him it has been told that he 
never forgives; that man may not live 
long enough to outlive his wrath; that, 
young as he is, no resting place is in 
his soul for peace or happiness or 
pleasure till an offense against him is 
expiated.” 

“Yes?” said Wilburtha. 

The archbishop dropped a bit of 
ivory, and picked it up again. 

“The awful might of his name has 
beaten armies ere they went forth to 
battle against him. He knows no 
mercy for a sin against himself. And 
that man sins who pits himself against 
the emperor in deed or word or 
thought.”’ 

Yes?” 


She re- 
“Ts that 
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“Yet, if it were not for the terrible 
majesty of his cruel name, men might 
tell other tales of Fayal—of his mag- 
nificence, of his greatness, of his sur- 
passing personal strength, of the 
miracle of his military glory, of the 
keenness of intellect which makes 
playthings of the wit and wisdom of 
those old ministers who would guide 
the young emperor, yet who live only 
to fulfil his will.” 

**'Yes?”’ 

“The churchman has only sternest 
reprobation for his relentless, unfor- 
giving spirit z 

“Yes, yes?” 

“but the man in the churchman 
must recognize, with something like 
admiration, the marvelous qualities in 
this young Cesar, who, but for the 
blot upon his fair fame——” 

““Oh—yes?”’ 

“As I said, princess, your instinct 








was right. You do well to refuse this 
man, for x 
“Yes, yes! But what were you 


about to say of him?” 

“Nothing further, child, save to 
congratulate you on your escape.”’ 

“Say more, your grace! ah, say 
more! You have seen him—yes?”’ 

The archbishop’s cool old hand 
trembled under her touch, and the 
sweetness of her voice—that voice 
which he had never before heard plead- 
ing—sought and found him. 

“T saw him at his coronation. He 
has a face and figure that fit his fame. 
When first my eyes beheld his strip- 
ling strength and suppleness, his kingly 
bearing, though a lad, the untamed 
majesty of his glance, and when I 
heard of how he had taken his place, 
and set his foot upon the necks of 
those who had thought to shape and 
mold his temper *: 

“Yes! yes!” 

“that time I said to myself, all 
ignorant, princess, of the malignant 
cruelty, the ruthless wickedness that 








makes his name and mars his 
fame 2 
“Yes?” 
“—T said—your pardon, prin- 
cess * 
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“Yes, yes!” 

“T said, ‘God has created Wilbur- 
tha’s fate!’ I never saw a spirit bold 
and strong as yours before—nor since. 
Alas!’’ 

She turned again. Her hand fell 
lightly, and her bediademed head 
sank backward. She stretched her- 
self upon her cushions as though 
every nerve were bathed in balm. 

“I sigh, Wilburtha, that this unfor- 
giving prince will turn his enmity upon 
the one who has rejected his love. I 
sigh that his great genius, all mis- 
directed, is sure mightily to be put 
forth against our lord, this unhappy 
realm and—and you, my child. I 
sigh— Alas! alas!’’ 

“You need not, your grace.”” Her 
slow lids fell, as she lay outstretched, 
and her voice was dreamily sweet. ‘I 
shall marry this Fayal—Fayal, the 
Unforgiving.”’ 

With a deft movement of his little 
finger, the archbishop pushed the last 
bit of broken ivory in its place. Per- 
fect satisfaction was written upon his 
countenance. 


II 


THE jeweled stole of gold that Wil- 
burtha wore, broad, fine-linked and 
softly wrought as satin, extended in 
lace-like fringes to the very border of 
her petticoat of gauze-of-gold. Be- 
hind her trailed the long, white 
mantle of the bride. Of all the gleam- 
ing grace of glory she appeared, no 
trace of color could one see save white 
and gold—unless it were the pome- 
granate beauty of her lips, the blue- 
black masses of her hair. 

She walked with downcast eyes, and 
all the court that had been filled with 
rumors of her pride, gazed upon her 
beauty, unrebuked. 

She walked alone through the silken 
silence of the strange court, for none 
that owned not Fayal’s sway might 
witness his taking of a bride, his mak- 
ing of an empress. 

Yet, her sandaled feet never fal- 
tered. Her bosom’s rise and fall was 
rhythmic as a southern sea. She 
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seemed a bride of gold and marble, 
save for the majesty and grace with 
which she moved. 

“A riddle—this!”” The emperor’s 
prime minister, old Agatroyd, spoke 
under his breath. His wrinkled lids 
scarce lifted from his aged eyes; he 
looked and pondered, uneasily. ‘‘ What 
manner of woman is this?”’ he asked 
his great-granddaughter. ‘‘Does she 
feign serenity, you think?” 

The young girl looked, and hated. 

“‘Insolent!’’ she whispered. ‘“‘ Would 
you know what her whole bearing 
says? Listen: ‘You, none of you, are 
worthy of a glance. I scorn to be 
curious even about this court which 
shall be mine. The magnificence of 
Fayal’s palace, the beauty of the wo- 
men, the valor and renown of the men 
—all, all are nothing in my eyes, for I 
disdain to look.’ This is what she 
says. Insolent! Fayal will tame her, 
and then 

“Hush! hush! Your eyes are young 
but they are clouded with envy. See, 
she meets the emperor. Now, she 
looks. What’s in her eyes? What’s 
in her eyes? Fayal alone can tell.” 

Wilburtha raised her orbs, and be- 
held that which their vision had been 
kept virgin for. 

Above her, on the throne steps, 
where the strip of cloth-of-gold had 
its source, the great emperor stood. 
Slowly, her gaze climbed upward 
from, his body, tense, immovable and 
shining in a golden suit of mail, every 
link of which was diamond-set, to the 
rigid features underneath the crown, 
and the inscrutable eyes which met 
her own, impassive now as they must 
have been all the time she had been 
walking forward along the strip of 
cloth-of-gold that flowed like a path of 
glory leading her to him. 

They looked into each other’s eyes. 
He saw the fear of him that dwelt un- 
acknowledged in her soul in that one 
glance; and then, her lids fell. 

Not once again during the cere- 
monies, not even when Fayal’s hot 
hand locked the wedding circlet about 
her throbbing throat, and cast the tiny 
golden key into the crucible’s fiery 
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flame which melted it away, nor when, 
at last, he placed the crown upon her 
massed curls of ebony, did her soul 
look out again. And, when the em- 
peror dismissed his court and with- 
drew with his bride, none but himself 
had seen her eyes. 

They stood alone together; she, im- 
movable before him; he, his gaze bent 
fixedly upon her. 

“ Wilburtha!” 

Startled, she raised her head. That 
voice had not the accent she awaited. 
Something in it recalled to her the 
pictured face in ivory upon her mir- 
ror’s back. 

He laid a hand upon her shoulder, 
and, lifting her face to his, he said: 
“Look up—look long at me, Wil- 
burtha.”’ 

A passion of inquiry shone in the 
great, black eyes she lifted to his face. 
He bent and kissed them closed again. 
She shrank away, and he let her go. 

“What name do you know me by, 
Wilburtha?”’ 

“Fayal, the Unforgiving!’’ She 
cried it out, defiantly. 

“You have heard of the fate of the 
city of Tekalis?”’ 

“It was immolated—the whole city 
buried alive, and not one of its thou- 
sands escaped. A mountain rears its 
head where once it flourished.” 

“Because it offended Fayal.” 

‘Because it offended Fayal.”’ 

“You know of the country of the 
Whittites?”’ 

“It was a garden of earth. The sea 
has been let in upon it. Sometimes, 
at low tide, one may guess what it 
once was. But, when the ocean re- 
surges, the tallest trees that grew 
there are not as high as the sedge 
grass that blows above it.”’ 

“ Because ts 

“Because it offended Fayal.” 

“You know, too, of Moriway’s exe- 
cution, of the destruction of Quari- 
brar, of a 

*“* All—all—I know all.” 

She had listened while the arch- 
bishop had told the dread tale, but, in 
the very presence of the man who had 
done such things, she felt emotional, 
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unnerved. She could not bear a repe- 
tition—and the threat she fancied be- 
hind it. 

“You know all?” 

“Yes, all.” 

“*And so do I—now.” 

“You! now! now!” 

“Now,” he said. “I heard it from 
a woman who had been tortured so 
near to death that in a frenzy of 
hunger for it, she escaped from the 
torturers, and thrust herself in my 
presence, and spat the tale in my very 
teeth, hoping that I might have her 
killed for it.” 

“I do not understand,’’ she said, 
bewildered. ‘Till then ?”? 

“Till then, I did not know of it; nor 
had I ever heard the adjective the 
world has added to my name—the 
designation which will be mine through 
the centuries.” 

Upon her face, the emperor read 
amazement, incredulity. He took her 
hand, and held it close within his 
own. 

“Wilburtha—that men for cen- 
turies to come shall curse my name, 
shall tell with bated breath the infamy 
of deeds accredited to me—this must 
I bear, this can I bear, if one, just one 
upon this living earth, and that one 
you, Wilburtha, my wife, shall know 
the truth—and me.” 

She looked at him as in a dream. 

‘“‘Ever since the ambassadors came 
back with your consent, I have seen 
you, Wilburtha, walking as you did 
to-day up the long hall to me. And 
ever since that day I have imagined 
in your eyes the look I dreaded to see 
there—the look they had when first 
they rested on me—that awful look of 
fear!’’ 

Her hand fell from his. 

“I swore, when first Agatroyd 
broached marriage to me, I would not 
wed to have a child carry upon his 
heart the load of being son to Fayal, 
the Unforgiving. I swore I would not 
see upon my wife’s face that look with 
which the whole world faces me. But 
when he told me of you, Wilburtha, of 
your haughty pride, your will, your 
power over men, I thought—I dreamed 











'NFORGIVING 85 


your eyes might meet mine and have 
no fear—even though you knew.”’ 

She stood before him, dumb. 

“You see, I erred. But let me tell 
you how it was. My ministers are 
men who shaped my future before my 
birth. They are old, old—so coldly, 
cruelly old as not to seem any longer 
of this world. Like survived mon- 
sters of another age, they seem to look 
upon this world from out cold, rheumy 
eyes, whose drooping, wrinkled lids 
veil nothing left that is human. So 
old, so old they are that nothing lives 
of them but will. Their limbs wither. 
Their children’s children die. They 
have no meeting-place with life. They 
have no vices. They have no virtues. 
The world, my people, and myself are 
figures in a problem they work out 
with such dispassionate inhumanity as 
never chills or heats their calm, dead 
blood. They were old when my 
father was born. And yet, they live 
and rule through me. The mistakes 
their human fallibility made in my 
father’s reign they correct in mine, 
rubbing out a people from their map, 
drawing a death stroke through a 
man’s life as carefully, as scientifically 
as though the result of their calcula- 
tions were to be measured in chalk 
marks instead of beating, human 
hearts. They kill, they torture, they 
punish—relentless, unangered, unfeel- 
ing. They make my name synony- 
mous with terror, having decided that 
a figurehead is more potential when it 
is a thing of horror; and also be- 
ing coldly, scientifically interested in 
working out the problem, this time 
along different lines. My father was 
The Tender. I am The Unforgiving. 
As an experiment, they set his image 
in the hearts of the people, working 
through the tender mirage they them- 
selves created. They bear me like a 
bloody axe throughout the world, and 
kill and slay and crucify in my name 
—the name they gave me. My father 
was no saint, and I—I, Wilburtha Z 

He stretched out appealing hands to 
her, as she stood staring dumbly at 
him. 

‘“*I—that Fayal whom men fear and 
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women execrate—the real I is fash- 
ioned of such material that it irks me 
to bid a slave do this or that, for the 
very reason that I have the power so 
to do. It shames me even to probe 
sharply into a dereliction, for the piti- 
ful consciousness I have of the char- 
acter and circumstances of him who 
has failed. Men are what they are. 
What are men to judge them? I 
would rather bleed at every pore than 
put my most savage enemy to death. 
I could give my body to the torturers, 
and pray that it might endure ever- 
lastingly, if the sharp, iron teeth 
might be glutted and clogged with my 
flesh—and so keep others’ whole. I 
know of no crime, however terrible, 
inhuman, that merits revenge. I 
know no greatness that will compen- 
sate for one woman’s agony over her 
slain husband. I know no glory 
whose shine is not dulled and black- 
ened forever if a child’s heart has been 
made to beat thickly for one terror- 
stricken instant—to attain it. There 
is nothing fine enough in life to out- 
weigh, to wash out the reproachful 
misery in a dying horse’s eye. I could 
not kill with my own hand; I could 
not will that one be killed, even 
though he had done the foulest wrong 
—to you, Wilburtha.”’ 

His voice melted into a sob as he 
fell upon his knees, his arms clasped 
about her, his face uplifted in passion- 
ate entreaty. 

Her body drew away from him 
rather by an involuntary physical con- 
traction than a conscious, definite 
motion. A slow wave of repulsion 
seemed to shiver over her from san- 
daled feet to crowned head. 

He rose, and walked toward the 
door. 

“In time, perhaps,” he said, slowly, 
““you may believe, and you may for- 
get the things done in my name for 
those that I would do—that I might 
do if you and I— Ah, if that time 
comes, when everything that is sen- 
tient in your body and your soul cries 
out for me as all that is in me cries out 
for you—come to me, Wilburtha!” 

The curtain fell behind him. 





She stood rigid, looking after him. 
But upon her face there grew a scorn 
that might have. withered anything 
that passed before it; and then, her 
composure broke. 

“A puppet—a thing of straw—a 
suckling coward—and my husband!” 

Her wrathful wail ended in a sob, 
and she fell prone, her tear-stained 
face to earth, the splendor of her 
raiment emphasizing her abasement. 

“The emperor has sent me to your 
majesty.”” It was the voice of Aga- 
troyd’s great-grancdaughter that broke 
upon her passionate sobs. 

Wilburtha raised her head. The 
malice in the woman’s voice fell heavy 
on her haughty heart and cooled it. 
She looked from this envious pleasure 
in her humiliation to the wonder in 
the face of the old man who followed, 
and who bent to help her to her feet. 

“A dread, dread lord is Fayal,” 
whispered the lady-in-waiting, audibly. 
“ Help her, grandfather, to earn Fayal’s 
forgiveness for her maiden reluctance 
to come to him. It is doubtless this 
which he so terribly resents.” 

The old man did not speak, but his 
gaze dwelt scrutinizingly on Wil- 
burtha, as though to surprise, to an- 
ticipate her very thoughts. 

“But, alas! it is not in his nature to 
show mercy,” chanted his grand- 
daughter’s mocking whisper. “Al- 
ready, through the court, they tell of 
how his haughty empress, the beauti- 
ful, wilful Wilburtha, lies alone in 
tears upon her bridal day.” 

Wilburtha wrenched her hand from 
Agatroyd’s. 

“And already this latest proof of 
his cruelty spreads panic among his 
enemies.”” The prime minister, with 
the grave, slow significance of his ut- 
terance, stopped the words that trem- 
bled on Wilburtha’s lips. 

A storm of passion blew across her 
face. He watched it and its subsi- 
dence before he spoke again. 

“Yet, as I read her nature, Wil- 
burtha would be empress of such an 
emperor rather than be known as wife 
to a weakling, puling prince, upon 
whose neck she might set her haughty 
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foot, and parade his uxorious serfdom 
before a sneering world.”’ 

A flash of comprehension swept over 
her face. She looked deep into his old, 
cold eyes. And he looked back again. 

“The empress is wife to—’’ he be- 
gan, putting out a withered hand. 

“T am wife to Fayal, the Unforgiv- 
ing,’ she cried, grasping it with her 
warm, young strength. 

The lady-in-waiting looked upon 
them both with awe, the mocking 
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smile frozen upon her lips. Old Aga- 
troyd’s wrinkles were a shade less 
deeply cut, and Wilburtha stood again 
erect, her haughty self. 


‘Men marry women for what they 
are, hoping they'll be what they are 
not,’’ sang Xanthoridon, who chants 
the glories of Fayal’s reign. 

Women wed men for what they’re 
not, dreaming they'll be not what 
they are. 
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PRESCIENCE 


VAs there any sign that came to her 
Ere the dream was a certain thing? 
Nay—she but thought she heard the stir 
Of the closed buds blossoming. 


Was there any sign that she knew at all 
Ere the false little dream took wing? 


Nay—she but thought she felt the fall 
Of a snowflake in the Spring. 


we 


HE GOT EVEN 


Joun Winwoop. 


IFE—Oh, John, you’ve waked the baby! 
HusBanpD—Serves him right. He kept me awake all last night. 


& 


BRIGGS— Yes, bridge is very much like the game of life—so much depends 
upon your partner. 
Griccs—Yes, and that is why so many go broke at it. 


oe 


H=-1 I should throw my arms around your neck, kiss you and implore you 
to be my wife, would you scream? 
SHE—Yes—for a stenographer. 
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THE VOICE O’ LOVE 


T was Love who called me, a morning in the meadow, 
“Come out, sweetheart! come out, sweetheart, the Spring is in the land! 

All the world is wonderful with dappled sun and shadow, 

Here I wait with happiness held close in either hand.” 


Oh, I brake my spinning off, 
Eager to be free. 

Duty frowned beside the wheel, 
“Do thy work!”’ quoth she. 


It was Love who called me, at noontide in the greenwood, 

“Come out, sweetheart! come out, sweetheart, and in the silence rest. 
Take thy ease beneath the leaves, as softly as a queen should, 

Both my arms about thee, and thy head upon my breast.”’ 


Oh, I raised my weary hand, 
Longing, wistfully. 

Duty set the wheel astir, 
“Do thy work!” quoth she. 


Through the gloom of twilight, the nesting birds were calling— 

Oh, sick at heart, I turned the wheel, whom none might summon more, 
When, like touch of rain in May, came sound of swift feet falling, 

And Love stood beside me there where Duty was before. 


“ Since thou cam’st not at my call, 
Sweet, I come to thee. 
I am here to turn thy wheel, 
And aid thy task,”’ quoth he. 
THEODOSIA GARRISON. 
Se 


RS. A.—I have traveled all over Europe, in the hope that my daughter 
would meet some foreign nobleman. 
Mrs. B.—Why didn’t you travel all over America? 


2h 


667 HAD no idea that Mrs. Pacer was so romantic.” 
“What did she do?”’ 
“Why, she ran away from home and got divorced.” 


RR 


HAPPIE—I don’t think I shall marry Marjorie. 
FRIEND— Wise girl! 











BLUE BLOOD 


By G. B. Burgin 


HE octogenarian Lady Fontenoy 
always breakfasted in bed; 


she also received visitors there 
on the plea that it was an old-time 
Italian custom which had its eco- 
nomical advantages, and saved wear 
and tear of her one black-silk dress. 
Besides, she felt more at home in bed, 
and could always feign sleep when 
visitors bored her. The vicar had a 
deep-seated conviction that she never 
woke up. If she wanted to get rid 
of local magnates, she ostentatiously 
made a point of going to sleep, although 
the results were not picturesque. As 
a matter of fact, there was no necessity 
for her to economize by stopping in 
bed; but she was convinced that it was 
her duty to save money for her son, 
Sir Harry, who always left business 
details to her. He was the only living 
male representative of the oldest fam- 
ily in England, and his mother held 
that it would be a disgraceful thing to 
allow him to work for a living; such 
blue blood must be worshiped from a 
distance. She lowered her own vital- 
ity in her attempts to raise money, and 
never let him know how near she was 
to penury. Sir Harry, however, al- 
ways refused to take money from 
his mother, and led her to infer that 
he won a precarious income at bridge. 
In this sole instance, even her iron will 
had to bend to his. So, she stayed in 
bed, and spent most of her time in sor- 
rowing over the faded glories of her 
house. 

Once, Sir Harry broached the sub- 
ject of work, but she nearly had a 
fit. “‘When heaven summons me 
hence,” she said, with the air of one 
who would rather tolerate than en- 
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courage so uncalled for an imperti- 
nence, “you may do what you will. I 
shall be busy elsewhere—doubtless 
engaged as befits my rank—but, until 
then, you will remember the motto of 
our house—‘ Noblesse oblige.’ Don’t 
argue with me, for I won’t listen to 
you. You might as well try to argue 
with the jackaws on the ramparts.” 

“‘Oh, I’m not going to argue, mother,”’ 
said Sir Harry, withasigh. ‘Life and 
your temper are too short to admit of 
argument. You always begin your 
argument with a repartee, and I can’t 
live up to you.” 

To do him justice, Sir Harry did not 
want his mother’s money. ‘Get up 
out of bed, mother, and I'll trot you 
over to Monte Carlo or Ostend for a 
little flutter,”’ he urged, when they 
finally discussed the subject. 

But Lady Fontenoy declined to 
flutter; she said that she had molted 
all the feathers out of her wings, and 
that the attempt to flutter would re- 
sult in her landing on #erra firma with 
a broken collar-bone or a torn silk 
dress. ‘‘And you know,’’ she added, 
““we must save money to repair the 
castle, not waste it on repairing our- 
selves. Besides, you are perfectly 
aware that it would be ridiculous of 
me to trot. Think of the castle, and 
economize.” 

“The castle, mother! Oh, bother 
the castle! Why, there are only four 
sound rooms init. I believe the place 
was built on a quicksand. What with 
repairing these moldy old wails, and 
getting that gorgeous green-and-gold 
livery for Judkins every year, there’s 
nothing left over from the—the estate.” 

““My dear’’—the old lady sat up in 
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bed, as he brought her chocolate— 
““my dear, we nearly conquered Eng- 
land once for ourselves. An ances- 
tress of ours—I don’t mind admitting 
in confidence—there was no scandal, 
mind you—that Norman William—eh 
—thought a great deal of her.”’ 

“Well, there’s no doubt that Eng- 
land has conquered us, eh, mother?”’ 

“Noblesse oblige,’’ repeated the old 
lady, firmly. ‘‘What do we see around 
us?” 

“Dashed spiders!” 

**You must remember that the spider 
is an aristocratic insect which dwells 
in kings’ palaces.” 

“Well, mildew and cobwebs aren’t 
anything to brag about. I never 
heard of people being proud of spiders 
before.”’ 


“Pshaw! You are a _ degenerate, 
my son. You know whose blood is in 
your veins?”’ 

““Ye-es, mother. You—you’re not 


going to tell me there—there has been 
a mistake somewhere, and that it’s— 
it’s evaporated. Don’t say that I 
have been changed at nurse.” 

The old lady reassured him with a 
smile. ‘‘Whatever the inner history 
of that affair with Norman William, 
the papers of the period did not get 
hold of it, and, so tar as I am con- 
cerned, I have always remembered 
Noblesse oblige. I may be a ruin 
within a ruin; but I am not a jerry- 
built ruin, Harry. We were great 
people once.”’ 

‘We were that,’’ said Harry, with 
relish; ‘‘and we had a great time, too 
—some of us; the rest of us are paying 
the bills. If we hadn’t been quite so 
great, I should have more money to 
spend.”’ 

“Your ancestors,” the old lady be- 
came animated, “ruffled it with the 
best. Kings have borrowed from 
them.”’ 

‘Borrowed what?” 


“Money, of course,” said the old 





lady, hastily. ‘Nob 

‘Ah, now, mother, remember that 
ancestress! Weren’t they rather a 
fishy lot?” 

“Who? The kings?” 


“No; our ancestors.” 

“Fishy! They were not fishermen. 
Their—their eccentricities never ex- 
hibited that particular form of men- 
dacious insanity.” 

‘‘Nor mine, either; but I took the 
miller’s little girl fishing the other day, 
and, by way of an opening, remarked 
that Dr. Johnson had once said that, 
when people went fishing, there was a 
worm at one end of the line and a fool 
at the other. ‘Well,’ said the mil- 
ler’s little daughter, ‘you’re not the 
worm.’ Neat, wasn’t it? Ud like to 
know that girl when she grows up, if 
I weren’t already—” He stopped, in 
confusion. 

The old lady regarded him, severely. 
“Though we have fallen on degenerate 
times, there is no reason that our habits 
should match them,” she said, crisply. 
“In the old days, we did not go fishing 
either for, or with, millers’ daughters. 
They —eh—went with the estate. 
Harry, remember, that once a grand 
seigneur, always a grand seigneur. If 
you are poor, your blood isn’t.” 

“My dear mother!’”—the good- 
looking lad—he was fair and six-feet- 
two in his stockings, a son of Anak— 
looked tenderly at her—‘‘my dear 
mother, you never allow me to forget 
it. I’m an anachronism nowadays—a 
thing that ought to be stuffed with saw- 
dust, and put in a museum, like Mark 
Twain's blue jay.” 

“No, Harry, no; you are no jay. 
Your blood is as blue as 

““Skim-milk. I’m blue myself, some- 
times. Dashed blue! Our blessed an- 
cestors were a bad lot. They gam- 
bled and drank and ran away with 
other people’s wives, and mortgaged 
everything up to the hilt, until we 
have come down to this. We must 
accommodate ourselves to circum- 
stances. We sha’n’t get any other 
accommodation.”’ 

““My dear ’’—the old lady sat up in 
bed, and adjusted her gaudy cap with 
the air of a judge sentencing a man to 
instant execution—‘‘my dear, it is 
our duty to stand aloof from the mush- 
room throng.” 

“*Look here, mother, mushrooms are 
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dashed good things in their way. You 
try them in a pie, with a touch of 

“Oh, in their way—yes; but their 
way is not our way. We are the oaks 
under whose shelter they presume to 
grow. Do you think, Harry, that the 
Creator would not be grieved if He 
thought that we were unmindful of our 
position as the premier family in 
England? Do you think, when He 
has given us so unspeakable a privi- 
lege, that it would be right for you to 
make a mésalliance and throw it away? 
Our blood is all that is left to us. If 
you do not marry blood, the race must 
die with you.” 

“Do you mean to say I’m not to 
marry?” 

The old lady considered. ‘You 
might, perhaps, marry money; but if 
you cannot marry money and blood, 
the line must die out. It is a duty 
you owe to your house. For you to 
marry a modern girl, would be like 
drinking champagne with Apollinaris; 
it may be healthful, but the crowd do 
it; and we must lead, not follow, the 
crowd.” 

“Oh, if you’re going to crowd me 
out, mother . 

“It simply does not admit of argu- 
ment. Noblesse oblige. You have my 
permission to leave me, Harry.”’ 

The young fellow kissed her. “ Ar- 
bitrary old tyrant!” he said, fondly. 
“T’ll go into a Trappist monastery if 
you're not careful.”’ 

“Don’t disgrace me by doing any- 
thing of the sort. People mainly go 
into a Trappist monastery because 
they can’t hold their tongues; that’s 
why I’m so surprised there are never 
any women there,” said the old lady, 
fiercely; and Harry went out. Some- 
times, he could not help wishing that 
his mother had had a monastic train- 
ing, for her tongue was never idle. 

Left alone, the old lady rang for 
Judkins, who came, green-and-gold 
livery and all. One part of the castle 
—the inhabited portion—was divided 
off, so as to be inaccessible to tourists. 
Sir Harry was supposed to be unaware 
of the old lady’s object in decking out 
Judkins with gorgeous livery. The 








latter took visitors around the ramparts 
at two-and-six a head, and thus, in the 
course of the year, accumulated a 
handsome sum which he handed over 
to his mistress with scrupulous fidelity. 
Fortunately for the revenues of Fonte- 
noy, there was a certain choice dun- 
geon left in the castle, with a complete, 
though somewhat primitive, iron ap- 
paratus, once used by Norman nobles 
for extracting teeth from Jews to 
whom they owed money; this, in by- 
gone times, seemed to have been the 
primitive Norman fashion of giving a 
receipt. Curiously enough, the fame 
of so barbarous a relic of the past had 
spread all over the world, and children 
of Israel came from many countries 
to see a machine which invariably 
proved to possess so strong a fascina- 
tion for them that they offered large 
sums for it. The ingenuous, and in- 
genious, Judkins—he was a bit of a 
mechanic in his spare time—taking ad- 
vantage of the craze, had a stock of 
duplicates artistically manufactured 
by himself, and did a thriving trade in 
this instrument of torture, each pur- 
chaser fondly believing that he alone 
possessed the original. Lady Fonte- 
noy, an innocent participator in the 
fraud, made at least a couple of hun- 
dred a year in this nefarious manner, 
and hoarded it. Judkins lived only to 
minister to her will and pleasure. 
There had been a John Oldkins in the 
time of Norman William, a villein on 
the estate. His descendant was still 
a villain, but Time had gradually con- 
tracted the ‘John Oldkins” into “Jud- 
kins.’’ Centuries of obedience had 
also made him a mere puppet. The 
autocratic old lady bent him like a 
reed. If she had told him to cut his 
throat, he would have done it. Now, 
she commanded him to bleed tourists 
instead of bleeding himself, and he did 
that equally as a matter of course, 
eying his rusty old tooth-extractor 
with a sigh of regret that the milk-and- 
watery laws of the realm prevented 
him from once more turning this bar- 
baric remnant of medievalism to its 
past profitable uses. He had an idea 
that tax-collectors and water-rate men 
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might be made as profitable as the 
usurers of old. 

Judkins appeared in answer to the 
bell, with the methodical accuracy of a 
machine. ‘How much to-day, Jud- 
kins?’ his mistress suspiciously in- 
quired. 

“Two pun’ seven, your ladyship.” 
Judkins handed her his leather bag. 

She counted the money carefully, 
and was about to put it away in a 
strong box which Judkins dragged from 
under the bed, when she suddenly 
espied a doubtful coin, bit it to make 
sure, and threw it to him. “A bad 
sixpence! If this happens again, I shall 
stop it out of your wages,”’ she said, 
severely. 

Although Judkins never received 
any wages, he heard the threat with 
well-feigned terror. “It sha’n’t never 
happen again, your ladyship,”’ he said, 
humbly; ‘‘ but some of them tourists 
‘ud take in Old Harry himself, they’re 
that artful.”’ 

Lady Fontenoy’s cap slipped over 
one eye. She jerked it fiercely back 
again. 

“Judkins, you know the duty you 
owe to my house?” 

“Yes, m’lady.” 

“T don’t mind telling you, Judkins, 
that I am uneasy about your master. 
He doesn’t know how badly off he is, 
and yet I can never find out how he 
spends his time. He’s never here, ex- 
cept in the Summer. How does he 
contrive to dress so well? Do you 
know if he dares to do anything for a 
living ?”’ 

‘No, m’lady.” 

‘And he doesn’t know that you take 
money for showing the place?” 

“No, m’lady.” 

“The things he doesn’t know, amaze 
me. Some day he will find out, Jud- 
kins. Then, he will thrash you for dis- 
gracing us. I dare not face him.” 

“Yes, m’lady.”’ 

“Will you take the thrashing, Jud- 
kins? Your master has a right to hang 
you with his own hands should he 
choose to amuse himself in that way. 
The right is only in abeyance. It still 
exists, you know.” 


“Yes, m’lady.”’ 

“There will be trouble soon, Judkins, 
if things don’t mend.” 

“Yes, m’lady.”’ 

“‘He must marry.” 

““In course, m’lady.’ 

“But it must be blue blood as well 
as yellow gold.” 

“In course, m’lady.’ 

**Do you know of any one suitable?” 

“There’s only one fam’ly, m’lady, 
as old as ours.”’ 

““The De Montalons?” 

“Yes, m’lady.”’ 

“But Miss De Montalon has no 
money.” 

‘““No, m’lady.” 

‘* Judkins, you’re an idiot.” 

“Yes, m’lady.”’ 

“Can’t you find a girl with blue 
blood and money enough?” 

“Can’t be done, m’lady.” 

“Ah!” she replied, ‘‘we’ve so lit- 
tle to offer in exchange—now.”’ 

“Only a moldy old castle, m’lady. 
Young ladies nowadays don’t care 
to look at blue blood unless it’s got 
motor cars, and di’monds, and yachts 
and things to set it off. Even the 
jackdaws won't stop in the castle now 
the walls is so shaky. I’ve had to 
ketch half-a-dozen, and tie ’em to the 
battlements with string, just to make 
the place look more cheerful; and they 
don’t like it.”’ 

“Who don’t? 
tourists ?’’ 

“The birds, m’lady. There’s one 
old jackdaw swears awful. He’s got a 
nest in the tower hard by the ‘ Fox and 
‘Ounds,’ and he’s picked up langwige 
there as ’ud make your ladyship’s hair 
curl.” 

‘“Well, what then? 
doing it myself.” 

‘“‘Nat’rally, m’lady, when the jack- 
daw sees tourists strolling round, he 
uses his gift, and makes the most of it. 
I’ve nearly broke my neck taking up 
his food to him on the top of the wall. 
Tourists tell one another about him, 
and I daren’t let him go, or the receipts 
would fall off. They come miles to 
hear him swear, m’lady, and look upon 
it as a treat.” 


’ 


‘ 


The birds or the 


It will save my 
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““What does he say, Judkins?”’ 
old lady sat up with keen interest. 

“If he was a ’uming being, m’lady, 
his fines for bad langwige ‘ud eat’ up 
all the profits. There’s no denyin’ he 
has a gift that way; and, when the old 
hen brings the young ones over to look 
at him, and he can’t join ‘em to go 
thieving round the village, he just 
makes the air blue all over the battle- 
ments. I had to shorten his string a 
bit to stop his fighting, and he nearly 
bit my thumb off.” 

“T must get up early and have a 
talk to him myself,’ said the old 
lady, with relish. “It’s a long time 
since I’ve heard what I call really 
strong language—language that says 
what it means, and means what it 
says.” 

“Yes, m’lady; not since the late 
earl’s time,” suggested Judkins. ‘‘One 
could always know what he meant, 
m’lady.”’ 

Lady Fontenoy frowned. ‘But 
about Miss De Montalon, Judkins? 
What’s the girl like?” 

“Very dark, m’lady—han’some as a 
picter. She’s been away nearly all the 
time for the last seven years. No 
money there, m’lady, but blood as 
good as ours.” 

“Well, Judkins’’—the old lady 
turned uneasily in her bed—‘‘we must 
find some one. If I were to die to- 
morrow, there wouldn’t be more than 
enough to keep your master going for 
a year.” 

“Can’t you let him work, m’lady? 
He wants to.” 

“Work!” The old lady sat bolt 
upright, with a scream of horror. 
“A Fontenoy work! Judkins, have 
you been drinking?” 

Judkins furtively moistened dry 
lips. He liked a glass of good ale, but, 
in his devotion to the family, often 
denied himself that pleasure. ‘‘No 
such luck, m’lady. It just makes my 
tongue go dry to listen to that jackdaw 
when his fam’ly jeer, and he can’t get 
at ’em. He likes his bread sopped in 
beer. He'll overlook anything when 
I give him that.” 

The old lady reluctantly produced a 


The 


shilling. ‘I shall deduct this from 
your wages, Judkins,” she said, mag- 





nificently. ‘In the meantime, slake 
your thirst, and the—the jack- 
daw’s, too. He mustn’t get too thirsty 


to swear, or people won’t come to lis- 
ten to him.” 

Judkins hesitated, and shut his lips 
tight. ‘If you’d excuse me, m’lady, 
I ain’t so thirsty as I was, and Jacky 
don’t mind his beer being stale. I 
didn’t mean to-—to grumble, m’lady.”’ 

“Nonsense! nonsense!”’ The old 
lady was touched. ‘ Doas I order you, 
Judkins. The bird must have a little 
stimulant, just to encourage him, and 
you must have a little to encourage 
the bird. Take the shilling, immedi- 
ately.” 

Judkins took the shilling. ‘I can 
give it back to her to-morrow,”’ he mur- 
mured to himself. ‘ Now, Sir Harry’ll 
come to me, and cuss because she 
won’t allow him to work. And she 
won't let him marry money if there 
ain’t blood be’ind it; and folk with 
money ain’t got no blood, and folk 
with blood ain’t got no money; and 
I’m as hard up as that old jackdaw, 
*cept he don’t mind his beer stale, and 
I does. Sir Harry’s got a string round 
his leg, too; but he can’t cut it till the 
old lady dies. The old earl would ha’ 
pulled up if she’dha’lethim. Notshe! 
She ain’t the pulling-up sort. When 
he wanted to save, ‘Remember your 
blue blood,’ says she. ‘Poor Harry,’ 
says he. ‘Nobody’s obliged,’ says she, 
in her orty, forrin way; and he never 
had no answer to that, though I can’t 
see why. Now, I must take my liv’ry 
off, and dig worms for that bloomin’ 
jackdaw. Nice way he’ll thank me, 
too, when he gets ’em. Just sits and 
looks at me, and sneers at my shirt- 
sleeves, cause they ain’t as clean as 
they might be. That’s his way when 
I don’t give him any beer. Once or 
twice, I’ve nearly ’ad a go at him with 
a clothes prop. I’d ha’ done it, too, 
if he wasn’t such a draw.”” And Jud- 
kins moodily went away, oppressed by 
the indignity of digging up worms for 
his ungrateful protégé on the ram- 
parts. 
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II 


ONE evening, a month after this con- 
versation between Judkins and his mis- 
tress, Sir Harry Fontenoy turned out 
of the Garrick Club, drawing his silk 
wrapper more closely around his throat. 
In his hand, he carried a song neatly 
tied with a piece of string. He did not 
seem to be particularly anxious for rec- 
ognition, and, suddenly stopping in a 
dark corner, took a shapeless bundle 
from his pocket, and dexterously 
slipped on a black mustache and wig. 
When he emerged into the glowing 
lights of Leicester Square, even the 
blasé statue of Shakespeare in the 
middle of it, although staring straight 
toward him, did not appear to know 
who he was. A man he had met at 
the Garrick half an hour ago, brushed 
hastily past without recognizing him. 
Thus reassured, Sir Harry continued 
on his way until he came to a narrow 
alley leading to the stage entrance of 
“The Alhambra Music Hall.” Even 
at this entrance, there flamed forth a 
big poster giving out to the world that 
the great serio-comic artist, Mr. Harry 
Vavasour, would that evening sing his 
new song, ““When the World Goes 
Round, We’re Upside Down.” 

Sir Harry looked at the poster with 
agrin. “Jove, if the mater only found 
out that I’m earning my living, she’d 
have a fit. She little knows I’ve 
been making a hundred a week for the 
last five years. And she doesn’t know 
that I know she and Judkins have also 
been making a pot of money by using 
that immoral old jackdaw as a decoy- 
duck to the castle. Well, well, it’s a 
tum world. This is my last night at 
‘The Halls.’ Then, I return to my own 
halls with Letty and Babs. Where are 
my lozenges? Ah, that’s all right. 
Now, how does it go? Tra-la-la! 
““*When the world goes round we are upside 

down, 
So a very wise man has said; 


But the angriest man can’t swear or frown 
If he stands on the top of his head.’ 


Rubbish, but the chorus is good. Now 
to get it off my chest, and back to Letty 
and Babs. Wouldn’t the mater be 


surprised if she were to see Babs! 
There’s more blue blood in the three of 
us than in the rest of the United King- 
dom put together.” 

He nodded gaily to the sphinx-like, 
little, old man whose ruffled gray eye- 
brows gave him the appearance of a 
benevolent hyena in a pigeonhole. 

““Good evenin’, Mr. Vavasour,”’ said 
the little, old man. ‘How’s Mrs. 
Vavasour doin’ at ‘The Troc’?” 

“Coining money,” said Sir Harry. 
“Babs was asking after you this morn- 
ing, Binks. She wanted me to bring 
her down to see you.” 

Binks poked his head through the 
little pigeonhole, and there was a blush 
of pleasure on his weather-beaten coun- 
tenance. “I’ve taken the liberty, Mr. 
Vavasour, sir. A small reminder, sir. 
A—a gollywog for Miss Babs—a reg- 
‘lar black un. I got one of the carpen- 
ters to give it an extra coat of paint, 
and whiten its teeth. Miss Babs can’t 
abear gollywogs with yellow teeth. 
P’r’aps you wouldn’t mind givin’ it to 
Miss Babs, sir, with Binks’s love.”’ 

Sir Harry took it, heartily. ‘Look 
here, Binks, you’re an unscrupulous 
old ruffian! What on earth do you 
mean by wasting your substance on 
a wealthy infant like Babs? She’s 
heaps of toys; but she always seems 
to fancy yours more than any of the 
others. Mrs. Vavasour shall bring her 
down to see you in a day or two. Or, 
better still, run up to us to-morrow 
morning. I'll let Babs know you’re 
coming.” 

He went down a narrow stone pas- 
sage which was faintly illuminated 
with gas-jets, guarded by wire netting. 
Along the walls were ranged notices 
setting forth severe penalties for talk- 
ing in the wings. A little further 
on was a recondite request to “ Wipe 
your Trilbies.” He wiped his “Tril- 
bies,”” and entered the little room al- 
lotted to him, in order to ‘‘make up.” 
He broadened his. nose until it had a 
comic look, darkened his eyebrows, 
stuck a flaring dab of rouge on each 
cheek, then sauntered to the wings, 
and waited for his number to go up. 

It was a strange world. The ballet 


fh 
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was just over, and carpenters scurried 
about with huge pieces of scenery. 
They resembled ants dragging pre- 
posterous burdens. Fair Amazons, in 
impossible costumes, gave up their 
“‘props”’ to an old, Fagin-like man who 
seemed to keep a small shop at the 
back of the stage. Two gorgeous 
flunkies with swaggering, quivering 
calves, attended to put up “ Mr. Vava- 
sour’s” number. They cast glances 
of admiration at him, and waited till 
the great man was ready. 

Sir Harry nodded carelessly, as the 
orchestra struck up the opening bars 
of, ‘‘When the World Goes Round;” 
then, stuck his hat on the back of his 
head, and lounged into the glare of the 
footlights. 

As he opened his song, he looked at 
the sea of faces before him. Though 
they were too far off for him to dis- 
tinguish any individual features, they 
all seemed to be on the broad grin. In 
private life, Sir Harry was not con- 
scious that he was funny; it was Letty 
De Montalon who had made the dis- 
covery that, with proper training, he 
could be very funny—in public. He 
alone had penetrated his old play- 
mate’s disguise. She, the only daugh- 
ter of a house as ancient as his own, 
had gone on the music-hall stage un- 
der an assumed name, to make money. 
As soon as she had made enough to live 
on, she intended to go back to Monta- 
lon, and resume her ordinary life. 
Moved by compassion for Sir Harry’s 
impecuniosity, and his ardent desire 
to do something, she had taken un- 
heard-of pains to train him for the 
music-hall stage. He had a good 
voice, some knowledge of music, and 
any amount of perseverance. In three 
months, he made his début; in six 
months, he was getting forty pounds a 
week; in nine months, he married Letty 
De Montalon at a registry office; and 
now there was—Babs. 

Babs was already four, although it 
seemed impossible to believe it. In 
five years, Sir Harry had made a for- 
tune. Letty had worked for nearly 
seven; she also had made a fortune. 
On the whole, they had not spent more 


than eight hundred a year between 
them. Any extravagance they com- 
mitted was on Babs’s behalf; but Babs 
was always worth it, with her big, 
blue eyes, golden hair, blue blood, and 
all the winning ways of childhood— 
ways which had subjugated the worthy 
Binks, and made him her slave for- 
ever. 

Sir Harry sang his song to a sea of 
grinning faces, was encored three 
times, then leisurely sauntered back to 
the wings, nodded to Binks on his 
way out, and stopped short, suddenly. 
“By the way, Binks, come out of your 
den a moment. This is my last night 
here. I want to speak to you.” 

Binks shuffled out. He was bent 
and wizened and gray, and seemed lost 
in the narrow passage. He was very 
thin, too, with a little dry, habitual 
cough. 

Sir Harry looked at him, compas- 
sionately. ‘‘ We've a surprise in store 
for you, Binks. How would you like 
to live in the country?” 

Binks shook his head, dubiously. 
“You wasn’t thinkin’ of shovin’ me 
into a ’ome for invalids, or any non- 
sense of that sort, Mr. Vavasour, sir? 
I’m good for many years yet.” 

‘No; of course not. But a word in 
your ear, Binks. We're going to give 
up public life, and thought, perhaps, 
you'd like to give it up, too, and come 
with us. My name isn’t ‘Vavasour’ 
at all; I’m Sir Harry Fontenoy, and 
Babs is a babe of high degree. I know 
the secret’s safe with you. Give the 
people here a week’s notice, and get 
your traps together. If you don’t be- 
lieve me, see here. Don’t I look like my 
ancestor in the National Gallery?” 
He hastily pulled off his wig and mus- 
tache, as a tall, fair young man close 
by opened the door of a brougham, 
and prepared to get in. Neither of 
them noticed him. ‘Do I look like a 
music-hall fellow?’’ asked Sir Harry. 

The man entering the brougham 
flashed a startled glance at Sir Harry, 
then called to his coachman, “The 
Trocadero, as fast as you can go.” 

He flung himself back on the cush- 
ions with a chuckle. ‘‘Wonder what 











96 THE SMART SET 


Fontenoy’s up to. Why, I’ve been 
talking to him all the afternoon at 
‘The Garrick.’ Queer fish. Poor asa 
church rat. No one seems to know 
where he lives. Can it be possible? 
Yes, of course. It was ‘Vavasour,’ 
the music-hall man, who was talking 
to Binks, and ‘Vavasour’ is Fontenoy. 
That accounts for his always being 
seen about in quiet little restaurants 
with Madame Serao. Wonder what 
he’s up to? The last of the Fontenoys 
earning his living on the music-hall 
stage! Of course, that’s it; and the 
old lady—the proudest woman in Eng- 
land—doesn’t know it. I'll make 
Madame Serao give him up, or threaten 
to tell the old lady. He’s sure to be 
coming on to ‘The Troc.’ I think I 
see my way now.” 

He lighted a cigarette, and grinned 
through the darkness. Although a 
good-looking young fellow, his grin 
was not nice. At “The Garrick” that 
afternoon, Sir Harry had called him 
“Courthope.”” In spite of his South- 
African millions, he was not popular. 

Courthope waited at the stage-door 
of “The Troc,”’ after scribbling a little 
note and sending it in to Madame Serao. 
[It was an invitation to sup with him 
and Mr. Vavasour at his rooms. 
‘“‘Wonder what she’ll say to that?’’ he 
grinned. “If she’s in love with Fonte- 
noy, she won't lose the opportunity of 
meeting him. She’s refused all my in- 
vitations up to date. It will bea capi- 
tal dodge to get them together, sud- 
denly show up Fontenoy, and make 
him go home to his mama like a good 
little boy. He’s sure to be along in a 
few minutes to fetch her.” 

Lady Fontenoy, alias Letty De 
Montalon, alias Madame Serao, was 
getting into her cloak when Courthope’s 
note reached her. Recognizing the 
writing, she was about to fling it into 
the fire. Then, she caught Vavasour’s 
name, and smiled. ‘‘What does Harry 
mean by accepting this Mr. Courthope’s 
invitation?” she mused. “He knows 
that the man is always pestering me 
with his attentions. Still, if I refuse, 
I shall have to go home, and sup alone. 
Of course, I shall wait here until Harry 





appears. It was silly of him to accept. 
He will not enjoy seeing another man 
making love to me.” 

She drew Sir Harry’s miniature from 
her heart, looked into his great, honest 
eyes, and smiled. ‘To think I’m as 
much in love with him as the first day 
we met! How tired I am of this life, 
although it is my last night of it! Bo- 
hemia has dealt very generously with 
us; but we have had enough of it. I 
want to help Harry rebuild Fontenoy, 
bring up Babs in her proper sphere, 
and forget—bohemia. Once we give 
up ‘The Halls,’ there must be no more 
bohemia. Yes, I think we have both 
had enough of ‘The Halls,’ and more 
than enough of Mr. Courthope. Now 
for him. I wish Harry had not ac- 
cepted such an invitation from a man 
whom I cordially dislike.” 

She hastily scribbled a line: 

** Let me know when Mr. Vavasour arrives, 
and I will join you.” 

“Take that down to Mr. Courthope,”’ 
she said to her “‘dresser.”’ 

The “dresser” reached the stage- 
door just as Sir Harry arrived. 

Courthope tore open the note. ‘‘Mr. 
Vavasour, I think?” he said, turning to 
Sir Harry. 

With an inaudible chuckle, Sir 
Harry bowed. Courthope had been 
yarning to him about lions all the after- 
noon. 

“Will you sup with me to-night?’ 
asked Courthope. “I have asked Ma- 
dame Serao to join us.” 

“‘Madame Serao!”’ 

“Yes, you know her, of course? 
That was why I thought of asking 
you.” 

‘“‘And she consents?” 

“Yes. Why not?” 

“She is not in the habit—”’ Sir Harry 
began, hastily. Then, he checked him- 
self as Courthope grinned with satis- 
faction. 

“I know, but here is her note,” 
Courthope said. 

Sir Harry’s countenance cleared. 
He saw that Courthope had noticed 
his intimacy with “Madame Serao,” 
and had taken advantage of it. But 
what was his object? Was he in love 
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with Letty? Never mind, he would 
soon find out. If Courthope wished 
to make him jealous, he was a fool. 
Letty would explain, later. 

Letty came down, dark-eyed, radiant, 
the loveliest woman in London. She 
had the faculty of putting off “The 
Music Hall” directly she escaped from 
it, and was simply the great lady. 
Courthope, as she bowed to him some- 
what distantly, was full of delight at 
the success of his stratagem. “Can 
we all squeeze into my coupé?” she 
said, doubtfully. ‘Good evening, Mr. 
Vavasour.” 

Sir Harry bowed, formally. ‘“‘Wish 
he wouldn’t treat her as if she were in 
his own set,” murmured Courthope. 
“You can’t be familiar with a woman 
who gives herself such airs. She apes 
the grand manner perfectly. Hadn't 
we better all get into my brougham?”’ 
he suggested. 

‘“*Thanks,” said ‘‘ Madame Serao.”’ 
She told her coachman to follow Mr. 
Courthope’s carriage, and wait. Then, 
she got in, and motioned to Courthope 
to sit beside her. ‘“‘It will serve Harry 
right,” she thought, “‘for accepting an 
invitation of this kind without con- 
sulting me. The man has pestered me 
with his abominable attentions for the 
last three months. It is time that he 
discontinued them for good and all.”’ 

Sir Harry was unruffled. “It’s a 
queer business, but she will tell me all 
about it,” he mused, “when we get 
home. Courthope thinks we’re only 
friends. The beggar’s so cocky at 
getting her to sup with us, that I’m 
not going to undeceive him just yet. 
If he isn’t careful, he may wish he 
hadn’t thought of this ingenious little 
dodge. It may not work out in quite 
the way he expects.” 

Courthope’s rooms were perhaps a 
trifle too florid to please a puritanic 
taste. He himself seemed to be con- 
scious of this, and accounted for it by 
his life in South Africa. ‘One loses 
touch there,” he said, “‘with good taste. 
It takes a man a year or two to get into 
the correct attitude.” Letty thought 
it would take Courthope more than a 


year or two, although he made an ad- 
July 1903 


mirable host. The supper was served 
to perfection by his man, who waited 
deft-handed, shod with the slippers of 
silence. After bringing coffee and 
liqueurs and cigars, the man withdrew, 
and there ensued a momentary pause. 

“You smoke, Madame Serao?”’ asked 
Courthope, pushing a box of perfumed 
cigarettes toward her. 

It seemed to Letty a punishment for 
being in bohemia, to assume that she 
smoked. Besides, it implied so many 
other things. 

“Oh, you needn’t be afraid. All the 
women in good society do,” said 
Courthope, mistaking her attitude, 
and anxious to show his knowledge of 
“good society.” 

“Thank you,” replied Letty, coldly; 
“I fear that in this respect, at least, I 
cannot aspire to imitate good society. 
It is so—so far above me.” 

Courthope looked significantly at 
Sir Harry. “Indeed! indeed! I 
should have thought ’”’—he passed the 
liqueurs to Sir Harry as he spoke— 
“from your manner that you were in 
constant touch with it.” 

Letty rose, as if tired. She had not 
come there to discuss her manner with 
Courthope. ‘Perhaps you will see me 
to my carriage, Mr. Vavasour! It is 
late, and Iam tired. Good night, Mr. 
Courthope. At some future time, I 
shall hope to have the pleasure of re- 
turning your hospitality.” 

Courthope got up, and lounged in- 
solently toward the fireplace. “Ah, 
yes, thanks. But, before you go, there 
is one little thing I wanted to say.” 

Sir Harry also rose. “I don’t think 
I would say it in that way, if I were 
you,” he suggested, with a touch of 
anger in his voice. 

“Why not—Fontenoy?” asked Court- 
hope, quietly, and awaited the effect 
of his carefully thrown bomb. Neither 
“Madame Serao” nor “ Vavasour” 
seemed surprised. 

“You see, it’s no good.”” Courthope 
turned with a grin to Letty. “I spotted 
him this evening, and I knew you would 
not accept my invitation without him. 
Then, he came up just at the right mo- 
ment, and I bagged you both. Good 
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night, Fontenoy. Sorry to turn you 
out, but you’d better go. I want to 
talk over this little matter with Ma- 
dame Serao—alone!” 

There was a dangerous glint in Sir 
Harry’s blue eyes, as he moved nearer 
to the fireplace. 

Courthope rang the bell. “Order 
my carriage for Sir Harry Fontenoy,” 
he said to the servant. 

Sir Harry’s fist shot out; Courthope 
went down like a bullock. The im- 
passive valet waited at the door, as 
Courthope struggled up on one elbow. 

“I give you one more chance,” 
hissed Courthope. “Leave the house 
at once, or to-morrow I go down to 
Fontenoy, and call on your mother, 
you—you pauper, music-hall aristo- 
crat.” 

“Thanks,” said Sir Harry. “I'd 
put a bit of raw beefsteak on that eye 
if I were you, Courthope. You'll 
want it—badly.” He turned to Letty, 
and offered her his arm. 

“You'll not let him take you away 
till you’ve heard what I have to say,” 
sneered Courthope. ‘“‘He can’t hope to 
marry you.” 

“That is a matter which scarcely 
needs discussion,” said Letty, haugh- 
tily. ‘Come, Harry.” 

“True enough,” said Sir Harry. 
‘Fact is, Courthope, you'll be de- 
lighted to hear that we are already 
married.”” He turned to the valet. 
‘Lady Fontenoy’s carriage. If you’re 
not satisfied, Courthope, get up, and 
I'll knock you down again. Perhaps, 
on the whole, you’d better stay where 
you are, and take my tip about the 
beefsteak.”’ 

When they reached the carriage, 
Letty nestled closely up to him. “He 
will go down to Fontenoy first thing 
n the morning,” she said, apprehen- 
sively. ‘‘He can easily get a chemist 
to paint his eye for him.” 

“Never mind if he does, I don’t 
think any chemist’s painting can come 
up to mine. We'll take a little later 
train,’ said Sir Harry. ‘‘I should like 
to see him interviewing the mater. 
He'll keep her awake for a bit.” 

As the carriage rolled away, Court- 


hope got up from the rug, and looked at 
his disfigured optic in the glass. “Get 
me a piece of raw beefsteak, and don’t 
stand staring there, you fool,” he said 
to the returning valet. ‘‘Where’s the 
railway guide?” 

The unmoved valet brought him a 
small piece of beefsteak on a large 
plate, and a railway guide. 

“Of course, they’re not married,” 
muttered Courthope, hastily turning 
over the leaves; “that’s all brag. I'll 
go down by the nine-o’clock train to 
Fontenoy, and tell the old lady every- 
thing. Then, her precious bully of a 
son will have to return to her. I 
fancy Madame Serao will soon be sick 
of him.” 

The valet silently approached the 
table. He coughed, deprecatingly. 

“What do you want?” asked Court- 
hope. 

“I beg to resign, sir.” 

“Resign! Stuff! Nonsense! 
for?’ 

“IT have my feelings, sir,” declared 
the valet. ‘“‘I was once with a dook; I 
owe it to myself and the haristocracy 
to leave.” 

“Go to the devil!’ growled Court- 
hope. 

“After you, sir,” said the valet, 
with a polite bow. 


What 


Ill 


Jupxins regarded Courthope’s card 
with suspicion. “‘Her ladyship’s in 
bed,” he remarked, with an air of 
finality. “‘We don’t get up till eleven.” 

“*We don’t get up till eleven’! 
Why, you look as if you never went to 
bed at all,” retorted Courthope. 

“I ain’t up officially till my liv’ry’s 
on, and I don’t put on my liv’ry till 
eleven,” said Judkins, surlily. “‘You 
can’t see the ruins till eleven.” 

“Ruins! I want to see her lady- 
ship.” Courthope seemed to think it 
was the same thing. 

“If you'll just stroll round till I’ve 
got into my liv’ry,” said Judkins, 
“T’ll take your card up. Officially, | 
ain’t here at all; but you make it worth 
my while, and I'll just risk it.” 
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Courthope deftly insinuated a sov- 
ereign into Judkins’s supple palm. 
“All right. I didn’t know you’d a 
fixed hour for exhibiting the—the 
curiosities of the place, or I’d have 
come later. But my business is urgent. 
I’ll stroll round the ramparts while 
you're gone. The flyman was telling 
me about a curious bird you have 
here.” 

Judkins became more respectful. 
“He ain’t curious; it’s his langwige,” 
he said, gradually unbending to the 
gracious influence of so munificent a 
tip. ‘‘Here’s my key, sir. You'll 
find the tooth-extractor in the shed.” 

“* Tooth-extractor! ” 

“Yes, sir, tooth-extractor. Our 
fam’ly used it in the old days when 
people came bothering us. Some- 
times—”’ he glanced significantly at his 
premature visitor—‘ sometimes I wish 
we were back in the good old times.” 

“Ah, yes! dare say you do. 
These are quite good enough for me.” 
Courthope took the keys, and lighted a 
cigar. ‘“‘Now for the jackdaw. Come 
and fetch me when you're officially 
ready.” 

He strolled around the ruins, and 
amused himself, when he came out on 
the ramparts, by flinging pebbles at 
the jackdaw. At first, that venerable 
bird only winked, then suddenly opened 
his beak, and let fly a volley of rustic 
profanity which astounded even so 
hardened a being as Courthope. 

Courthope climbed up the ram- 
parts, and discovered that the vi 
tuperative bird was tied to a loose 
brick by a string. ‘For two pins,” 
he said, vindictively, “I’d wring your 
neck.” 

The jackdaw again repeated his im- 
pressions concerning Courthope. They 
were wholly unfavorable. 

Stung by these unprovoked insults, 
Courthope made a sudden spring, 
caught his foot in a crevice, and tried 
to seize the wily bird. 

The jackdaw made one thrust with 
a bill which patient rubbing on the 
brick had rendered razor-like in its 
sharpness. Courthope missed his aim 
and footing, and bumped down to the 


foot of the ramparts, severely damag- 
ing his clothes in the process. His 
anger was not appeased to hear Jud- 
kins chuckling behind him. 

“I keeps the stones loose in case 
some one tries to steal him,” Judkins 
explained. “’Tain’t the first time 
he’s held the fort; and ’twon’t be the 
last, neither.” 

He dexterously dusted Courthope, 
and set him on his feet again. ‘“‘If 
it’s pianos or sewing-machines or 
fam’ly Bibles to sell, her ladyship won’t 
see you,” he explained. ‘“‘If it’s really 
about Sir Harry, you’re to come along 
o’ me.” 

““Confound it!” Courthope wrath- 
fully shouted. ‘‘Do I look like a man 
who sells pianos and sewing-ma- 
chines? This is the last place in the 
world I’d think of bringing a Bible 
to,”” 

“You did look like it—afore Il 
brushed you,” retorted Judkins 
“You're sure this sov’rin’s a good 


un?” He suspiciously tested the coin 
with his teeth. “It don’t seem ‘ard 
enough.” 


“Why, it’s as hard as your skull,” 
Courthope declared, his good-humor 
suddenly returning. 

“‘Garne whoam to mother,” jeered 
the jackdaw, hopping upon his brick; 
then, collecting himself for a final and 
cumulative effort, he said, in the frank- 
est, most unbowdlerized terms, what 
he thought of Courthope. 

“Who taught him all that?” asked 
Courthope, admiringly. ‘Your mis- 
tress?” 

Judkins, disdaining any reply to this 
infamous insinuation, led the way in 
silence. 

For once, Lady Fontenoy had got up, 
and was already attired in the black 
silk. She received Courthope in semi- 
state. ‘“‘Youneedn’t go, Judkins,” she 
said, after one comprehensive glance 
at Courthope. ‘*The—the gentleman 
will not stay long.” 

Courthope felt that this was not a 
very promising beginning. 

“Now, sir”—the old lady turned to 
him, majestically—“ be kind enough to 
explain the object of this intrusion. I 
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hear that your visit concerns my son. 
Does he owe you any money?” 

“Oh, no,” said Courthope, indiffer- 
ently. ‘“‘I have plenty of money. Fine 
old place you have here; a little moldy 
and tarnished, perhaps, but there’s an 
air about it—blue blood and all that 
sort.of thing, don’t you know.” 

“TI don’t know,” declared the old 
lady; “‘and, to judge from your manner, 
[ shouldn’t think you knew, either. 
To say the least of it, it is unfortunate. 
Poor but worthy parents, I presume?” 

Courthope flushed, angrily. He al- 
lowed his parents five pounds a month 
m condition that they stayed in a 
remote part of South Africa, and never 

laimed him for their own. ‘I didn’t 
come here to discuss my parents,”’ he 
said. “All the world has heard of 
your devotion to your unworthy son. 
[ want to talk to you about him.” 

“Unworthy! Your family is re- 
cent, I presume?” 

“Yes—very.” 

“I knew it. Of course, I cannot 
listen to you. The very idea is pre- 
posterous.”’ 

“Eh? What?” exclaimed the 
amazed Courthope. ‘‘Can’t listen to 
me, when I’ve come all this way to tell 
you something important?”’ 

The old lady rose in indignant maj- 
esty. “No, sir, of course I cannot 
listen to you. A Fontenoy can only 
be criticized by a Fontenoy—not by a 
—a mushroom.” 

In the face of this amazing arro- 
gance—this muddle-headed medie- 
valism—Courthope made an effort to 
recover his self-possession. ‘“‘ You sur- 
prise me almost as much as your won- 
derful bird,’’ he said, smilingly. “I 
came here to do you a good turn, 
Lady Fontenoy.” 

“You! Thank you, but I am not 
in the habit of receiving ‘good turns’ 
from strangers. I refer you to——” 

“Sir Harry?’’ sneered Courthope. 

“No, sir; the jackdaw on the ram- 
parts. I know enough of him to be 
aware that he can express my feelings 
with regard to you in language which 
my rank, unhappily, precludes me from 
using. Judkins, the door.” 


Courthope took up his hat. “So 
sorry your rank prevents you from 
listening to me,” he remarked, non- 
chalantly. “I came down to warn 
you that your son is misconducting 
himself in London.” 

“Sir,” said the old lady, with thrill- 
ing hauteur, “even your parvenu 
ignorance should not have blinded you 
to the fact that a Fontenoy is a law 
unto himself, and can only be criti- 
cized by his peers.” 

“Well, you see, unfortunately, I’m 
not a peer.”” Courthope attempted a 
sneer, which failed, signally. 

“The misfortune would be that of 
your fellow-peers. Door, Judkins!” 

“One moment, Lady Fontenoy. 
Your son has been making money on 
the music-hall stage. A Fontenoy 
exhibiting himself as a hired buffoon 
on the music-hall stage! Think of the 
disgrace!” 

*Disgrace!”” The old lady thrust 
her head forward with a movement 
strongly resembling the jackdaw’s. 
“Disgrace! When a Fontenoy takes 
to the stage, sir, 1 would have you 
know that he sets the fashion. There 
is no question of disgrace.” 

“But there’s a—a lady in the case.” 
Courthope paused to allow his in- 
famous meaning to sink into the old 
lady’s mind. 

“Well, sir?” 

“Oh, that’s all. I see you’re not 
surprised. He its very blue-blooded, 
after all, isn’t he?”’ 

“Where did you say you come 
from?” asked Lady Fontenoy, with 
unexpected amiability. 

“South Africa.” 

“Ah, I thought so—from your 
manner—or the want of it. Were 
you resident in Europe you would, of 
necessity, be aware that in a semi- 
royal house like ours, we have certain 
traditions which we live up to.” 

“T wouldn’t say up,” replied Court- 
hope. 

“That’s your bourgeois view of 
things. Judkins, the door!” 

“One moment.”’ Courthope bowed, 
deprecatingly. ‘“‘ He says he’s married 
to her—a music-hall singer! Married!” 
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“Well?” 

“For an old family like yours to 
mix its blue blood with the muddy 
tide of a daughter of the people must 
be somewhat of a shock.” 

“Must it! You are evidently un- 
aware that we ennoble those with 
whom we ally ourselves. Did he say 
he was married to her?” 

“He did; and ordered ‘Lady Fon- 
tenoy’s carriage.’ They supped with 
me last night.” 

“‘ Ah, yes; we have the royal manner, 
too. It isn’t the first time a Fontenoy 
has lied to save a woman’s honor,” 
declared the old lady. She came 
down from her chair, which was on a 
sort of dais, and approached Court- 
hope, scrutinizingly. ‘‘This was at a 
supper, you say?”’ 

“Yes—last night.” 

The old lady, who had the eye, as 
well as the beak, of an eagle, looked 
him squarely in the face. “Did any- 
thing happen to you at the supper?” 

“‘Any —thing!”’ stammered Court- 
hope. 

“Yes; your eyes—forgive me for be- 
ing personal ’’—her manner was sweetly 
solicitous—“‘ don’t quite match.” 

“Oh, it’s a way they have in South 
Africa—the—the climate,’’ Courthope 
hastily explained. 

“Indeed! It seems to me more re- 
cent. I should have thought, if you 
had asked my opinion, that their sud- 
den disparity in size began last night.” 

“But I didn’t 1 

“No, I know you didn’t. Perhaps 
you would like to see this telegram?”’ 
The old lady thrust it suddenly under 
the bewildered Courthope’s nose. 
“Read it out. There! Takeit! Read 
it out, man, if you know how to read.” 

Courthope took it. 

‘““‘Amusing scoundrel named Courthope 
coming to call on you. Don’t believe him. 


Noblesse oblige. Shall be with you in an 
hour. 





“* Harey.’” 


“You understand? Perhaps you do 
not care to meet my son? He might 
find it incumbent to do away with 
your inequality of vision. He has 
been well trained.” 
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“Looks as if he were going to brazen 
it out. Believe me, Lady Fontenoy, I 
don’t know which has charmed me 
more—the pleasure of meeting you or 
the making the acquaintance of your 
invaluable bird. Aw revoir.” 

“I trust not.” 

Courthope bowed low. “Madame, 
did my blood match yours, I should as- 
pire to the privilege of meeting you as 
an equal.” 

“Sir,” bowed the old lady, “as it 
is impossible even to imagine so re- 
mote a contingency, I am afraid that 
you must content yourself with the 
society of the jackdaw.” 

“Thanks, no,’’ said Courthope, lan- 
guidly. ‘Like your own, his retorts 
are too pointed.” 

“TI shall not detain you, lest they 


should become sharper still. Door, 
Judkins.”’ 
Judkins moved to the door. As he 


did so, there was a sound of foot- 
steps along the old stone passage. 
“Where’s gwan’ma?”’ asked a childish 
treble. 

“Here,”’ said Sir Harry. ‘You go 
first, Babs, and kiss her hand. Don’t 
be frightened.”’ 

““Fwitened!”’ The little maid’s pa- 
trician head went up with the grace 
of a_ thoroughbred’s. ‘“ Fwitened, 
daddy!” 

She walked into the room, her large, 
fearless, innocent eyes searching for 
Lady Fontenoy. Then, she approached 
the amazed old lady. ‘‘Gwan’ma, I 
have come to kiss your hand.” 

The old lady’s eyes nearly started 
from their sockets. ‘‘‘Gran’ma!’ Who 
are you, child? Quick! Who are 
you?” 

The little maid drew herself up still 
more proudly, as a sunbeam danced 
through the dusty window, and played 
upon her golden head. “I am Lady 
Bawbawa de Montalon Fontenoy, 
gwan’ma,”’ she said, gravely. “I have 
come to kiss your hand.” 

The old lady bent down, extended 
her hand, caught the dainty little fig- 
ure in her arms, and snatched it to her 
starved old heart. 

“Babs, present your mother to the 
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Dowager Lady Fontenoy,” said Sir 
Harry, gravely. 

Courthope hesitated amoment. All 
that was best in him came to the front, 
and struggled for utterance. ‘‘ Fonte- 
noy, I beg you and your wife to accept 
my sincerest apologies. I—I am 
ashamed.” 

As he stumbled out of the room, the 
old lady, all her pride of race forgotten, 
still caressed the child. Then, she 
moved swiftly to the door. 

**Not a word for us, mother? Where 
are you going?’ asked Sir Harry. 

The old lady nearly stumbled in her 
haste. “‘ Yes, yes, it’s all right, Harry. 
It’s all right. I'll talk to your wife, 
presently. I’m going to show the 
child to the jackdaw.”’ 


te 


Babs struggled down to the floor. 
“But, gwan’ma, there’s Binks.” 

“Binks!” said- the old lady, halting 
on the threshold. ‘“‘ Binks! What is 
a Binks?” 

“‘Binks,”’ declared the golden-haired 
mite, taking the grotesque, shambling 
old door-keeper by the hand, “ Binks 
is my oldest fwend! Binks, this is 
gwan’ma—gwan’ma, this is Binks.” 

“‘Proud to meet your ladyship,”’ said 
Binks, extending a horny paw. 

Lady Fontenoy shook it, graciously. 
“I am charmed to know a friend of my 
granddaughter’s,”’ she said, with regal 
condescension. 

“Yes, gwan’ma,”’ piped Babs; “I 
knew you and Binkie would love each 
other!” 


UNDERSONGS 


N Summer didst thou never dream alone 
Beside some woodland stream that crept o’er stone 
And shoal and root in tinkling waterfalls, 
While from a meadow came the far-off calls 
Of piping birds across the wind-blown flowers, 
And deep-toned bees droned down the lazy hours? 


There, buried ’neath the daisies’ waving heads, 
Deep in the clover’s spangled whites and reds, 

Didst thou ne’er read some poet’s golden page, 
Mellow and pensive with the dust of age, 

Till woodland bird and bee and tinkling brook 

Blent with the music of the poet’s book? 


And hast thou turned to that same page again, 

When Earth had lost the old, familiar strain 

Of mingling stream and noonday bee and bird, 

And in regretful undet1songs still heard 

The droning wings and mellow-fluted notes 

In lingering echoes from those silent throats? 

And hast thou ne’er still heard the murmuring stream 
Creep thro’ the music of the poet’s dream? 


ARTHUR STRINGER. 
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FR LSIE—I don’t believe in falling in love. 
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AT THE YEAR’S END 


By Martha Fishel 


the arts, rich and sufficiently 

young, looked about the studio 
of his bachelor suite, his eyes veiled 
in reverie. 

“That bit of tapestry is hung di- 
vinely—her suggestion. These rooms 
prove her taste to be perfect. Who 
but she would have placed this brass 
jug so that it catches the light, making 
it the same glowing yellow as the 
jonquils filling it? Who, indeed, but 
Kate, would have dared put the 
dancing nymph cheek by jowl with 
that dreaming monk? By Jove, his 
expression under his cowl seems al- 
ready softened at the nearness of her 
inviting eyes!” 

He laughed softly at the idea. 

“Dear Kate!—a mixture of Puritan 
and pagan. The pagan within you 
was dominant the day you lifted the 
monk, your eyes full of daring; but 
to-night the Puritan is at hand, and, 
though you love me, you have said 
you will marry Archer.” 

No shadow of disappointment or 
chagrin was in his face. He was 
rather amused than otherwise, as 
he puffed rings of smoke into the 
air. 

“It was like her spirit and daring 
to ask me to dine to-night, giving no 
hint of the coup in store, and without 
an instant’s warning, announce her 
coming marriage with Archer—Archer, 
of all men, her bon camarade, her silent 
adorer whom she has not seen for three 
years, since he went to build a rail- 
road, or appraise a mine, in Mexico. 
It was like her, but rather stupefying, 
as our last sitting in this very room, 
with her Aunt Eustace dozing in the 
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library, was one to warm my heart 
while it beats.” 

The amused mood passed. He rose, 
and flung his cigar angrily into the 
glowing heart of the fire, where it sent 
up a shower of sparks. 

“And I thought she was almost 
molded to my views! I believed I 
had influenced her into snapping her 
fingers at the man-made marriage 
laws, for gods to break—shackles wel! 
enough for the herd, as some form of 
religion is their necessity; but for our- 
selves I pleaded the union whose 
evasive charm lay in its absolute 
freedom.” 

He pushed back the thick hair, 
now just touched with gray, from his 
moist temples. “I’ve failed,” he said 
aloud, in bitter chagrin. 

He knew his influence over her sen- 
suous nature had been as heady and 
illusory as the first days of early 
Spring, when the earth trembles and 
quickens with the knowledge of 
young life. But he had hoped it had 
sunk deeper, to the roots and fibers of 
her being. And she was going to 
marry Archer! This was her answer 
to him. 

He realized now what the appea! 
in her eyes had meant, at their last 
meeting—her silence, as he kissed het 
into a seeming submission. She feared 
herself—feared the feeling that threat 
ened domination, feared the moment 
of fulfilment that seemed almost upon 
her. In that fear, a resolve was born. 
She tore his influence from her as an 
unclean garment. And so—she was 
going to marry Archer. 

“She shall not marry him! I can’t 
lose her. She'll marry me. Mrs 
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Grundy has me on her bodkin. On 
her head be it, if the steel chafes my 
flesh. At any rate, Kate knows my 
views, and, if I fall short of the stereo- 
typed measure, she must meet it with- 
out flinching.” 

He turned from the fire, with the air 
of a student whose solution of a puz- 
zling problem is within his grasp, and, 
taking up a pen, wrote these lines: 

There were two roads to love. The prim- 
rose path was my choosing, but your eyes 
are turned to the stony, up-hill way. So 
it. We'll tread it together. To-morrow, I 
shall go and claim you. 

When the note was taken to the 
post by his man, Darrell once more 
settled himself deeply in his chair, 
smoking and thinking far into the 
night, an inscrutable smile upon his 
lips. 

He turned into West Eleventh 
street the next afternoon, meeting 
Kate’s maid, who carried an armful of 
letters. 

“Miss Hale is at home, Margaret?’’ 

“Miss Hale was married at noon to- 
day, sir, quite privately. I am mail- 
ing the announcement cards. She 
sails to-night for England.” 


II 


THREE weeks iater, the sun was striv- 
ing to penetrate the gray mist that lay 
over London, and was peering, with 
stealthy eyes, into a hansom rolling 
along Piccadilly. 

Under cover of the hansom’s apron, 
Laurence Archer held his wife’s hand, 
from which he had slipped the glove. 
Kate’s eyes were ruminative. 

“What are you thinking of?” 

“That I’m a wonderful woman to 
feel as tolerant to you as I do this 
morning, after your confession of last 
night. Are you glad or sorry, Larry, 
that you didn’t marry an ingénue, 
whose life had been bounded by church 
sociables? Butdon’t speak. Thecur- 
tain’s fallen, my dear boy, on your 
checkered past, as the novelists say; 
so, no more of it. But I’m very glad 
we had our talk.” 

“And why? Tell me, Kate, why 
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you questioned me so unmercifully 
about—well, about those days of folly 
—before I loved you?” 

‘Perhaps, I wanted to have a phari- 
saical pleasure in the contrast between 
us; or, perhaps, I wanted to keep it 
bottled as a balm to soothe me in 
thinking of my own peccadillos; who 
knows?” 

They looked at each other, his eyes 
vaguely troubled, hers with two ex- 
cited points of light in their depths; 
then, they both laughed. 

“Ah, no, Kate! not the last, I’m 
sure. Thank God, women like you are 
spared the experiences of the young 
male before he is dubbed a man among 
his fellows.”’ 

“Oh, you men!” said Kate, the 
words coming quickly. ‘‘ You soothe 
yourselves, as an excuse for your li- 
cense, with a worn-out sophistry, but 
while you are in the thrall of the flesh, 
what of the woman you pursue? Is 
she passive always?” 

“‘A man worships, and keeps as a 
marvelous memory, the woman who 
cannot betempted. Good women——” 

“Oh, no, of course, good women are 
never tempted! I forgot.” Her tone 
was almost harsh, her breath uneven, 
as she spoke. “But why goon? Lon- 
don is before us. To talk of serious 
things on a morning like this is much 
the same as playing Chopin’s Funeral 
March at a wedding. Just look at 
those lions, Larry, crouching about 
Nelson’s pillar! They thrill me.” 

But he tightened his clasp of her 
hand, and looked at her as if he would 
read the expression of her heart rather 
than of her eyes. 

“Do you love me, Kate? It was all 
so sudden, I can’t believe you are my 
wife. Did you marry me because you 
loved me? But never mind—it is 
enough that you took me. The rest 
will come.” 

Her answer was to turn to him with 
glistening eyes, her lips slightly trem- 
bling. 

“Why didn’t you come a year 
sooner? Why didn’t you come to me 
then?” 

Before his surprised question had 
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passed from eyes to lips, her mood had 
changed. 

“It’s as well, as it is. Had you 
asked me then—who can tell?” 

“You were in a strange mood, Kate, 
that night you gave the dinner, when 
we, quite incidentally, announced our 
coming marriage.” 

“Wasn’t it funny?” she laughed. 
‘Five minutes before you told the 
happy fact, you didn’t know it your- 
self. Do you remember my aunt’s 
dazed expression ?”’ 

Her lids closed. The memory of Felix 
Darrell’s stunned eyes, as they looked 
then, was like a finger pressing on her 
heart. 

“Darrell is the one I recall that 
night,” said her husband. ‘‘That man 
of many affairs and few heart-throbs 
was completely feezed. I don’t like 
him; I never did. He isn’t wholesome. 
I was always sorry for your friendship; 
he is so utterly selfish and artificial. 
I recall a conversation of his at the 
club one day, which gave me his meas- 
ure. He said, ‘Love, as I read it, can- 
not exist in a prosaic atmosphere. The 
Venus de Milo, with a sore throat, 
would be, to me, a thing to fly from.’”’ 

“Don’t bring in Felix Darrell’s name! 
He has no part in a London Spring 
morning. The emotions this marital 
condition rouses are too primary for a 
man of his leanings. Stop the han- 
som, Larry, and buy me a bunch of the 
violets that poor little waif is selling.” 

As she sank back, her face pressed to 
the flowers, London faded, and her 
mind brooded on each day of the pre- 
vious months, with the fascination 
which will prompt one to peer over the 
precipice narrowly escaped. 

“In three weeks more,” said Archer, 
““we must be back in New York. Let 
us revel in this breathing time, my 
darling; let us forget that directors of 
mines and railroads exist.” 

At mention of their return, Kate 
shivered and said nothing. 


III 
DARRELL was amused as he read the 
following paragraph in his paper one 
May morning: 
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Mrs. Laurence Archer was at home to 
her friends yesterday. After her wedding 
journey in Europe, she looked radiant. 
Among those who wished her happiness 
were—etc., etc., etc. 

The reading infinitely entertained 
him. More than that, he was flat- 
tered, for no bidding had come to him. 

“She fears me. No sign—no card. 
I am the peri debarred from that 
matrimonial paradise. But, ye gods! 
how she must fear herself!”’ 


He closed his eyes in thought. She 
was with him again in spirit. Again, 
he felt her lips, her breath. He 


opened his eyes. These rooms, about 
which she had once moved so familiar- 
ly, sometimes chaperoned, sometimes 
daringly alone, as the moth hovers 
near the flame—were they never to 
know her again? 

He looked with meditative scrutiny 
from one object to another; then, as 
his eyes fell on the dancing nymph, 
still wooing the monk, a flash light- 
ened his eyes, and a sure, slow smile 
rested there. 

“Yes, she will come,” his soul de- 
clared. ‘Despite her shield in the 
shape of a conventional, prosperous 
civil engineer, whose name she bears, 
I shall one day hold her in my arms 
again—here. She will listen then, 
without doubt troubling hereyes. She 
will come as a passionate queen might, 
not as a wondering novice at the door 
of life. The strain in her which made 
her set that nymph there will send her 
to me, when she wearies of pulseless 
domesticity. She didn’t love Archer; 
she did love me. I can wait.” 


IV 


THE months crawled by and found 
Darrell still in a questioning mood 
regarding Mrs. Archer. He had been 
able to see her only in the most con- 
ventional fashion, and with amused 
eyes watched the clever manceuvering 
she planned and successfully carried 
out to avoid a téte-a-téte. Hereceived 
no card; therefore, he could not ven- 
ture to call. 

“‘She treats me as if I were a typhoid 
germ. But, evidently, the antiseptic 
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qualities of connubial bliss have not 
been able to rob me of my terrors,”’ 
he had at first thought, cynically 
satisfied. 

But, when the days deepened into 
months, and there was no sign, he 
suffered an angry chagrin that forced 
him to resort to excesses in order to 
forget. 

Finally, he went abroad, but at the 
end of three months returned, his 
fancy still in the chains he had tried to 
break. 

Kate had been married a year, 
when Darrell became again a part 
of the New York life; yet a chance 
glimpse of her odd beauty in a hansom 
flashing past had power to make his 
pulses quicken. 

“Won't she make a sign? Was I 
wrong? She’s not a woman to thrive 
by propinquity alone. Unless she 
began with love, she’s the type that 
could grow to hate the other in the 
eternal duet; and she certainly didn’t 
love Archer.” 

These thoughts kept pace with the 
movements of his brush, as he made 
the most of a late afternoon in early 
April, to work on a painting begun 
almost a year before. 

The studio was silent, save for the 
mellow tick of a big clock in theshad 
ow, and the sputtering of an open 
fire which sent a golden flood over the 
beautiful room, and struck bronze and 
orange lights from the old furniture 
and worn silver. 

The sound of the door-knocker 
made him look up with irritation 
He wanted to be alone, and now, 
doubtless, some club friend was coming 
to invite himself comfortably to dinner. 

“Come,” he growled. 

The door opened, and a woman 
stood upon the threshold—a woman 
all in white, with white flowers in her 
hair, wreathing her pale face, from 
which her eyes glowed startlingly in- 
tent and very bright 

“ Kate!” 

His brush fell to the floor, but, for a 
time, he could not move. 

The woman entered, and softly, care- 
fully, closed the door. 
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“T am not dead, and this is not my 
wraith,” said the woman, with a defi- 
ant little laugh; and she came nearer, 
pausing half-way down the room, where 
twilight and firelight made a mysteri- 
ous frame for her. 

“Kate!” he said, again; and now 
nothing but joy rang in the syllable, 
as he held out both hands. 

She made no responsive movement, 
but regarded him with a long, slow, 
wondering gaze that baffled him. 

“Won't you ask me to sit down?”’ 
And, as he listened to her voice again 
in that room, his dream of months be- 
came a reality. 

He drew a big chair of black oak, 
upholstered in worn Utrecht velvet 
close to the fire. 

“The saint’s chair,”’ said Kate. “ Do 
you remember how you used to say 
you would one day paint me in this 
chair, with a nice little halo about my 
head? I’m afraid my coming here to. 
day seems to crush even my remote 
eligibility to a saintship, doesn’t it?”’ 
And she sank down, the folds of her 
white, furry cloak falling in gracious 
waves about her. 

Felix leaned on the mantel, and 
looked at her. Her eyes, the tantaliz 
ing lift of her smiling mouth, her seri 
ous brow, puzzled him. But he felt 
she had at last slipped the leash, that 
she had yielded; and yet, something 
evasive in her presence held him at 
arm’s length. It must be that she was 
torturing him, only to be gracious in 
the end. This was a game sweet tc 
women, and played so perfectly. 

Despite her attempt to tear clefts in 
the bulwarks of his selfish philosophy 
she had at last come back to him in 
stinctively, irresistibly, as he had 
known she would. He had triumphed 
she had failed. 

But in her attitude there was noth. 
ing of the captured; there was rather 
he thought, the proud capitulation of 
one who has fought a fair fight, and 
who feels, even in defeat, the victor. 

She looked about the place, her eyes 
lingering on the monk and nymph. 
Clasping her hands about her knees, 
she leaned nearer. 
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“Everything is the same here,’’ she 
murmured. “Nothing is changed but 
ourselves.” 

She bridged the past twelve months 
in those words. She thus subtly in- 
vited him to say all the reckless, pas- 
sionate words knocking at the door of 
his lips. 

“Speak for yourself,’’ he said, un- 
evenly. 

She purposely misunderstood him, 
and, still studying him, moved a little 
in the chair, her white cheeks stained 
by an excited glow. 

“You want an explanation of my 
coming? Well, that is easily given. 
Say that a whim drove me here, if you 
like. I come to this building three 
times a week—to Olivia Derber, on the 
floor below. She is doing a miniature 
of me. I’ve just had a sitting in these 
white clothes. Then, too, if you wish 
to study cause and effect, Larry left 
to-day for Chicago on business. Now, 
then—Larry, Chicago, business’’—she 
ticked them off on her fingers—‘‘ make 
a practical trio, while a studio build- 
ing, myself in this angelic gown, and 
you close by with your unconquerable, 
defiant theories, your gray hair, disap- 
pointed eyes, old china and firelight, 
go to make up a tangle of poetry too 
seductive to be resisted. Do you see?”’ 

“You wanted to come—that’s 
enough for me,” he said, grimly. “A 
whole year, I have been waiting for 
this.” 

The dusk was thick now, and her 
eyes more bright than before, as she 
gently put aside his hand which sought 
hers on the arm of the chair. 

“Have you?” 

“Yes, Kate. 
come.” 

“Were you?”’ 

“As sure as that I loved you.’ 

“You do love me, then?”’ 

He knelt on the low foot-stool beside 
her, and seized her hand in a savage 
way. Its coldness was startling. So 
was her sudden movement as she 
stepped past him to the mantel, and 
looked down at him as he leaned against 
the saint’s chair. 

“Don’t come any nearer,’ 


I was sure you would 


’ 


she said, 


YEAR'S END 
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breathlessly ; “‘ but tell me—do you love 
me? Just tell me.” 

She bent her head, and there was a 
rigid quiet in the listening face. The 
firelight leaped between them; the 
clock ticked in the silence. 

Then, he poured out his heart to 
her. What he said he hardly knew; 
but it was a wild avowal of love, 
passion, need—of past wretchedness 
and present delight in her presence. 
He launched forth his old, pagan 
denunciations; he declared Impulse 
the only fitting comrade for Love; he 
spoke of her marriage as a chain of 
sand, to be blown away by the simoon 
of a resistless passion. 

At last, he paused, his brain dazed 
by his own onrushing eloquence, 
which her listening, but aloof, atti- 
tude had brought forth. 

“And, when I have given up all for 
you,” came from the shadows, “we 
are to be outcasts together, counting 
the world well lost? Where are we 
to go—to Tangier? When a man 
runs off with another man’s wife, they 
generally settle there, don’t they? 
It’s sunny, lax, and a long way from all 
newspapers.” 

The bitterness of her voice made 
him wince. She was battling with 
herself; she was suffering. 

“Dear Kate,” he said, standing be- 
fore her; “don’t be unhappy. After 
all, there’s another way, you know.” 

“Yes?’’ the question was encourag- 
ing. 
“Why give up anything? Say that 
conventionality is ugly; it is, never- 
theless, a giant, and we need not 
affront it. Wouldn't a little discretion 
be better than—Tangier?”’ 

Her laugh rang out so naturally, so 
sincerely, that he winced. He dimly 
saw her make a backward movement, 
and press the electric button. In a 
second they were bathed in a white, 
blinding light. It showed his face 
pallid and wondering. It showed her 
pale, too, but smiling with a mixture 
of open amusement and mockery. 

“T felt it! So—this was what it all 
meant? All your vaunted theories 
conclude that way, do they? Just 
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the usual, banal game of petty de- 
ceit!”’ 

She was drawing on her long gloves. 
Darrell seemed to feel the sea beneath 
him. The dazed speculation of his 
eyes must be answered. 

“Now, although my brougham is 
waiting, and I am due at a dinner,”’ 
she said, amiably, “I'll tell you why 
I came to-day. I didn’t love my 
husband when I married him—that 
you know. When I felt myself grow- 
ing to love him, I felt that, if I had 
never listened to you, I should have 
loved him. The happiest marriage, 
from the very meaning of life, must 
have something of sameness in its 
peaceful rhythm. I began to fret 
against it—to wonder if this sweet 
tranquillity were not stupid, compared 
with the raptures of uncertainty, of 
the love unbound of which you used 
to talk. In fact, my memory was 
poisoned by you. I could not see the 
charm of the pure lyric of my life. 
My imagination was haunted by your 
words, as by some sensuous Eastern 


music. Did I love you, I asked myself, 
or was your power over me born of 
a woman’s perversity, the charm of 
something fantastic, feared and not 
understood? ” 

She paused. His dull eyes shot 
forth an angry gleam, as her glance 
swept leisurely over him. 

“So, I came to hear you out—to 
know myself. No half-measures! I 
came into the lion’s mouth, my dear 
Felix, and I find the lion—toothless.’’ 

She drew her cloak about her. 

“How glad I am! How free I am 
of you, forever! How I love Larry this 
very moment! As a man with his 
hand honestly against the granite 
laws that confine human passion, you 
were dangerous, but I respected your 
fearlessness. As the smug sinner coun- 
seling discretion, you are tiresome.” 

She opened the door. He shud- 
dered. It was the most mortifying 
moment of his life. 

“Good-bye,” she laughed. “Be a 
bold sinner, or a good man.” 

The door closed softly behind her. 


&}. 


FAIR AND DEAR 


“ OW fair thou art! how fair!”” So the young lover 
Praises each grace, 
Each strange, new charm his joyous eyes discover 
In her sweet form and face. 


But happier far is he, the gray old lover 


Of many a year, 


Who still can say, when life’s best joy is over, 
“How dear thou art! how dear!” 


ae 


VEN the sea has its ups and downs. 


€ 


HAT can I take to cure my kleptomania?”’ 


be 


MADELINE BRIDGES. 


“Don’t take anything; then you'll soon be cured.” 








THE PLAINT OF A POETESS 


By Ethel M. Kelley 


WROTE a poem of a heart, 
That yearned all unrequited; 
I polished it with all my art, 
Reviewed it, quite delighted! 
But, “ Ah!’’ my friends bewailed apart, 
“Poor child, her life is blighted!’’ 


I wrote some verses to a ghost; 
And then, in manner rougher, 

I wrote a ballad to a most 
Disreputable duffer! 

And still my friends, a mournful host: 
“Poor thing, how she must suffer!’ 


And once I wrote a sweetheart song 
(Although I never had one), 

Alliterative it was, and long, 
A bitter and a bad one! 

“Who was the man?”’ the chorus strong. 
“He must have been a sad one!” 


A sonnet on betrothal made 
I then, an effort bolder; 
In exigence of metre, laid 
““My head upon his shoulder.” 
“A fickle creature, I’m afraid. 
How quickly she consoled her!”’ 


A probiem takes away my breath, 
And does not cease to flurry me 
Till, like my Lady of Macbeth, 
I wring my hands, and worry me. 
If I should write an ode to Death, 
Would they prepare to bury me? 


If anybody doesn’t know, 

Then won’t somebody tell ’em, 
That all these narratives of woe 

We print and bind in vellum, 
Are never just exactly so— 

Or else we shouldn’t sell ’em! 


_ 
=> 


H E—I am crazy to kiss you! 
SHe—When I am crazy I'll let you. 
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A WOODLAND AWAKENING 


WHISPER trembles down the valley, 
A stir awakes the drowsy glen 
To council chat and mating rally 
Of bobolink and thrush and wren. 


The yellow-hammer raps his gavel 
Upon the hollow rampick wood, 

And sessions of the birds unravel 
The silences of solitude. 


The flute of lark and wild canary, 
The eloquence of pattering rain— 

Evangelists of bud and berry— 
Recall the world to joy again. 


By miracle of sun and showers, 
By exorcism of the dew, 
Unfold the dimples of the flowers 
From glance of gold and blush of blue. 


The buttercup, a child of laughter, 
The treasurer of wind and wold, 
Follows the breeze, and scatters after 

Her dividends of fragrant gold. 


Patches of crowding bluets tremble 
Upon the breast of the ravine, 
Pleiads of turquoise that assemble 
And glimmer on a sky of green. 


The wild wistaria and bramble 
To ledge of flint and moss aspire, 
And from the summit of their ramble 
Send back their messages of fire— 


The rockets of their falling flowers, 
Signals of white and purple flame, 

To light the triumph of the showers, 
And give the Summer sun his fame. 


A word is spreading, mad and merry; 
A whisper deepens down the glen— 
Evangelists of bird and berry 
Recall the world to joy again! 


Atoysius CoLL. 








AN EVENING MUSICALE 


By May Isabel Fisk 


CENE—A conventional, but ra- 
ther over-decorated, drawing- 
room. Grand piano drawn con- 

spicuously to centre of floor. Rows of 
camp-chairs. It is ten minutes before 
the hour of invitation. Tue Hostess, 
a large woman, 1s costumed in yellow 
satin, embroidered in spangles. Her 
diamonds are many and of large size. 
She is seated on the extreme edge of a 
chatr, struggling with a pair of very 
long gloves. She looks flurried and 
anxious. Poor RELATIVE, invited as 
a ‘great treat,”’ sits opposite. Her ex- 
pression is timid and apprehensive. 
They are the only occupants of the 
room. 

Hostess—No_ such 
You look all right. Plain black is 
always very genteel. Nothing I like 
so well for evening, myself. Just 
keep your face to the wall as much as 
you can, and the worn places will 
never show. You can take my écru 
lace scarf, if you wish, and that will 
cover most of the spots. I don’t 
mean my new scarf—the one I got 
two years ago. It’s a little torn, but 
it won’t matter—for you. I think 
you will find it on the top shelf of the 
store-room closet on the third floor. 
If you put a chair on one of the trunks, 
you can easily reach it. Just wait a 
minute, till I get these gloves on; I 
want you to button them. I do hope 
I haven’t forgotten anything. Baron 
von Gosheimer has promised to come. 
I have told everybody. It would be 
terrible if he should disappoint me. 

MASCULINE VOICE FROM ABOVE— 
Sarah, where the devil have you put 
my shirts? Everything is upside 
down in my room, and I can’t find 

II 


thing, Maria. 


them. I pulled every blessed thing 
out of the chiffonier and wardrobe, 
and they’re not there! 

Hostess—Oh, Henry! You must 
hurry—I’m going to use your room 
for the gentlemen’s dressing-room, 
and it’s time now for people to come. 
You must hurry. 

Host (from above, just as front door 
opens, admitting BARON von Gos- 
HEIMER and two women guests)— 
Where the devil are my shirts? 

Hostess (unconscious of arrivals)— 
Under the bed in my room. Hurry! 

Host, im bath-gown and slippers, 
dashes madly into wife’s room, and 
dives under bed as women guests enter. 
Unable to escape, he crawls further be- 
neath bed. His feet remain visible. 
Women guests discover them. 

GuEsts (in chorus)—Burglars! bur- 
glars! Help! help! 

BARON VON GOSHEIMER, ascending 
to the next floor, hears them and hastens 
to the rescue. 

Baron—Don’t be alarmed, ladies. 
Has either of you a poker? No? 
That is to be deplored. (Catches 
Host by heels, and drags him out. 
Tableau.) 

Hostess (fo Poor RELATIVE, giving 
an extra tug at her gloves)—There, it’s 
all burst out on the side! That 
stupid saleslady said she knew they 
would be too small. Oh, dear, I’m 
that upset! And these Louis Quinze 
slippers are just murdering me. I 
wish it were all over. 

Enter BARON VON GOSHEIMER and 
women guests. 

Hostrss—Dear baron, how good of 
you! I was just saying, if you 
didn’t come I should wish my musicale 
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in Jericho. And, now that you are 
here, I don’t care if any one else comes 
or not. (Zo women guests) How d’ye 
do? I must apologize for Mr. Smythe 
—he’s been detained down-town. He 
just telephoned me. He'll be in, 
later. Do sit down; it’s just as cheap 
as standing, I always say, and it does 
save your feet. You ladies can find 
seats over in the corner. (Detaining 
Baron) Dear baron— (Enter guests.) 

Guest-—-So glad you have a clear 
evening. Now, when we gave our 
affair, it poured. Of course, we had 
a crowd, just the same. . People al- 
ways come to us, whether it rains or 
not. (Takes a seat. Guests begin to 
arrive in numbers.) 

Hostess—So sweet of you to come! 

Guest—So glad you have a pleasant 
evening. I am sure to have a bad 
night whenever I entertain 

Hostess (to another guest)—So de- 
lightful of you to come! 

Guest—Such a perfect evening! 
I’m so glad. I said as we started out, 
“Now, this time, Mrs. Smythe can’t 
help but have plenty of people. 
Whenever I entertain, it’s sure to—’”’ 
(More guests.) 

Telegram arrives, announcing that 
the prima donna has a sore throat, and 
will be unable to come. Time passes. 

Mate Guest (to another)—Well, I 
wish to heaven, something would be 
doing soon. This is the deadest affair 
I was ever up against. 

OMNIPRESENT JOKER (greeting ac- 
quaintance)—Hello, old man!—going 
to sing to-night? 

ACQUAINTANCE—Oh, yes, going to 
sing a solo. 

JoxeR—So low you can’t hear it? 
Ha, ha! (Guests near by groan.) 

Voice (overheard)—Madame Cully? 
My dear, she always tells you that 
you haven’t half enough material, 
and makes you get yards more. Be- 
sides, she never sends your pieces 
back, though I have 

Fat O.tp Lapy (to mneighbor)—I 
never was so warm in my life! I 
can’t imagine why people invite you, 
just to make you uncomfortable. 
Now, when I entertain, I have the 











windows open for hours before any 
one comes. 

JoKeER (aside)—That’s why she al- 
ways has a frost! Ha, ha! 

Host enters, showing traces of hasty 
toilette—face red, and a razor-cut on 
chin. 

Host (rubbing his hands, and en- 
deavoring to appear at ease and fa- 
cetious)—Well, how d’ye do, every- 





body! Sorry to be late on such an 
auspicious 

JoKeR (interrupting) — Suspicious! 
Ha, ha! 


Host—occasion. I hope you are 
all enjoying yourselves. 

Cuorus or Guests—Yes, indeed! 

Hostess—’Sh, ’sh, ’sh! I have a 
great disappointment for you all. 
Here is a telegram from my best singer, 
saying she is sick, and can’t come. 
Now, we will have the pleasure of lis- 
tening to Miss Jackson. Miss Jackson 
is a pupil of Madame Parcheesi, of 
Paris. (Singer whispers to her.) Oh, I 
beg your pardon! It’s Madame Mar- 
cheesi. 

DeaF O.Lp GENTLEMAN (seated by 
piano, talking to pretty girl)—I’d rather 
listen to you than hear this caterwaul- 
ing. (OLp GENTLEMAN ts dragged into 
corner, and silenced.) 

Younc Woman (singing) 





“ Why do 


I sing? I know not, I know not! I 
cannot help but sing. Oh, why dol 
sing?” 


Guests moan softly and demand of 
one another, Why does she sing? 

Woman Guest (to another)—Isn’t 
that just the way?—their relatives are 
always dying, and it’s sure to be wash- 
day or just when you expect company 
to dinner, and off they go to the fu- 
neral 

BuTLeR appears with trayful of 
punch-glasses. 

MA.e Guest (to another) —Thank the 
Lord! here’s relief in sight. Let’s 
drown our troubles. 

THE OTHER—It’s evident you 
haven’t sampled the Smythes’ punch 
before. I tell you, it’s a crime to 
spoil a thirst with this stuff. Well, 
here’s how. 

Woman 





Guest (to mneighbor)—I 


“ 





* 





AN EVENING 


never saw Mrs. Smythe looking quite 
so hideous and atrociously vulgar be- 
fore, did you? 

NEIGHBOR—Never! Why did we 
come? 

Voice (overheard)—The one in the 
white-lace gown and all those dia- 
monds? 

ANOTHER Vorice—Yes. Well, you 
know it was common talk that before 
he married her 

Hostess—’Sh, ’sh, ’sh! Signor Pa- 
drella has offered to play some of his 
own compositions, but | thought you 
would all rather hear something famil- 
iar by one of the real composers— 
Rubens or Chopin—Chopinhauer, I 
think 

PIANIST plunges wildly into some- 
thing. 

Voice (during a lull in the music)— 
First, you brown an onion in the pan, 
then, you chop the cabbage 











IN THE DRESSING-ROOM 


Guest (just arriving, to another)— 
Yes, we are awfully late, too, but I 
always say you never can be too late at 
one of the Smythes’ horrors. 

Tun Younc Woman (in limp, pink 
gown and string of huge pearls, who has 
come to recite)—I’m awfully nervous, 
and I do believe I’m getting hoarse. 
Mama, you didn’t forget the lemon 
juice and sugar? (Drinks from bottle.) 
Now, where are my bronchial troches? 
Don’t you think I could stand just a 
little more rouge? I think it’s ashame 
I’m not going to have footlights. Re- 
member, you are not to prompt me, 
unless I look at you. You will get me 
all mixed up, if you do. (They de- 
scend.) 

Hostess (to elocutionist)—Why, I 
thought you were never coming! I 
wanted you to fill in while people were 
taking their seats. The guests always 
make so much noise, and the singers 
hate it. Now, what did you say you 
would require—an egg-beater and a 
turnip, wasn’t it? Oh, no! That’s 
for the young man who is going to do 
the tricks. I remember. Are you all 
ready? 

July 1903 
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ELOcuTIONIST (in a trembling voice) 
—Ye-es. 

Hostess—’Sh, ’sh, ’sh! 

ELocuTIonist—‘‘ Aux Italiens. 


‘‘ At Paris it was, at the Opéra there, 
And she looked like aa 





Guest (to another)—Thirty cents, 
old chap! I tell you, there’s nothing 
will knock you out quicker than 

Hostess—’Sh, ’sh, ’sh! 

Young woman finishes, and retires 
amidst subdued applause. Reappears 
immediately and gives ‘The Mantac.”’ 

Hostess—As I have been disap- 
pointed in my best talent for this 
evening, Mr. Briggs has kindly con- 
sented to do some of his parlor-magic 
tricks. 

Mr. Brices steps forward, a large, 
florid young man, wearing a “made” 
dress-tie, the buckle of which crawls up 
the back of his collar. 

Briccs—Now, ladies and gentle- 
men, I shall have to ask you all to 
move to the other side of the room. 
(This is accomplished with muttered 
uncomplimentary remarks concerning 
the magician.) 

Briccs (to Hostess)—I must have 
the piano pushed to the further end. 
I must have plenty of space. (All 
the men guests are pressed into service, 
and, with much dijjiculty, the piano is 
moved.) 

Briccs—Now, I want four large 
screens. 

Hostess (faintly)—But I have only 
two! 

Briccs—Well, then, get me a 
clothes-horse and a couple of sheets. 

Poor RELATIVE—You know, 
Sarah, I used the last two when I[ 
made up my bed in the children’s 








nursery yesterday. I can _ easily 
get 
Hostess (hastily)—No, Maria, 


don’t trouble. (7o guests)—Perhaps, 
some of you gentlemen wouldn't mind 
lending us your overcoats to cover 
the clothes-horse? 

Cuorus (with great lack of enthu- 
siasm)—Of course! delighted! (They 
go for coats.) 

Hostess (to Poor RELATIVE)— 
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Maria, you get the clothes-horse. I 
think it’s in the laundry, or— Oh, 
I think it’s in the cellar. Well, you 
look till you find it. (To Briccs)— 
I got as many of the things you asked 
for as I could remember. Will you 
read the list over? 

Briccs—Turnip and egg-beater 

Hostess—Yes. 

Briccs—Egg, large clock, jar of 
gold-fish, rabbit and empty barrel. 

Hostess—lI have the egg. 

Briccs (much annoyed)—I partic- 
ularly wanted the gold-fish, the clock 
and the barrel. 

Guests grow restless. 

Hostess—Couldn’t you do a trick 
while we are waiting—one with the 
egg-beater and turnip? 

Briccs—No; I don’t know one. 

Hostess—Couldn’t you make up 
one? 

Briccs (icily)—Certainly not. 

Gloom descends over the company, 
until the Poor RELATIVE arrives, 
staggering under the clothes-horse. 

Cuorus oF Men Guests—Let me 
help you! 

Improvised screen is finally arranged. 
Briccs performs “parlor magic” for 
an hour. Guests fidget, yawn and 
commence to drop away, one by one. 

Guest (to Hostess)—Really, we 
must tear ourselves away. Such a 
delightful evening!—not a dull mo- 
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ment. And your punch—heavenly! 
Do ask us again. Good night. 
Hostess—Thank you so much! So 
good of you to come. 
ANOTHER GuEest—Yes, we must go. 
I’ve had a perfectly dear time. 
Hostess—So sorry you must go. 
So good of you to come. Good night. 


IN THE DRESSING-ROOM 


Cuorus or Guests—Wasn’t it aw- 
ful?—Such low people!—Why did we 
ever come ?—Parvenue! 

ELocutTionist—I was all right, 
wasn’t I, mama? You noticed they 
never clapped a bit until I’d walked 
the whole length of the room to my 
chair. It just showed how wrought 
up they were. You nearly mixed me 
up, though, prompting me in the 
wrong place; I 





Hostess (throwing herself on sofa as 
door closes on last guest)—Well, I’m 
completely done up! (7o Poor REL- 
ATIVE)—Maria, run up to my room, 
and get my red-worsted bed-slippers. 
I can’t stand these satin tortures a 
minute longer. Entertaining is an 
awful strain. It’s so hard trying not 
to say the wrong thing at the right 
place. But, then, it certainly went 
off beautifully. I could tell every 
one had a such good time! 


4 
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AT HER WORD 


LL that I h 


eard above her laughter 


Was de. tht for me: 
“Really, you are a young man after 


My own heart,’ 


’ said she. 


“Never a truer word was spoken,” 
Quickly I replied. 

“Give me your heart to be love’s token; 
I'll be satisfied.” 


Fe_ix CARMEN. 








BREAK A HEART AND MAKE AN ACTOR 


By Alfred Henry Lewis 


AT BUTTON’S 
(1742) 


T is a brisk Midwinter afternoon. 
I In front of Button’s Coffee-House 
a man and woman meet. She 
gently detains him by a skirt of his 
rusty coat as he would enter the door. 
At this, he turns in a fashion of sur- 
prise, for, with his weak eyes, he has 
not noticed her approach. 

“‘Samuel,’’ says the woman, “‘I came 
for a little money.” 

The man is heavy, full-browed, ugly, 
of age, say, thirty-three; the woman, 
gross, shapeless, but with a wise, kindly 
face withal, is even less comely. Her 
years are roundly fifty-nine. 

For all the twenty-six years’ differ- 
ence, the two are husband and wife. 
She houses herself cheaply near the 
Tower; he has a garret off Fleet street. 
It is no want of love which separates 
them; it is poverty that holds them 
apart. 

When the shapeless old wife asks for 
money, the rusty husband blinks at her 
in a mood of thick, sluggish affection. 
He fumbles in his pockets, and, at last, 
fishes forth a guinea. 

“T had it from Dodsley,” says he, as 
he bestows it upon her. Then, with a 
sour smile: “It should irk a man of let- 
ters to borrow from a once footman. 
But Dodsley is also a poet, and a rich 
publisher. I forget the footman when 
I borrow of Dodsley; I borrow only 
of Dodsley, the publisher.” 

“You may be sure, however,” re- 
sponds the wife, “‘that he grants your 
requests as Dodsley, the footman. The 
humble are ever more generous 
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than the high. Dodsley, the publisher, 
would give you nothing.” Then, she 
ties the guinea in a corner of her ker- 
chief. “It shall board and lodge and 
warm me for a month.”’ 

The gross, unshapely wife turns 
homeward, while her seedy mate goes 
into Button’s. 

As he enters, a thin, hawkish voice 
is raised in salutation. 

“And how fares our worthy Samuel 
Johnson ?”’ 

The thin voice comes from a dwarf- 
ish old gentleman with a crooked back 
and long legs, thinner, these latter, 
than the voice. This misshapen one is 
clothed, at vast expense, with full wig 
and suit of best black velvet, against 
which his ruffles make a brave display. 

“The worthy Samuel Johnson does 
very well,” responds the coming Ram- 
bler. ‘* And how fares it with the good 
Mr. Pope, of Twickenham? Your 
fourth ‘Dunciad’ would show no fad- 
ing of your genius. Egad! you smote 
old Colley Cibber hip and thigh.” 

“And have you read his letter of re- 
tort?” asks Pope. ‘“‘It is but just come 
out; you should get it, if only for the 
varlet’s baseness.”’ 

Pope is twenty-one years the senior 
of Johnson. He is rich, powerful, the 
accepted critic of the age. Also, he 
was the first to discover Johnson’s ge- 
nius, and has striven to gain for him his 
degree as a Master of Arts. Where- 
fore Johnson, who loves power and 
station when they work to do him 
good, is become a mighty partisan of 
the English Homer. 

Pope, while vain, and as spiteful as 
a wasp, would seem to have owned a 
good heart under his long-flapped, satin 
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waistcoat. It was he who upheld Gay 
in the old day; it was also he who 
found poetry in the footman Dodsley, 
and set him to printing books in Pall 
Mall, and to writing his play of 
“Cleone.”’ 

Pope draws Johnson forward to a 
seat with the group whereof he is the 
chief. 

The proud fashion of two of these 
dismays the threadbare Johnson, who 
is forever on his knees before eminence 
when linked to wealth. One of this 
formidable pair is the wit, Chester- 
field, high-shouldered, harsh-faced, and 
forbidding. He is seven years younger 
than Pope, but double the age of young 
Horace Walpole, his table mate, who 
now, at twenty-five, shines forth, the 
most insufferable coxcomb of the town. 
Young Walpole sips his wine with a 
confident patronage toward all the 
world, an air which would have worn 
him better, perhaps, were he truly the 
son of the great Sir Robert, instead of 
being offspring of that Carr Lord Her- 
vey, to whom court rumor makes oath 
as his parent. 

There be a trio of inconsequent 
younglings hanging about to hear what 
Pope and Chesterfield and the per- 
fumed Walpole will say. One is Field- 
ing, who will later write ““Tom Jones,” 
but is now emptying theatres with his 
tragedies. Another, he of the freckles 
and sandy hair, is Tobias Smollett. 
This gentleman lives by tying arteries, 
and does an occasional amputation, 
and is not yet ripe for “* Roderick Ran- 
dom.” The pale, whey-faced, silent 
one is the poet Young, who is about to 
give us “ Night Thoughts.” 

As one casts his eye over the coffee- 
room, with its not too cleanly walls 
and ceiling of darkened wood, one 
knows it for the same old room it was 
when Addison first brought there the 
wits and the wags of Will’s. But Ad- 
dison and Congreve and Steele and Gay 
and Garth are dead and done, and 
Swift, over three-score years and ten, 
with clouded mind, is dying, as he him- 
self puts it, “like a rat in a trap,”’ in 
Ireland; and, of that ancient guard, 
none now save Pope remains. The 


presence, however, of Chesterfield and 
the adorable Walpole, who already con- 
ceives himself to unite the wisdom of 
Fontanelle with the pen-graces of An- 
thony Hamilton, proves Button’s to 
have in no part diminished of an olden 
vogue. 

Nor are these the whole of our good 
company. At nigh hand sits another 
smaller group. He of the austere, con- 
ceited brow is Warburton, the bishop. 
That burly, bluff, hard-headed man is 
old Quin, the Covent Garden actor, last 
of the stilted school of Betterton, Bar- 
ton Booth and Wilks. The dissolute 
young blade of the green-and-silver 
suit, gilt sword, bouquet and eye of in- 
solence, is Foote, a student of the 
Middle Temple. Soon he will drive 
folk wild with his mimicries at the Hay- 
market; finally, he will be crushed by 
that she-fiend, the Duchess of Kings- 
ton, whom he first blackmails and then 
satirizes. 

In a distant corner, belonging to 
neither group, drinking his wine by 
himself, sits a rarely handsome man. 
The others would appear to know him, 
but they avoid his eye as though from 
fear. No one there is better clad, no 
one of more elegant manner; he is the 
son of a dean, too, and the brother of a 
clergyman. Why, then, do our fine 
gentlemen so miss his glance, and yet 
so plainly shrink from offering him of- 
fense? Why, because our gallant is 
the redoubtable Jemmy MacLean, cut- 
purse and highwayman. Jemmy is in 
the fashion himself, has his rooms in 
St. James’s street, and, while he drinks 
wine in Button’s this bright afternoon, 
his horse waits in the stable to the rear, 
bridled, bitted, saddled, pistols in hol- 
sters, ready with the earliest shadows of 
the night to be off with his dashing 
master for the heaths of Bagshot, to 
look out for fobs and purses. Jemmy 
will be hanged, presently, at Tyburn 
for the theft of a parti-colored waist- 
coat. But he will make his last fling 
bravely, and in ribbons and posies; and 
a mighty crowd will cheer him, and 
morbid George Selwyn—now starving 
in Paris as a youth of twenty-two, whose 
close-fisted father holds him down to 
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groats and farthings—will ride in the 
carriage with him, and catch his last 
syllable, and witness his last kick. 

“I met Garrick up the street,’’ re- 
marks Johnson, gruffly. ‘He was too 
busy for talk, and hurrying, he said, to 
a rehearsal. Garrick is become vastly 
the peacock with his stage success; he 
would remind one not at all of the wine- 
merchant of three years ago, or that 
Garrick who walked into London from 
Lichfield with me, and not so much 
silver in his pocket as should serve to 
fright the fiends away.”’ Johnson says 
this bitterly, and one may tell how he 
envies, in his lean poverty, the pros- 
perous Garrick. 

“When does your volatile Garrick 
wed the Woffington?”” This from Pope. 
“Gossip makes it that he and our fair 
Lass from the Liffey are to trip altar- 
ward within the week.” 

“Davy will never wed Peg,” re- 
sponds Johnson, but without his usual 
grufiness. “He is turned too much 
puffed up. Such an alliance he now 
thinks would be beneath him, and a 
sheer sacrifice of himself.” 

“Doubtless, however,” says Pope, 
“he has promised the girl. One may 
rely upon his promise, I take it.” 

““One may rely on nothing,”’ returns 
Johnson, “‘so much as Garrick’s selfish- 
ness. You may be sure he regards his 
present dainty self as far too good to 
keep that promise.” 

“To-night, by the way, Garrick will 
give us his first London performance of 
‘Lear,’” observes Chesterfield. ‘“‘And 
the Woffington is to be Cordelia.” 

“Garrick?” pipes up young Walpole, 
in high, intolerant tones. ‘‘I see noth- 
ing great in this Garrick. I was among 
the earliest to invade that savage re- 
gion known as Goodman Fields to look 
on him, and I may tell you, sirs, I lost 
my time. As for Woffington—a mere 
bad actress, an Irish-faced girl! But 
she has life, sirs, the jade has life.” 

Walpole takes snuff loftily after this 
He cannot foresee how, within three 
years, his own sister’s son will wed the 
sister of ‘“‘the jade;” and how, when the 
earl, his brother-in-law, remonstrates 
with the jade for permitting the 
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match, the jade will retort: “It is I 
who should complain, my lord. With 
my sister single, 1 had but one beggar 
to support; now that she marries your 
curate of a son, I shall have two.” 
And the wedding took place, and nine 
children came of it. But the super. 
fine young Walpole has no forebode of 
this, and sneers on with his snuff at the 
“ Irish-faced jade.” 

“Some one,” says Chesterfield, 
should instruct Garrick before he es- 
says Lear. I warrant you now he 
mouths the words as though he cried 
‘Oysters!’ in the street.’” Then, turn- 
ing to Johnson: ‘‘You, I believe, are a 
close friend of Garrick; you have a great 
respect for him as a player.”’ 

“TI, respect a player?” cries Johnson, 
with deep disdain. “Sir, I respect 
Garrick the man, but not Garrick the 
player! I, respect a player—a fellow 
who exhibits himself for a shilling—who 
claps a lump on his back and a lump 
on his leg, and shouts, ‘I am Richard 
the Third!’ Sir, I'll have a wiser use 
for my respect.” 

**Gentlemen,” observes Pope, and 
he shakes his plumage-like wig as one 
who delivers judgment, ‘Garrick has 
no competitor. I have seen Betterton 
Booth, Wilks; I still see Quin. There 
has been none so good as Garrick; 
there is none, and there will be none to 
match him. As for the Woffington, 
she is the equal of Oldfield at her best.”’ 

Walpole, whose vanity seems 
nettled by the rebuke, is about to 
make retort, when the uproar of high 
debate comes swelling from the other 
table. 

“No marvel, sir, you stand for 
Pope,” roars Quin to Warburton; 
“he made you a bishop.” 

“And if he did,”’ breaks in the airy 
Foote, “Warburton made Pope a 
Christian, so that score is settled.”’ 

“I'll have no quarreling over me 
gentlemen,’’ observes Pope across, 
in his rasping cackle; “I’m not 
worthy of it.” 

Warburton would now change the 
subject, and find one more agreeable 
to the irascible Quin. He speaks of 
his intention to edit Shakespeare, and 


“ce 
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asks Quin what he thinks of the 
idea. 

“TI think,” returns that testy 
tragedian, ““that you dominies might 
better stick to your own Bible, and let 
ours alone.’”” Then, Quin calls over to 
Chesterfield: “‘ Your lordship, I learn, 
is to be viceroy of Ireland. I trust 
you will give it better government 
than we have here.”’ 

“What is that?’ cries Warburton, 
in dudgeon. He is sore’ with 
Quin’s attack upon his plans for the 
improvement of Shakespeare. ‘“ What 
is that? Do you call this a bad 
government ?’* 

“Sir,” retorts Quin, “I call it no 
government at all. With the pur- 
blind king and his German harpy, 
Walmoden, giving drawing-rooms at 
St. James, and our drunken Prince 
Frederick fiddling and fuddling twice 
a week at Norfolk House, you Tories 
would call this a government!”’ 

“Man!” observes the scandalized 
bishop—a stanch Tory, is he—‘‘man, 
one would think you held our king 
in disrepute.” 

“IT hold him,” returns Quin, 
stoutly, “and all other kings, alive or 
dead or yet to be born, in contempt. 
I am a republican. I would have 
hanging on the walls of every royal 
palace for the perusal of your kings, a 
picture of that Whitehall block and 
axe which took the head of Charles 
the First.” 

Strange to relate, Warburton and 
the burly Johnson are the only per- 
sons present to be in least degree 
shocked by this outburst. Pope 
grins, Walpole takes complacent 
snuff, and even the coming lord-lieu- 
tenant is highly patient. As for the 
cynical Foote, he fairly beams, while 
bold Jemmy MacLean, the hero of the 
Bagshot road, beats on his table and 
shouts, ‘‘ Hear!” 

“And do you justify the regicides?” 
cries the horror-bitten churchman. 
“And if you do, by what law, then?” 

“By every law the false Charles 
left them,” responds Quin. 

Walpole, years after, will tell the 
story, and avow this reply of Quin 


to be of all possible the most sweeping 
and complete. 

“TI would have you to notice, sir,” 
responds Warburton, warmly, “that 
every man Jack of the regicides met 
with a violent death. Call you not 
that a judgment of heaven?” 

“T should not advise you to urge 
the inference,”’ says Quin, drily, “for, 
if I mistake not, the same thing might 
be said of the twelve first followers 
of the Saviour.” 

The discomfited bishop sits word- 
less now, and discussion drifts to 
politics. 

““Many blame my father, the good 
Sir Robert,” observes Walpole, as 
talk wanders afield, “for the recent 
war. But what could he do? The 
Commons forced him into it.” 

“Sir Robert,”’ returns Chesterfield, 
“could not prevent awar. He wanted 
no war; but, sir, as you say, he 
couldn’t help himself. The head of 
a party is like the head of a snake; it 
is carried forward by the tail.” 

A lumbering carriage draws up to 
the door. A footman in a noble and 
recognized livery enters, and whispers 
a word in the ear of Foote, while a 
patrician face, “beautiful as ever 
red paints can make it,” as Walpole 
puts it, peers forth from the carriage 
door. 

The Temple student listens to the 
footman; then, he smirks and gives 
himself strutting graces as he makes 
ready to join his fair one for a drive. 
As he passes Johnson on his way, 
Foote says: 

“Do not the beauteous Peg and 
our friend Garrick pour a tea to-day? 
Should you go there, say I'll look in 
before all is done. I shall, if I escape 
from that dragoness outside.” 


II 
PEG POURS TEA 


WHILE our worthies wrangle over 
their wine at Button’s, Peg Woffing- 
ton sits thoughtful and alone in the 
drawing-room of that house in Bow 
street where she and Garrick have 
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their home. Peg, at twenty-three, 
with her sweet face and her genius, 
is an Irish Nell Gwynn without the 
king to love her. This latter, when 
one reflects on how the reigning 
monarch is no one better than our 
pudgy, unclean German, George the 
Second, stands the good fortune of 
Peg. 

Maugre her youth and her beauty, 
Peg’s brow wears that look of wise 
responsibility which will come upon 
one who must think for another as 
well as for herself. Peg holds a letter 
in her hand; it is from Polly, her sis- 
ter, a girl still at school, and to whom 
Peg despatched recent word to come 
and dwell with her. Polly will come, 
too, and later wed that poor earl’s 
son, the exquisite Walpole’s nephew, 
as recounted. 

“ Polly cannot come to me as I am,” 
reflects Peg. ‘‘ David and I must be- 
come husband and wife, or separate. 
Polly shall find a clean hearthstone 
to sit down by.” 

The servant enters, and hangs the 
kettle in the wide fireplace. The 
copper kettle has the burnish of gold. 
It is a complacent and tractable kettle, 
and, straightway, sets up its steamy 
song. 

The servant arranges a tea equip- 
ment on a side table. Evidently, 
from the elaborate preparation, a 
dozen callers are looked for. With 
the last of it, she lights the wax 
candles bristling from certain silver 
sconces which branch from the carved 
oaken breast of the chimney. Even 
though it be in mid-radiance of after- 
noon, the lights are needed. The 
windows are small, the diamond panes 
of a dullish glass, and even the little 
light to filter dimly through them is 
half-smothered by the brocade hang- 
ings. 

Peg’s bright, deep eyes go roving 
over the room. It is an apartment of 
some majesty; high ceilings and wain- 
scots and floor of polished oak. It is 
comfortable, too, in a high-backed 
way, with its stiff chairs and prim 
settles, and prints on the walls, and 
mirrors here and there. Peg owns 


a use for these last, having a no- 
tion to see her pretty face reflected 
as often as she may, being vain, as 
maidens should be. 

Peg’s glance takes in chair and print 
and mirror—every corner of the 
place. As she gazes, her face clouds 
with a fond sorrow. Peg is looking 
on that scene of pleasant comfort for 
the last time, and feels some forecast 
of it. 

“David must decide to-night,” 
whispers Peg to herself as she again 
sits brooding over her sister’s letter. 
“And what will he decide? He will 
decide nothing. He will palter and 
promise and put off. We are not to 
marry, I know that. David is too 
vain and holds himself too fine for an 
Irish actress whose conduct, to say 
the least, has been much too careless. 
However, I must bring on the last 
act of our love drama. Polly must 
be thought of. I shall say, ‘To-night;’ 
David will say nothing. And then,” 
muses Peg, “and then, I shall end it; 
I shall go.” 

There is a quick step, and nimble, 
small, sharp of feature and decisively 
the fop in dress, Garrick springs into 
the room. Garrick is of even years 
with young Horace Walpole, and as 
gaudily the macaroni; but, being 
somewhat the peasant in emanation, 
he lacks of that confidence of caste 
which so shines in the high face of 
the other. 

While Garrick enters with a skip 
and a spring, it is from no lightness of 
the spirit. Jealousy darkens his fore- 
head; he has come across fresh dulcet 
traces of one of those love-affairs 
which will ever distinguish the ex- 
uberant Peg. 

“When did you last see Hanbury 
Williams?”’ Garrick bursts forth. 
Both flush, for when all is in, what are 
they save a boy and a girl in love? 
“When did you last talk with him?” 

Peg waxes crafty; considering how 
she will that day tell Garrick he should 
marry her, she resolves upon conceal- 
ment. 

“Hanbury Williams?’ repeats Peg, 
arching a brow of wondrous innocence. 
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“T haven’t seen him nor talked with 
him for, lo! an age.” 

“Madame,” retorts Garrick, in- 
dignantly, “I wish I might believe 
you. But I have proof how you saw 
him here, while I was at rehearsal, 
and not an hour ago.”’ 

“And is not that an age?” asks 
Peg, pretending a modest droop of 
her lids. Being discovered, Peg will 
be brazen and take refuge in her wit. 

Garrick fumes up and down, and 
knows not what to say. In his soul, 
he loves Peg—loves her almost as 
well as he loves his precious self. He 
does not love her well enough to wed 
her, truly, but he could not see her 
with another and miss a pang. 

Peg speaks to shift the subject. 

“And how did your rehearsal go? 
Who read my part of Cordelia?’”’ 

“The prompter read your part,” 
grumbles Garrick. “The rehearsal 
went well enough.” Then, forgetting 
Hanbury Williams in his ardor over 
the coming production of “Lear”: 
“T have been studying madness from 
a real lunatic. Do you recall how 
that father in Tavistock Row let his 
child fall from a window, and saw it 
dashed on the stones below? That 
was last week. He has raved like 
Bedlam ever since. I was with him 
for an hour. I studied him until I 
can mimic his rolling eye, his brow of 
anguish, his arm-toss of despair, his 
shriek as the broken little one dies 
in his arms. Mark you, my Lear 
will be a triumph; it will be a picture of 
the true.” 

There is a creaking at the stair- 
head; it is from a step stiffened of 
age. The latch lifts, and old Colley 
Cibber enters, leading a little, old lady 
who, with her four-score years, and 
leaning on a crutched cane, is almost 
a decade older than the wrinkled 
laureate himself. 

“And where do you suppose now 
Bracey took me?” asks old Colley, 
as he and the once great actress, Mrs. 
Bracegirdle, beam greetings on Peg 
and Garrick. ‘‘The idea, too, of a 
lady of eighty years, and a gentleman 
who soon will be, trotting about to 
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graveyards and afternoon teas in 
dead Winter! But where ’should you 
think now Bracey made me go? To 
Saint Clement’s Danes; she must needs 
leave flowers to freeze on the tomb 
of poor Will Mountford, though out 
and gone he is these even fifty years.” 

“And why not?” demands Mrs. 
Bracegirdle. ‘‘Where should be the 
hardship? I went in my chair, and 
came here in my chair. The day is 
not cold.” 

“It was I who dragged her here,” 
says old Colley. ‘‘She would take me 
to Saint Clement’s Danes, so I made the 
bargain. ‘Bracey,’ says I, ‘if I go to 
the churchyard with you and your 
flowers for Will, you must run round 
to Peg’s with me, and warm yourself 
with a cup of tea.’” 

“Do not believe him, child,” says 
Mrs. Bracegirdle. ‘“‘One might think, 
to hear Cibber, I didn’t want to come. 
Indeed, it was I who proposed it. 
‘Cibber,’ I said, ‘I will call on Mistress 
Woffington. It shall be for a compli- 
ment. The oldest actress will call 
upon the greatest.’” 

“Egad! Bracey,” breaks in old 
Colley, who is clicking about the room 
in his high-heeled shoes, shaking now 
and then a cloud of powder from his 
luxuriant wig, “egad! Bracey, that 
was prettily said. On my soul, it 
was! And, Davy, you needn’t look 
so glum. Bracey and I agreed as we 
came along that you were a fairly clever 
fellow enough.” 

“But this Will Mountford,” cries 
Peg, who has been striving to edge in 
a word, and is each time overpowered 


by these vivacious old folk, “who will 
be your Will Mountford? Was he a 
sweetheart, madame?” Peg looks 


quite tender and feels quite tender, 
too; for Peg is susceptible, and would 
fain scent a love-affair of the long ago. 
“‘Was he your lover, madame?” 

“No, child; no lover,”’ responds Mrs. 
Bracegirdle. ‘But this is an anniver- 
sary. It was just fifty years ago to-day 
when, not two squares from here, 
Lord Mohun, with a coach and a band 
of Mohocks, tried to kidnap me as I was 
returning from playing at the theatre. 
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Will Mountford defended me, and Lord 
Mohun ran «him through with his 
sword, and killed him. Poor Will! a 
great actor he was, too! And so, once 
a year, I go and place flowers on Will’s 
grave. No, child; Will was no lover 
of mine.” 

“‘Bracey never had a lover,” breaks 
in old Cibber. ‘‘She was an example 
for Diana, was Bracey. And beautiful! 
You should have seen Bracey at 
thirty! A flower was a fool to her! 
The peerage knelt before her—gad! 
the nobility sighed round Bracey’s 
foot-stool by the scores. Yes, for- 
sooth! even the great Congreve loved 
the cruel Bracey, but she drove him 
from her. Do you remember his lines, 
madame?” This to Mrs. Bracegirdle: 
“How did they run? 

“** Would I were free from this restraint, 
Or else had power to win her; 


Would she could make of me a saint, 
Or I of her a sinner.’ 


“A very pretty quatrain, that,” 
concludes old Cibber, oracularly, “‘and 
told Congreve’s case exactly.” 

Mrs. Bracegirdle smiles on old Cibber, 
as though to hear of her aforetime 
lovers is not distasteful, even though 
she turned a deaf ear to their sorrows 
in their day. 

The room begins to fill. Macklin, 
who gave us Shylock as he should be, 
and not as that vulgar buffoon he had 
been, arrives; the heavy Johnson comes 
in not far behind; and then appears 
the lively Foote, who, it would seem, 
escaped from his ‘‘dragoness”’ of the 
carriage; and, after Foote, a dozen 
others, among them Reynolds, the por- 
trait-painter. 

Tea and talk go merrily forward, 
and all save Garrick are gay. Garrick 
is dull, and a bit pensive. This want 
of flash is laid by the others at the door 
of Lear, whom Garrick must personate 
this night. Being his first London 
Lear, the critics and wits are sharpen- 
ing tooth and claw to rend him. May- 
hap, it is this pending peril of the 
critics to make serious the eye of Gar- 
rick. 

Old Cibber, himself in dotard fashion 
in love with Peg, hangs about her dear 


121 


elbows as she pours the tea. With 
his wrinkled hatchet face and volumi- 
nous wig, he looks not unlike an aged 
crested bird of prey. 

Foote makes a smart remark upon 
old Cibber’s devotion to Peg. 

“‘I heard them say,”’ suggests Foote, 
“as you and old Owen Swiney would 
dangle about our Peg in wrinkled ri- 
valry, that the three of you reminded 
folk of Suzanna and the Elders.” 

Old Colley snorts fiercely, and makes 
scornful remarks upon the unripe 
Foote. 

“What would you give,’”’ retorts 
Foote, willing to jeer a little at old 
Cibber’s years since now the latter jeers 
at his, ““what would you give to be as 
young as I?” 

“Why, then,” responds the oldster, 
with a gleam, “I’d consent to be as 
great a fool.” 

This costs Foote a laugh all round. 
The porous Johnson takes advantage 
of the general mirth to win for himself 
his ninth cup of tea. 

“You are hard upon me, sir,” says 
Foote, feigning humility. ‘ You would 
treat me better had you heard me de- 
fend you when the caustic Mr. Pope 
—who said he saw it thirty years ago 
—assailed your comedy of ‘Cinna.’”’ 

“*Cinna,’ sir,”’ responds old Cibber, 
interested in spite of himself, ‘‘* Cinna’ 
is a tragedy, not a comedy.” 

““Indeed!”” says Foote, assuming 
mild amazement. ‘‘ Now, see how one 
may be trapped intoerror! I supposed 
‘Cinna’ must be a comedy because 
Mr. Pope declared how he laughed at 
it from beginning to end.” 

It is now old Cibber who falls for- 
feit to a common peal of mirth. Even 
he, the old victim, is himself seen to 
grin. 

“Your wit, young sir,” says he to 
Foote, “will take you far. Have a 
care that it does not take you over 
Holborn Hill in a cart.” 

Old Cibber and Foote make up their 
differences with snuff from the former’s 
diamond-encrusted mull. 

Macklin and Johnson fall to contro- 
versy concerning the art of the actor. 
Johnson, albeit the pacific Reynolds 
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tries to lead away the talk to gentler 
fields, cannot repress his customary 
harshness. 

“A player,’”’ cries Johnson, in rum- 
bling insolence, ‘“‘and what is he? Sir, 
a ballad-singer is a higher man, for he 
does two things: he recites and he sings, 
there is both recitation and music in 
his performance. Your player only 
recites.” 

“And yet, sir,”’ says old Cibber, who 
thinks better of Johnson than Johnson 
does of him, “and yet, sir, Garrick tells 
me how you, yourself, have written a 
tragedy. If you have it by you, it 
would give me prodigious pleasure to 
read it.” 

“It is the tragedy of ‘Irene,’”’ re- 
sponds Johnson, his face beginning to 
glow. ‘I shall have the honor, sir, to 
send it to your house in the morning. 
It has not been acted.” 

“But it shall be acted,”’ breaks in 
Garrick, ‘‘so soon as ever I call a stage 
my own.” 

Johnson and Garrick exchange 
looks; to one quick to perceive, it is 
plain how beneath the vanity of the 
one and the morose envy of the other, 
each for each carries sincere affection. 


’ 


III 
GARRICK DOES “‘ KING LEAR” 


Tue tea-drinking guests depart, 
while Peg and Garrick make ready 
for their short journey to Drury 
Lane where Lear must walk before his 
judges of the pit. Now they be 
alone, Garrick turns bitterly solemn; 
Peg dons a grave, sweet look. 

As Garrick is ready for the street, 
Peg draws him to a seat beside her on 
a great, oaken settle that stands in 
the corner of the chimney. 

‘What is it, love?”’ asks Garrick, a 
trifle disturbed by Peg’s gravity. 

Peg collects herself; she knows the 
end is at hand. 

“David, when is it to be?” 

“Of what do you speak?” he re- 
plies. Then comes a flush, for he 
understands how it is their marriage 
she asks about. 


“When are we to wed, David?” 

“Let us put off this talk,’’ says 
Garrick, a sudden irritation in his 
tones. “It may unstring the both of 
us; it may spoil my Lear to-night.” 
This last he gets off in real terror. 

“No, we will not put by this talk,” 
returns Peg, firmly. “It has been 
put by too long as it is. As for your 
Lear, should I bind your heart to the 
rack, and torture it till it breaks, 
you'll but play the better for it. 
David, we must be wed to-night or not 
at all; I'll wait no longer.”’ 

““Peg,’’ he replies, nervously, ‘‘don’t 
be unreasonable. You know I love 
you.” 

“To-night it must be, or not at all,” 
she repeats. 

‘Dear, it would be foolish.” 

“You have said enough, David.” 
Peg’s face is whiter now. “And yet, 
I knew it.’”’ Her great eyes fill up, 
and a sob catches in her throat. 
“After all,’”’ Peg continues, “it is 
better thus. Surely, it is good to 
know at last and truly where we 
stand with each other.” 

“T shall speak of this after the 
theatre,’’ says Garrick, still in a 
flutter. 

“Do you think so?” asks Peg, in a 
queer voice. 

“And you, yourself, will look at it 
in another light to-morrow.” 

“‘Perhaps,”’ says Peg. 


It is a night when the taverns, the 
coffee-houses and the clubs give up 
their last man in favor of the theatre. 
Box and gallery, pit and stall, are 
packed; the high and the low are 
come. It is a throng much mixed; 
the noble rubs elbows with the name- 
less, St. James jostles St. Giles, and the 
butchers of Clare Market bicker for 
places with the beaux of Mayfair. 
If there be common ground in British 
taste where prince and peasant meet, 
it lies in this British passion for the 
play. And London town turns out 
to-night. for its fresh favorite, the 
young Garrick, and the beloved Wof- 
fington, will present “‘ King Lear.” 

Garrick, for himself, was never more 
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upon a Strain; his talk with Peg 
burns him. Vaguely, he can tell how 
a calamity is pending, and how he 
stands within the shadow of disaster. 
In his shaken soul, he recalls the 
recent scene. Peg’s manner was a 
threat of itself. What did she mean? 
What will she do? These are the 
queries that set Garrick to be torn at 
by the wolves of long-toothed appre- 
hension. His fear of unformed some- 
things that he cannot name, now 
drives him cold and hot. 

Garrick’s is a shallow nature, all 
ripple and sparkle and flash; Peg’s 
currents flow more deeply, and Garrick 
cannot fathom them. To his vanity, 
there comes no thought how Peg may 
take herself from out his hands, and 
doom him to oaken loneliness in Bow 
street. That she should leave him is 
incredible; no such grim answer to 
his query of “What wili she do?” 
once knocks at the door of his conceit. 
Nervous, irritable, morally as well as 
physically timid, our weak Garrick 
will fret himself into a very flame of 
wretchedness. 

Garrick thinks on Peg and his com- 
ing Lear in one and the same breath. 
How will he play the part now that 
these love-doubts are crowding on his 
heart? His fears for a mighty failure 
begin to mount. 

The curtain goes up. 

Garrick is smitten of terrors and 
tremblings. But he finds Peg’s 
words come true; though his heart be 
on the rack, he plays the better for it. 
Never has he so felt the surge and 
sweeps of genius to carry him along. 
Now is the mad old Lear a mad old 
Lear in yery truth; and the critical 
pit, commonly so guarded and cold, is 
as much thrilled and played upon as 
ever the most darkened corner of the 
galleries. 

Nor is our brilliant Peg one whit 
behind. The gentle, sweet Cordelia 
was never so gentle or so sweet as 
now when the great Woffington por- 
trays her; and, when Garrick, as Lear, 
in mad simplicity puts wondering 
finger to her cheek, with the line, 
“Be these tears wet?—yes, faith!” it 


shocks him like a knife-stab to find on 
the face of Peg the wet, real tears, 
indeed. 


Surely, for all the victory, there be 
acrid ones to carp, and hairsplit, and 
vent a spleen. 

“He does not enter into the infir- 
mities of a man four-score and up- 
ward,” drawls Walpole, turning a 
languid eye on Chesterfield. 

“The pit finds no fault, at least,” 
responds the other, as he looks down 
upon the critics tossing in a storm of 
approbation. 

““And he lacks dignity,’”’ continues 
the ineffable Walpole; ‘“‘and his voice 
is too loud, and wants in sympathy. 
Now, the Irish jade does better, 
though her voice is worse than his. 
In the curse, too, he begins too low 
and ends too high.” 

Thus, vapidly, proceeds young Wal- 
pole in a dawdle of pretended criti- 
cism, until the crook-backed Pope 
comes into the box, and puts him to 
flight with the word that, in all his 
years, he has seen nothing to be the 
equal of that Lear. 


“The dog is clever, Bracey,” says 
old Colley, as he aids the ancient Mrs. 
Bracegirdle to call her chair at the 
close. “‘Yes, zooks! the dog has 
genius!” 

“But the girl, Cibber,”” returns Mrs. 
Bracegirdle. “It was real grief she 
gave us, and a soul pierced through 
and through. I tell you that now, in 
my eightieth year, I’ve seen the true 
empress of the theatres.” 


“Davy is great,’ observes Johnson 
to Reynolds, as, taking the painter’s 
arm, the two move away together. 
*‘Davy is assuredly great. And, while 
I look upon his acting, it strikes home 
to me how there is that to a great 
player, whether it be art or nature, 
which is beyond me either to grasp, 
appreciate or comprehend.” 


When, with the last curtain, Gar- 
tick is off the stage, he casts anxious, 
haggard eyes about for Peg. He 
hardly hears, and only half responds to, 
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the commendations which break upon 
him like a tempest. 

Where is his Peg? Not in the 
greenroom, truly; while a message to 
her dressing-room brings no response 
save the word that it is empty. 

“She will be home before me,” 
murmurs Garrick, in a flash of hope. 
““How deeply shall I congratulate her 
for to-night!” 

Then, for the earliest time, a cold 
thought creeps about his heart like a 
snake; she may be lost to him. 

Garrick hurries to their Bow-street 
house. He meets nothing save the lone- 
some, oaken rooms. These would seem 
to mock him, since no Pegis there. He 
wrings his hands, and tosses to and fro 
about the place. He calls Peg’s name. 


“Where is she?”’ he cries. 

Far away in quiet Teddington, Peg 
is crying herself to sleep. This is 
hidden from Garrick; he knows only 
that he has lost her. 

Will she return to him? 

If the echoes be honest echoes, they 
will answer, ‘‘ Never.”’ 

Broken and alone, Garrick sinks 
into Peg’s chair, and weeps as for 
ruined hopes and dreams destroyed. 
The candles burn out in darkness; 
the fire dies on the hearth, and leaves 
the room as cheerless as his heart. 
And so, throughout the night, Gar 
rick sits unhappy, mourning for his 
lost one; the hour of greatest triumph 
is the hour of his mightiest desola- 
tion. 


PLENITUDE 


S° long have I desired thee, and so deep 
My heart’s hid well, whose waters sung thy name 
Over and over till the restless flame 

Of Love stood still to listen, that I weep 

Now when I have thee in my arms, to keep 


Forever. 


O Belovéd, I became 


So perfected in thee, I have no aim 
Beyond thee, and no harvest more to reap! 


So still is all the world, I feel afraid! 
Is this that mystic Silence, by whose power 
The waiting spirits of the void are made 


In mortal mold? 


I feel my bridal bower 


Transcendently enlarged, myself—dismayed— 
A dazed intruder on God’s working hour. 


Extsa BARKER. 


$e 


THE GROWLS OF A GRIZZLED BACHELOR 


a 
QO»? bachelors know a great deal about women. If they did not, they 
wouldn’t be old bachelors. 
Nobody knows why a woman, when she trips over a chair-rocker, always 
blames her husband for it as soon as he comes home. 
During courtship, he talks and she listens. After marriage, the order is 


reversed, or else they both talk, and the neighbors listen. 














THE BEAUTIFUL WOMAN’S NARRATIVE 


By the Baroness von Hutten 


a combination that often pro- 

duces great charm,’’ the beau- 
tiful woman began, sipping her green 
mint, meditating. ‘Shall I tell it to 
you? It would make a good story.” 

Although the stories that people tell, 
with kindling eye, to friends who try to 
write, do not usually fill the friends’ 
souls with the enthusiasm expected, I 
said yes, for she was so beautiful in her 
flaming gown, the star in her hair 
was such a poor thing in comparison 
with the two blue ones under the 
arched brows, that I assented. ‘‘ Yes, 
tell me. I need copy.” 

“It wasin Maine, bythesea. I have 
a house there, and spend a month in 
it every Summer. I am very much 
interested in raising—’”’ She took up 
her glass, and, as she sipped, I filled up 
the blank with, “Easter lilies? Vio- 
lets?” 

“Pigs!” she added, serenely. ‘Once, 
last Summer, my maid fell ill, and, 
as she had been doing some rather 
important sewing, I looked up a local 
seamstress. I found her in a small, 
brown house on the outskirts of the 
village—one of those shingle-houses 
without any paint that one sometimes 
longs to see, just as something purely 
American, when one has been long 
abroad. 

“She was a wee old woman, quite 
sixty-five, I should think, with a knot 
of sandy hair, so small that one won- 
dered how she managed to cover her 
skull, and a plaintive face, with very 
far-apart, gray eyes. She was glad to 
have the work, and, after a short talk, 
in which I learned that she supported 
her mother, aged ninety, and that she 
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6 if T was pathetic and—ridiculous, 


had never been in a railway train, I 
left her in the neat little sunny room. 
“A few days later, 1 went back, for I 
liked prowling about, and she inter- 
ested me. I used to watch her sew. 
It was white work—table-cloths to be 
hemmed, and so on—and her little, 
knotted, brown hands, flying over the 
white stuff, had a certain charm. 

“Well, at last one day, I asked her 
what she thought about during all the 
long hours, while she worked alone. 
She looked up, startled, and then— 
blushed. It was a pretty, girlish 
blush, too. 

““*Miss Brown,’ she said, shyly, ‘I 
am a homely, little, old woman, but I 
have—a love-story.’”’ 

“And you,” I interrupted, “said that 
you had always known it. That is 
what you call being sympathetic!” 

The beautiful woman smiled. “I 
just asked her to tell me all about it.” 

“And she did?” 

“Yes. This is the way she told it: 
‘His name is Waldo Green, and I’ve 
kept company with him since I was 
twenty. He’s very handsome and 
very smart. I—sometimes wonder— 
why he hasn’t got tired of me!’” 

“And then, you smiled at her, and 
she felt that she looked just like you, 
and that, of course, he hadn’t tired of 
her. Go on.” 

“Well, I asked why they hadn’t 
married. Guess why they hadn't!” 

“A family feud? Hereditary insan- 
ity? No money?” 

“No. She laid down her work, and 
said, quite tranquilly, without a 
shadow of resentment: ‘He has never 
been able to quite make up his mind!’ 
Just think of it! Then, she added that 
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he came to see her Wednesdays and 
Sundays, and that her mother quite 
chirped up when he was there.” 

“Did you ever see the mother?”’ 

“Yes. She was rather—fearsome, 
but beautifully neat, and really quite 
well-dressed. She seemed to me like 
some old idol, on which her poor dev- 
otee hung all the things she should 
have worn herself. 

“Well, one day, I went to see them, 
and Miss Gaines herself opened the 
door, instead of the hard-featured, 
very unalluring old servant, Abby. 
And Miss Gaines had a bow of blue 
ribbon in her hair; or, rather, she had 
a few hairs in a bow of blue ribbon on 
top of her head. She had also a blue 
bow at her throat, and she wore a 
black-silk gown. She was quivering 
with excitement. ‘Waldo is here,’ 
she whispered; ‘Mr. Green, you know, 
and he thinks he has made up his mind!’ 

“I couldn’t resist having a peep at 
Waldo, so I went in, and found that 
‘mother,’ who, of late had been very 
well, and much in the ‘ sitting-room,’ 
was banished, and in her chair, by the 
window, sat Waldo, evidently much 
occupied in making up his mind. He 
was a small, old man, with high shoul- 
ders and a querulous face. I didn’t 
like him. Mother was unusually in- 
telligent that day, and seemed much 
pleased over the prospect of a wedding. 
She had always liked weddings, though 
most people preferred funerals. Abby, 
I found, on the contrary, annoyed by 
Waldo’s presence, and by the impend- 
ing ‘made-up’ condition of his mind. 
I quite disliked Abby.” 

“Do hurry. When you left moth- 
er——?”’ 


“When I left mother, and passed 
through the sitting-room, Miss Gaines 
stood by the little mirror, removing 
the hair from the blue bow.” The 
beautiful woman’s voice was mournful. 
“*Where is Mr. Green?’ I asked. She 
looked at me bravely. ‘He has went 
home. He—he couldn’t quite make 
up his mind.” . .. I really 
wanted to shake Waldo,” the beautiful 
woman went on, after a pause. 

“Why didn’t you? He would have 
been delighted, 1 am sure.” 

“Well, I did catch up with him, and 
—talk with him on my way through 
the village. I asked him whether he 
didn’t think it about time to decide 
what he meant to do with his future!” 

“You didn’t!” 

“TI. did. And he said, quite ser- 
iously, that he was very comfortable 
at home, and that it was a pity to be 
rash.” 

She paused for a second, so lovely in 
her amused concern that I wished she 
would not speak at once. 

Then: “‘The next time I saw her, 
she told me that she was going to dis- 
miss Abby. It appears that Abby had 
been—well, ‘making up’ to Waldo. I 
hate Abby.” 

The men were coming, and in a min- 
ute she would be surrounded. 

“So do I,” I said, vehemently. “I 
loathe her. But tell me—you saw 
them all again?” 

“Yes; but there is nochange. Abby 
is living in the village, mother is as 
fresh as a daisy, Miss Gaines sews, and 
thinks of her ‘love-story,’ and grows 
older; and Waldo—’”’ the men had come 
—‘‘and Waldo is still trying to make 
up his mind!” 


G MATHERS (consolingly)—After all, marriage is a lottery. 
De Vorse—Yes; but the courts will not recognize alimony as a gambling 
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[% these later days, riches take automobiles and ride away. 


debt. 
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THE PROFESSOR’S LOVE-STORY 


Though my professor doesn’t marry— 
Apologies to Mr. Barrie! 


IN May, in May, one genial May, 
I shut my stuffy study up, 
And set forth on a woody way 
To drink the nectar from her cup. 
There, alien from the joys of love, 
I came upon Aspasia, 
Her white arms filled with blossoms of 
Robinia Pseudacacia. 


Which were the sweeter, they or she? 
No problem that, to stagger one! 

A look, a smile—oh, heart of me, 
Behold thy schooling all undone! 

And on succeeding days were seen 
This don and his Dulcinea 

Out walking under branches green 
Of Fagus ferruginea. 


But not for long. I’m forty-three, 
While her years were not half of mine, 
I fondly hoped that I might be 
A Quercus to her clinging vine— 
And told her so, the girl whom I 
Had once surnamed Urania! 
She only said: “She guessed that my 
True genus was Castanea,” 


"Twas quite forgiven long ago, 
But from my desk I never stir; 
For all that’s sweet or white, I know, 
Would whisper me of May and her, 
She sleeps, till better times are ripe, 
"Neath myrtle and veronica, 
Enguarded by a splendid type 
Of Salix Babylonica. 
EpwarD W. BarNarp. 


*s 
SHE WASN’T A WIDOW 


“V HY didn’t she marry him?” 
‘Weil, you see, her folks were opposed to the match; and then, besides, 
he didn’t propose.” 
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LAUGHTER 


\ JE laughed together once—since then, 
What bitterness of silent days 
Divides us on the ways of men! 


Perchance, it is a trifling thing, 
A memory grotesque. And, still, 
I cannot hate, remembering. 


Unhealed the wound, and sore the smart; 
Yet, for that mirth we one day knew, 
Not all your enemy, my heart; 


Not all your enemy—nay, less; 
When, still, above my anger thrills 
That ghostly note of happiness. 


Distant and faint, yet over-true, 
Strange that so light a thing should bring 
The olden, tender thought of you. 
McCrea PICKERING. 


THE LORD OF CREATION 


OME men don’t know how much they are worth; most don’t know how little. 

The boy of twelve who doesn't know more than his father, needs attention. 

Man is not satisfied to know a thing: he must have everybody else know it. 

“Fools go in crowds;’’ man loves companionship. 

It is wiser for man to trust to his luck than to his wits; he is likely to have 
more of the former than the latter. 

If there is anything that a man doesn’t know, he doesn’t know it. 

Man often feels that he is a sly dog when, in reality, he is but a sorry cur. 

No man is the same all the time; which is why it is possible to have some 
respect for every man at some time. 

Man is disappointed if he doesn’t get what he wants, and dissatisfied if 
he does. 

A man is always satisfied that he can take care of himself. His satisfaction 
generally ends there. 

L. pp V. MATTHEWMA’ 
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ISTRESS—Do you wake up easily? 
Coox—Oh, yes, ma’am, Just knock on my door. 
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EXHIBIT A 


By Kate Jordan 


(Mrs. F. M. Vermilye) 


performance at night, Miss 

Cawtrey always had a light 
dinner served in her dressing-room. 
In the most exquisite of négligées, 
with flowers about her, and occasional 
intimates dropping in for a few mo- 
ments’ gossip, she was wont to lie on 
her divan in the state of relaxation 
prescribed by her fashionable physi- 
cian. 

Miss Dora Cawtrey was _lead- 
ing woman at The Regent, a small, 
long-established London theatre, whose 
box- and stall-patrons had, for the most 
part, their names in Debrett. The 
play might be unpopular, but the 
star’s personality ‘“‘drew,’’ because 
she was an enchanting beauty who 
was also a tantalizing mystery. No 
one knew anything about her. Her 
history—prior to the Autumn night 
when she walked on in ‘“‘ Notre Dame,”’ 
as a court lady with but one line to 
say, and took away the breath of the 
watchers by her surprising loveliness— 
was lost in a mist which Miss Caw- 
trey never lifted. She never talked of 
her childhood, her parentage, former 
places or people. She seemed born 
without any past prior to her twenty- 
fourth year of age. When wonderful 
things were told of her early life, she 
smiled. When a charming, romantic 
history was hinted at, she smiled. 
Her smile was lovely. When any one 
had the curiosity boldly to question 
her, she stared. Her stare was dis- 
quieting. She was a sphinx. She 
might have manufactured a most be- 
witching history for herself had she 
cared to do so, and no one would have 
questioned it. But Dora had her 
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code, and a teller of lies was hateful 
to her. 

“If she were only a foreigner, you 
know, one could accept her without 
question,” Lord Dugro had said, at his 
club. ‘‘As an American, her mother 
might have done the washing in a 
mining camp—and who would care? 
As a Frenchwoman, she might have 
had forebears in the pomade and coif- 
fure line, and we’d have swallowed 
the whole bally thing, you know. 
But this woman, the loveliest creature 
under heaven, against whom there is 
no whisper in the present, whom we 
welcome in our homes, and need and 
want and delight in, don’t you know, 
but who never speaks of herself, and 
about whom we know nothing—is an 
Englishwoman! She’s never even ad- 
mitted that much. But she ts English 
in blood, bone, sinew, voice, expres- 
sion, movement. Yet, who and what 
she was before she came out at The 
Regent, I defy any one to find out.”’ 

This expressed London’s opinion 
generally, yet no one was in the least 
surprised when Dora Cawtrey’s en- 
gagement to the young Duke of 
Bracebridge was announced, and the 
news was bruited over the world that 
the King had been the first to con- 
gratulate her. Miss Cawtrey was 
“chummy” with kings, princes and 
the like. 

So, on the particular afternoon when 
she lay upon her divan in her dress- 
ing-room, after the matinée, with 
roses almost as tall as herself bending 
their perfumed heads from great vases 
near her, she was thinking of Brace- 
bridge, and her eyes, of an odd, glis- 
tening slate-blue, were warm with her 
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dreams, for she loved him extremely. 
His title and the splendor of his wealth 
were on one side, and held her but lit- 
tle; on the other, he, in the strength, 
confidence and beauty of his twenty- 
eight clean years, engrossed her com- 


pletely. Strange as it may appear, 
Dora loved this man, who happened 
to be a duke. 

For the twentieth time, she read his 
last letter. It was an expression of 
idolatry from the first line to the last. 
She kissed it, tucked it under the silk 
pillow, her hand, with the big, ruby 
engagement-ring, clasping it. She 
closed her eyes. Far off, it seemed 
many miles beyond her land of dreams, 
she heard Suzanne’s metallic French 
voice: 

“Dis pairson cannot to see Miss 


Cawtrey—non. She is rest herself, 
and she cannot to see dis pairson.”’ 
“"E soys—” she heard Grigson, 


the door-keeper, commence, and then 
break off. ‘‘ Well, by Jingo, ’ere ’e his 
"is bloomin’ self—cheeky fer a Hital- 
ian, s’ ’eaven ’elp me!” 

Still Dora, with her fingers clasping 
her ducal love-letter, dreamed on. It 
was a usual thing for many people to 
attempt to see her, when she had no 
desire to lay eyes upon them. 

“Mees Cawtrey cannot see you. 
W’at ees your business? If you tell 
me, I will spik wiz her,’’ she heard 
Suzanne continue, irritably. 

“Just give her my card, please. 
You need say nothing.” 

Before the last sentence was com- 
pleted—in fact, before three words 
had been spoken—Dora’s expression 
had changed. The dream fled from 
her face. A look leaped into it not un- 
like that of a listening animal expect- 
ing danger. She moved quickly to her 
elbow. Her features stiffened. Su- 
zanne found her so when she came 
cautiously in, her black eyes snapping 
with temper. Dora heard nothing she 
said. She took the card, and fixed a 
frozen stare upon it: “Arturo Bol- 
dino.” 

““He may come in,”’ she said, rising, 
and sweeping out the laces on her 
gown. 





Suzanne obeyed, with a feeling of 
awe; her mistress looked like the dead. 
A moment later, the visitor entered 
alone, and found Miss Cawtrey stand- 
ing straight and tall and very proud, 
her eyes level with his. The man was 
a Latin, but his precise nationality 
could not be determined in a glance; 
Italian, perhaps, or a Levantine, or a 
Spaniard; so much his black eyes, his 
oiled, curled hair, full lips, light 
figure, accentuated dressing and ag- 
gressive extract of musk, proclaimed. 

“What do you want?”’ Dora asked, 
as she might speak to a dismissed serv- 
ant who ventured to annoy her. 

The man parted his mustache, lov- 
ingly, sneered and smiled. 

“In the English climate, you have 
grown very businesslike, Miss Jenny 
Green.” 

He could see that the name was like 
a lash through the thin cloak. Though 
she shivered, she remained with her 
head up, an abysmal contempt in her 
level gaze. 

““What do you want?” she asked, 
again. “I can give you ten minutes; 
so, say whatever you have come to say. 
Ten minutes.” She pointed to the 
clock. 

“Then, I must be businesslike, too,” 
he smiled. ‘Shall we not sit down?” 
She appeared not to hear him, and 
again looked at theclock. ‘“‘No? Then, 
you force us both to be uncomfortable, 
instead of cozy—as such old friends 
should be. Eh? Well, I see you are 
not disposed to talk. You are in one 
of those icy moods which used to an- 
noy your—protector. Ah, how he 
used to fly up when you looked at him 
so! Hehad a temper, despite his sixty- 
odd years, had your good friend, 
Rica.” 

Dora stood patiently, her face un- 
changing. 

“Is it bad taste to recall those days? 
But I do it for a purpose. It is that 
you may realize how very deeply my 
finger is in the very good, rich pie 
of your very successful, flattered 
life.” 

“Let me congratulate you,” said 
Dora, with an air of weariness. ‘‘ You 
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speak English better than when you 
were Sejior Rica’s servant.” 

He laughed, and, drawing out his 
perfumed handkerchief, caressed his 
lips with it. 

“Dear lady, at last I hear something 
from you besides the eternal and very 
rude question—what do you want? 
Believe me, your commendation is 
most sweet tome. For, see, 1am am- 
bitious. When you came first to Ma- 
tanzas, eight years ago, and lived your 
secluded life with my master behind 
those white walls, I was a coachman 
first, then a valet. After you dis- 
appeared, and your hat and little boat 
were found drifting in the Yumuri—in 
fact, after your death, when it was in- 
ferred your beautiful body had been 
carried out to the sea—I became sec- 
retary to Sefior Rica. On his death, 
it was found that I was remembered 
most generously in his will. There are 
those who said I had taken advantage 
of his condition when he was half-de- 
lirious; but that is nothing. This tells 
you I am ambitious, does it not?” 

She was very white, and her brows 
met in a line of pain. 

“Of course, you have come to sell 
your silence for money ?”’ 

“How you misjudge me!” he said, 
sadly. ‘‘You always did. As Sejfior 
Rica’s coachman, you thought me a 
spy. Later, when I was his valet, and 
merely by applying my ear to the door 
heard your sobs as he beat you 4a 

“You loathsome toad!’’ she mut- 
tered, in controlled fury, like a danger- 
ous thing in leash, “if you say another 
word of that past time, I’ll have you 
flung into the street. What has 
brought you here? Say it plainly, re- 
ceive your answer, and go!” 

His sneering defiance was now a 
healthy thing of full growth. 

“T will. I am absolutely merci- 
less,”’ he said, dropping his sentimental 
tone. ‘‘I was in India when I picked 
up an English paper, and read of you— 
read also that one of your peculiarities 
was an objection to being much photo- 
graphed, except occasionally in cos- 
tume, as Lady Teazle, for instance; an 
odd dislike in an actress, but we know, 





do we not, that wigs and patches make 
fairly good masks? Well, I thought 
no more of the newspaper item at the 
time. Later, a traveling showman 
came to Bombay with the new inven- 
tion, the kinetoscope. One of his 
views showed Bond street on a sunny 
May day, all movement and sunshine. 
It was most perfect, and filled the eyes 
of some of those homesick Anglo-In- 
dians with tears. The foremost fig- 
ure in the picture was a beautiful 
woman, who opened her parasol, and 
stepped into a waiting victoria. It 
was you. I sat there in amazement, 
and, of course, knew then that your 
apparent drowning in Cuba was a cheat, 
as I had always suspected. I fancied 
I was looking on Jenny Green, who was 
flourishing in London under the same 
conditions as I had known her; but my 
interest was whipped up when the 
showman announced that this was one 
of the few photographs of the beauty 
and actress, Dora Cawtrey. The people 
around me never knew what made me 
laugh so heartily. I like being amused 
that way; it is a great aid to digestion. 
Well, it is possible I might never have 
annoyed you; but, after a time, busi- 
ness brought me to London, and I, like 
the rest of the world, heard the as- 
tounding news that the Duke of Brace- 
bridge was to make you his duchess. 
Then, I made up my mind. You could 
be useful to me. I first went to see 
you in your new play. Your blond 
hair was covered by a red wig, but one 
good look told me that you were Rica’s 
Jenny. The result?—I am here. You 
think I want money. I don’t. No 
amount you might offer to pay me 
would weigh the slightest with me. It 
is five years since the day your boat 
was found upturned in the Yumuri, 
and, since then, I’ve made much money 
—oh, very much—in many lands, and 
not always by very honorable means, 
I admit to you. You see, we are both 
adventurers, cheats, liars, and we can 
speak the truth to each other. Now, 
I want what money cannot buy—un- 
assailable power, position. You can 
give me these.” 

She had turned from him, and her 
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sad eyes were gazing into the mirror. 
Pain had wiped the scorn from her face. 

““As the Duchess of Bracebridge, you 
can make me a personage. I shall 
carefully select an obscure, Levantine 
title—no one will look me up. Even 
if they do, no one will believe them. 
Let the Duchess of Bracebridge vouch 
for my genuineness, count me as her 
friend, make me one of her house-par- 
ties, take me on her yacht, and my 
status becomes impregnable. I shall 
make a marriage for position. I shall 
actually live in my most impossible 
dreams.” 

He was terribly in earnest; his sallow 
skin had become putty-white, his nose 
was like an eagle’s. 

When Dora answered him, her voice 
was hopeless and quiet. 

“I refuse you, absolutely.” 

“Oh, no; you are not mad. 
not think that.” 

“TI shall say nothing about you. 
Foist yourself on society, if you will, 
lie, steal, and I'll not unmask you. 
But you shall not make me a partner. 
I will not, even by a nod, recognize 
your existence.” 

‘“‘And you will be fool enough to ruin 
yourself, rather than do what I ask?” 

“T’ve not admitted that you can 
ruin me. It’s your word against mine. 
If I choose to lie—a thing I’ve never 
done—I’ve an idea the Duke of 
Bracebridge will thrash you soundly.” 

“Ah, I cannot but admire you. You 
have the repose of a grande dame—you, 
Jenny Green. It is marvelous. But— 
alas, for the repose—I have incontro- 
vertible proof.” And Boldino sighed. 
“I have letters written by you to the 
sefior. You were not always averse to 
being photographed. I have a half- 
dozen pictures of you, taken in Ma- 
tanzas, some in the garden with your 
master and mine, and in several the 
scar just above your right eyebrow 
shows plainly. I'll suggest to the duke 
that he send them to the most im- 
portant people in Matanzas, to the 
alcalde, and ask the history of the orig- 
inal. Can you, of whom people know 
nothing, hold up your head and lie 
down such proof?’’ 


I can- 
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Her gesture silenced him; it was 
desperate. Her eyes were frantic. 

“Very well. We have finished.” 

“You don’t believe I have the pic- 
tures—the letters 3 

“I believe you never neglected an 
opportunity to steal in all your abomin- 
able life. Yes, you can crush me, but, 
rather than save myself by becoming 
the sponsor, the confederate, of such a 
thing as you, I'll sacrifice everything 
dear to me in my life.”’ 

She rang the bell, and Suzanne came 
in. Her mistress’s face was ghastly, 
and the foreigner was bowing low with 
a strange smile. 

“It may possibly interest you to 
know that I have an appointment with 
the Duke of Bracebridge at four to-mor- 
row afternoon,” he said. 





Il 


It was four o’clock the next day. 
Dora had done nothing to save her- 
self. Before leaving the theatre after 
the evening performance, a note from 
Boldino had been handed her. 

“I give you a last chance. Pay my 
price, and my lips are dumb,”’ it ran. 

His messenger waited. Miss Caw- 
trey said there was no answer, and tore 
the letter to pieces before the boy. 
She did not sleep all night. During 
the morning, a basket of gardenias 
came from Bracebridge, and a letter, 
asking her to sup at the Carlton that 
night with his sister, Lady Torrance, 
and a Russian prince. She answered 
the short, tender letter, saying she 
could not go, but would see him in her 
dressing-room after the play. 

The intolerable day, of the wet, low- 
skied variety, spent itself to late after- 
noon. Dora’s face was fever-flushed; 
she kept moving nervously, and the 
blood seemed pouring through her 
body in streams of fire. 

“Get me my walking things,” she 
said to Suzanne, as the clock struck 
four; ‘I’m going out.” 

While the most important and terri- 
fying hour of her life was running its 
course, the wind and tingling rain 
would be better than the brooding 
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quiet of her home. She was soon on 
the street, veiled, and provided with 
mackintosh and umbrella. London 
roared and glistened about her in the 
rain, but she did not see it. There was 
a picture before her mind which held 
her, haunting her, sickening her. She 
saw Boldino and the Duke of Brace- 
bridge face to face in the crimson 
library of Gordon House—smiling, 
oily triumph in the Cuban’s eyes; cold- 
ness and scorn in her lover’s, but with 
a look there, too, it hurt her to think 
upon. 

Dora walked blindly. London would 
know to-morrow that her engagement 
to Bracebridge was broken. Gossip 
would start, increase, and grow more 
horrible even than the horrible truth. 
Boldino would talk everywhere. Her 
dead life would be galvanized to a re- 
volting reality, and while she might 
“‘draw’’ even more strongly at some 
less exclusive theatre by reason of 
salacious curiosity, the homes of the 
well-ordered, gentle world that she 
loved would be shut against her for- 
ever. 

She had walked for a long time be- 
fore she stopped to notice her surround- 
ings. When she pushed up her veil, 
and looked about her like one awaken- 
ing, she saw she had come miles. 
From Berkeley Square to Soho is a far 
cry, and it was in one of the unsavory 
streets of that un-English district 
that she stood. The place was 
familiar, though she had not seen it in 
years. Her gaze drank in the sordid 
details of it, while dark recollections 
crowded upon her. But there was a 
more loathsome neighborhood, even 
more familiar, and toward that, with 
a grimness stealing over her face, she 
now moved. 

In the days when Dickens wrote, 
the Seven Dials was a menace to the 
prosperous traveler, even in the day- 
light. Now, by reason of broader 
streets, one may venture there before 
the night falls. But, even to-day, a 
walk through that slum, which edges 
upon the prosperity of western London, 
weighs down the heart and imagina- 
tion with crushing hopelessness. 


Dora gazed about with shrinking 
eyes—at the filth, the mud, the carts 
with bad fish and wilting vegetables, 
the many women going in and out the 
public-houses, whose rotting skirts and 
shawls alone evidenced their sex; at 
the shrewd-eyed, diseased, accursed 
children who clung to them or lay en- 
crusted in dirt on bosoms that were 
cynicisms of motherhood; at the pallid, 
undersized, ferret-faced men idling in 
doorways, and waiting for the night as 
a harvest-time. 

At the corner of Shaftsbury avenue 
and Endell street, she paused, shud- 
dered, yet turned the corner, and 
half-way down the awful street, walked 
more slowly, her eyes upon one house 
not more conspicuously polluted than 
its companions. A bare-headed wo- 
man leered and swayed in the door- 
way, her bruised mouth twisted into a 
laugh as she looked at Dora making 
her way among the litterings on the 
pavement. 

“‘There’s a toff for you!’’ she cried, 
in a quick fury, aiming a bottle at her, 
which flew wide of the mark. ‘“‘Wot 
right’s she ’ere a-mockin’ of respectable 
people? Oo’s she, oi’d loike to know, 
with her ambaril an’ ’er sating petti- 
cut? Maybe there’s others as could 
‘ave sating petticuts if they wuz * 

Dora shut her ears to the rest, for the 
fetid abuse was taken up along the 
doorways and windows of the street. 
She turned into Great Earl street, and 
came out again on Shaftsbury avenue. 
She was sobbing so uncontrollably 
that she had to draw her veil down. 
But something made her pause; the 
tears seemed to freeze on her cheeks, 
the sobs to hide in her heart. She 
gazed with intimate comprehension at 
a sight familiar enough to the people 
passing indifferently. 

A small girl stood before the win- 
dow of a fried fish-shop. The stupid 
and unimaginative would have laughed 
at her, she was so whimsically dread- 
ful. Eight years of age, perhaps, but 
the wisdom of fifty dark years flick- 
ered evilly from beneath her red lids. 
Her rags might have been put on in 
a Mephistophelian humor, for the 
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point of the colorless, rotting shawl 
trailed behind her in the mud; the 
wreck of a man’s boots was on her 
feet; on her dry hair, gray with dust, 
and elaborately frizzed, there was a 
woman’s hat on which the bare spine 
of a deceased plume stood straight; 
and a dotted veil covered her face, with 
holes large enough to make doorways 
for every feature. 

As Dora bent over her, the small 
creature looked up. A dull antago- 
nism came into her leaden eyes. 

“Come with me. I'll give you some- 
thing very nice to eat,”’ Dora said, in a 
pleading, breathless way. There was 
a desperate brightness in her face. 

“Garn!”’ The child drew back, sul- 
lenly. 

“Are you afraid of me?” 

ees Sy 

“Why are you?” 

aid, > 

“I know,” Dora said, suddenly, 
with a heavy sigh; ‘‘you think I’m 
from the church school.” 

“Yus. I don’t goes ‘long o’ thim.”’ 

“But I’m not. I’m an actress. 
Now, will you come?” 

“In a theayter?”’ 

“Yes.” 

The child allowed Dora to take her 
hand; she even allowed herself to be 
placed in a cab. Her round, pink- 
lidded eyes did not leave Dora’s face 
for a second during the drive to the 
theatre. At last, she spoke. 

“Har you the loidy wot heats the 
live snikes, an’ mikes them come out 
of ’er hear?”’ 

When Dora had to deny this dis- 
tinction, the child withdrew her gaze, 
and sank into inertia. 


III 


THE play was over. Dora went 
into her dressing-room, and closed the 
door. She was alone, in the grave- 
clothes of Juliet, white lily buds woven 
in her fair hair, which fell to her waist 
in glistening lengths. She listened to 
the voices and tread of the scene- 
shifters pushing the tomb of the Capu- 
lets into its nightly limbo. She was 
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waiting for Bracebridge, and for the 
death of her happiness. When he 
came at the appointed time, the 
stricken look she had anticipated upon 
his face, she was so like the risen dead 
she had impersonated that a chill rip- 
pled over him. 

Dora spoke first. 
like small, cold drops. 

“You need not tell me. 
you have seen Boldino. 
heard about me.” 

His honest eyes were clouded; in- 
deed, there was a look of tears about 
them, as he laid four photographs upon 
the table, pictures of a girl Dora had 
thought dead and out of sight forever. 

“It is as true, then, as I felt it must 
be, with such proof,” he said, and 
looked away from her because it was 
unbearable. ‘‘ Why did you make me 
love you?”’ he asked, miserably. 

‘““Make you?”’ Dora faltered. 

“By seeming to be what—what you 
are not.” 

“T did not lie to you, did I? When 
you questioned me, I told you my life 
had been a painful one, a dark one. 
You took me on faith. There is a 
jailer called Circumstance. Had I 
told you what horrors this jailer had 
locked me with, I should have lost 


The words were 


I know 
You have 





you. I was not brave enough, you 
see. Besides, I felt bitter — not 
guilty.” 


She moved a chair to Bracebridge, 
and sat down near him. 

“There is something Boldino left 
unsaid. You shall know that.” 

“Tf you could say it wasn’t true!” 
Bracebridge prayed, leaning forward. 
“It seems impossible. Say it isn’t 
true. Make me believe in you, Dora. 
Nothing else counts.” 

She moved her head, sadly. 

“Though it seems impossible, it is 
true. How it came to be true, you 
shall hear.’”’ She went to him, and 
for a moment laid her hands upon his 
shoulders. ‘“‘I am going to speak to 
you, dear, with such honesty as the 
dying give to those who wait for their 
last words. I am asking for no mercy 
because you love me. I.am asking 
only for understanding. Before you 











say good-bye to me to-night, I want 
you to say, once, that you see how I 
had no choice, how it had to be.”’ 

She began to pace between the long 
mirror and the couch, while Brace- 
bridge watched her in dumb dismay. 
She to be the heroine of Boldino’s dis- 
closures—she who seemed at this mo- 
ment to be so much more a spirit 
thana woman! He looked at the pale, 
perfect face, the woe of Calvary in the 
eyes, her softness, piteousness, help- 
lessness. Nature had fashioned her 
for an infernal hypocrisy—since she 
was Jenny Green. 

‘*Boldino,” Dora commenced, in 
quiet tones, “knew me in Cuba, knew 
my life there. You shall hear what 
it was before that time, and after it. 
I was born in a London slum. I 
passed the house to-day. The tipsy 
woman who flung a bottle after me as 
I went by was curiously like the woman 
I called my mother. Whether she was 
or not I donot know. I was about ten 
years of age, a dirty, hungry, beaten 
animal, when I had what might be 
called my first experience of life. I 
was begging in a street in Soho. I 
may have been stealing, too—I do not 
know. I havea faint memory of some- 
times taking things from people and 
places, and bringing them to my 
mother; so, possibly, | was plying both 
my trades, thieving and begging.”’ 

Bracebridge had open unbelief on 
his face. She even smiled at the look. 

“It seems hard to take this in. As 
I stand here, I dare say I might serve 
as a human evidence of the text that 
out of evil good may come; or, per- 
haps, the water-lily born of filth is the 
simile suggested to you?” she asked, 
in wild self-mockery. ‘‘At any rate, 
it is true that I was begging in Soho— 
and, perhaps, stealing—at the age of 
ten. I remember a stout, dark-eyed 
man stopping to look at me with such 
inquiry and sharpness that I took to 
my heels, fearing arrest. Though he 
was heavy, he ran, and at last caught 
me. He was most friendly, and the 
outcome was my introduction to his 
wife in a rogm back of a public bar. 
I remember him saying to her, ‘Look 
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closely. When the dirt is gone, she’ll 
be a beauty.’ I have a faint idea 
that I had not the slightest longing to 
see my mother. These people, Mon- 
sieur and Madame Villeneuve, fed me 
well. Soon I, and a few other female 
children, were taken across water to 
a strange city. There, in Paris, I set- 
tled down to a new existence under 
the espionage of the Villeneuves. For 
three years, I worked as a servant in 
their house, except during certain 
hours, when I, with the rest, was taught 
stage-dancing. I was thirteen, and 
large for my age, when I was put into a 
fancy costume, and placed on the stage 
at the back of the Villeneuve café to 
do my ‘turn.’ After dancing, I was 
sent among the men at the tables to 
drink with them, and so prevail upon 
them to buy more. I hardly recall 
the details of that experience. Time 
has very mercifully wiped away their 
clear memory, but, doubtless, they 
were in keeping with that environment. 
My mind was dark, my soul asleep, 
my eyes looked on vice, unshrink- 
ingly. At thirteen, I could not write 
my name. 

““Among the occasional frequenters 
of this cheap café, there was one rich 
man who drank champagne. He was 
a Cuban, named Tomaso Rica. One 
night, when it was discovered that I 
had smallpox, they put me on the 
Wintry street, wrapped in a blanket, to 
wait there for the hospital wagon. 
Rica befriended me. I learned after- 
ward that the nurses in the hospital 
were lavishly paid by him for watch- 
ing me and caring for me so that my 
face should not be scarred. When [ 
was better, he took me to Dieppe, call- 
ing me his niece, and there I came 
slowly back to health. No father 
could have been kinder. Was it 
strange that I felt for him, for the first 
time in my life, a human affection?” 

She did not expect an answer, and 
Bracebridge, sitting motionless, had 
none to give. 

“Rica had me taught privately for 
a year. Then, he took me to a con- 
vent school in Passy. There,’’ she 
said, in a thrilling voice, “light, intel- 





136 


ligence, seemed to burst into flower 
slowly within me. I came to look on 
the world with informed eyes. Christ- 
mas and Easter were spent with my 


guardian. He took me to the opera, 
the theatres; I had books, pretty 
clothes, trinkets. We drove in the 
Bois. I was taught to ride. I was 


taught to sing. I saw no one else. 
I never questioned his right to own me, 
any more than a kitten, that had been 
almost stoned to death, would question, 
if it could, the right of whoever might 
take it in to house it, warm it, save 
it.”” 

She was silent a moment, then said, 
without shame, even with a proud de- 
fiance: 

‘““Now, you know how I came to go 
to Cuba with Rica. I was sixteen 
years of age. I had not a friend in the 
world but him. In fact, I knew noth- 
ing of life save through him. No East- 
ern girl in a harem could feel more 
grateful to a master than I did to him. 
There was not a more willing slave on 
earth. By this time, I knew the world’s 
difference between right and wrong. 
The books I had read, plays I had seen, 
things my schoolmates had said, had by 
degrees made me aware of moral 
values; but the realization was dull 
and indifferent. All of my early life, 
and the fatality which had led me into 
Rica’s power while I was still a sleep- 
ing soul, robbed the knowledge of the 
force it would have had in the mind of 
a girl who had developed from the be- 
ginning under ordinary influences, in 
the normal way. I began to see it 
would have been better if I could have 
been like the other girls, who watched 
me with a shrinking curiosity as I rode 
or drove or walked with Rica. But I 
could not help being what I was, and I 
did not hope to be anything else. Be- 
sides, Rica, in reality a bad man, rep- 
resented all the kindness I had person- 
ally known. These things are com- 
parative.” 

She paused, then asked, with sud- 
den pleading: “‘Do you understand at 
all?” 

Bracebridge had covered his eyes 
with his fingers. 
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“It is terrible,” he said. 

“Ah, you see the hideousness of it, 
but you do not understand,” she an- 
swered, desperately. ‘“‘But wait. You 
must see—you must acquit me.”’ 

There were tears and passion in her 
voice when, after a moment, she re- 
sumed the story: 

‘““How did I come at last to feel a 
haunting horror of myself in that beau- 
tiful, Cuban casa, where all was lux- 
ury, roses, sunshine? Not suddenly; 
not in a moment, nor an hour, nor a 
day. But, by degrees, I came to re- 
gard myself from a viewpoint that had 
been impossible before. As usual, with 
a woman, it was love, a pure, impul- 
sive love, which brought self-knowl- 
edge. 

“An English boy came to live in Ma- 
tanzas. His mother had married the 
French consul there. We two, neither 
of us twenty, loved with a pure ideal- 
ism for a little while, as Héloise and 
Abélard loved. But, young though 
he was, he knew what I had not yet di- 
vined—the everlasting quality of the 
taint upon me—that I must drown, be- 
cause, as a moral pariah, the world’s 
opinion was a stone to drag me down, 


_though I might try to rise, and pray, 


and try, and pray—and pray!’ she 
cried, bitterly. ‘“‘He talked of it to 
me frankly, and grieved that he could 
not marry me. 

“Rica came upon us one early morn- 
ing as we met secretly by the fountain 
in the cathedral garden. After that, 
his jealousy made him cruel. He told 
me then, for the first time, the truth 
about myself. Oh, he said some things 
to be remembered till I die. The Eng- 
lish boy’s mother told me the truth, 
too, as cuttingly as only some good 
women can, and then sent her son with 
a tutor on travels to the other end of 
the earth, just to keep him from such 
anevilasI. From the priest to whom 
I stole in my new agony, I also heard 
the truth, gently, sorrowfully, but in 
words that made me shudder at the 
thought of death. Yes, at last 1 knew 
to the utmost limit what I was. When 
I knew, I renounced that self with 
loathing, forever. 
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“You heard from Boldino how I let 
it appear that I had been drowned. I 
made my escape that way. I knew 
that only a belief in my death would 
prevent Rica from searching for me. 
I did not go penniless. I knew too 
well to what dire distress poverty can 
cast a soul and body. I took enough 
money to keep me in humble indepen- 
dence for a few years, while I made 
myself ready for a future that was to 
bear no finger-marks of my other life. 
I hid in New York and other large 
cities. I became a toiler. I made no 
friends. I was considered cold, severe, 
puritanical, by those I worked among— 
I, Jenny Green. 

‘“*My one delight at this time was the 
theatre. I used to sit in cheap seats, 
night after night, watching and study- 
ing. I felt that my chance lay there. 
I felt my fitness for it. I knew, with a 
sort of clairvoyance, I should succeed. 
When I reached London, I had forty 
pounds as capital. You know my 
small beginning on the stage—how I 
was noticed, better parts given me by 
degrees; you know the story of my 
success.” She faced him squarely. 
“What have you to say?” 

Bracebridge looked up at her. 
eyes held a shuddering pity. 

“Poor girl! how sorry I am for 
you!” 

“Sorry?” her eyes were like fire in 
her white face; “sorry? Then you 
don’t understand—not even now!” 

She laid her hand on the knob of a 
door hidden by a curtain, and pushed 
it back. 

““Come,”’ she said, kindly, looking 
into the room, and holding out her 
hand. 

Bracebridge had risen in wonder. 
The child from the Seven Dials stepped 
out. In every particular, she was as 
Dora had found her, except that she 
looked sleepy. She winked in the 
light, like a homeless cat, and chewed 


His 


the end of her ragged veil. Dora stood 
behind her, her hands upon the 
hunched shoulders. In her white 


robes, lily-crowned, her eyes alight, she 
was like a pleading angel. 
“T came upou this child to-day,” she 
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said, slowly; ‘‘ myself at ten—myself— 
except that I was even more malig- 
nantly marked, for I had beauty. Her 
name is Annie Mangin, mine was Jenny 
Green, both sodden, sleeping souls. I 
did not select, and, when I awoke, I was 
among the lost. Was that to my dis- 
credit? She does not select, and, when 
she awakens, she will find that I have 
saved her. Will that be to her credit? 
Oh, don’t you see? don’t you see?” 
She moved nearer to Bracebridge, and 
broke into sharp sobbing as she fell 
weakly to her knees. ‘Broken weeds 
in the stream—that’s all — that’s 
all!”’ 

Dora’s controlled pain had its way 
with her here. She became helpless, 
and wept as women do above a grave. 
After a little, she felt a touch upon her 
hair. She looked up. The child was 
not in the room. Bracebridge was 
bending over her, the look she had 
prayed for upon his face—not pity 
only, but comprehension and acquit- 
tal. 

“Always look back upon your mem- 
ory of me as you look now,”’ she sobbed, 
and pressed her cheek against his 
hand. 

He lifted her, tenderly. 

“Dearest, it will not be good-bye.” 

She clung to him, murmuring, ‘Oh, 
is it true? is it true?” 

““How well I understand—and even 
more than you have asked for. Yes, 
it was unquenchable purity which 
made you leave Cuba as you did; and 
it was honesty which kept you from 
telling me some lying story of yourself 
when I asked you to marry me; and it 
was honor which made you refuse Bol- 
dino’s bargain, though it seemed to 
mean losing all e 

“‘Boldino!”’ she said, terror in her 
eyes as she drew back, searching his 
face; ‘‘we forgot Boldino!”’ 

“Quite,” said Bracebridge. 

“But don’t you see? He'll spread 
the story a 

“I forgot to mention that he is 
dead,” said Bracebridge. ‘‘ You see, he 
wouldn’t give up those photographs 
for money. I tried to get them by 
force. He pulled out a pistol. My 
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man rushed in, got him by the neck “And you didn’t speak of it?’’ she 
from behind, the pistol went off, the faltered. 
bullet through his eye i Bracebridge kissed her wet face. 





“Dead?” Dora whispered. **Ah, dear,” he said, ‘‘I was so mis- 
‘Dropped in a wink,” said Brace- erable at first, and then so happy af- 
bridge. terward, I couldn’t think of details.” 


he, 


“SHE’S ALL THE WORLD TO ME” 


66 MY ideal man,” said Nancy, 
1 “Ts one of power; a knight 
Of strong right arm I’d fancy— 
Far reaching in his might.” 


“Behold this arm,’’ I vaunted. 
“*Twould reach round all the world!’ 
“I'd like to see,”’ she taunted, 
With lip disdainful curled. 


I put my arm about her 
Ere she had time to flee. 

“Tis thus ’tis done, fair doubter— 
You’re all the world—to me!” 


TRUMAN ROBERTS ANDREWS. 


HIS EXCUSE 
*6\ 7OU can’t go inside,” said the door-keeper of the village theatre, wherein 
a certain “‘ Uncle Tom’s Cabin” aggregation were holding forth. ‘You 


are drunk.” 

“Zrunk?” echoed the applicant for admission, who was lavishly and lur- 
idly lighted up inside. ‘‘Coursh I’m—hic—zrunk! Why—goodgosh’Imighty !— 
do you s’pose I’d—hic—wanta see your darned old show if I wasn’t—hic— 
zrunk?”’ 

x 


A CLEAR FIELD 


(CCHARLIE—So, your mother sees harm in kissing? 
Do.__ty—Yes, but mama has gone out. 


EVERY OPPORTUNITY 


M ADGE—Did you give him a chance to kiss you? 
Marjorie—Why, yes. Didn’t I tell him he couldn’t? 




















LA GRIFFE DE LION 


Par Frangois Coppée 


I E lieutenant de vaisseau Julien 
de Rhé était revenu dans un 
triste état de sa station en 

Cochinchine; et lorsqu’aprés trois longs 
mois de maladie dans la maison fami- 
liale, en Touraine, il entra en convales- 
cence et put faire les cent pas sur la 
terrasse au bord de la Loire, entre sa 
mére et sa sceur,—avec quel amour 
elles l’avaient soigné, les chéres 
femmes!—le jeune homme éprouvait 
souvent encore, au souffle déja froid 
de l’automne, des frissons assez in- 
quiétants. 

— Allez passer le gros de l’hiver & 
Pau, conseilla le médecin... Climat 
doux, pas trop chaud, calmant et 
sédatif par excellence... C’est ce qui 
vous convient... et vous reviendrez 
dans trois mois chez madame votre 
mére, tout a fait grand garcon. 

C’est pourquoi, vers la mi-novembre, 
accoudé a sa fenétre ensoleillée de 
l’hétel Gardéres, Julien de Rhé con- 
templait le sublime panorama des 
Pyrénées et fumait les délicieuses 
cigarettes du convalescent, si Apres au 
gott renouvelé, qui lui rappelaient 
celles qu'il avait jadis grillées en 
cachette, dans l’entrepont du Borda, 
et qui lui rendaient les sensations de 
la seiziéme année. 

— Tiens, tiens, tiens!... ce Pau... 
mais c’est plein de jolies femmes, 
remarqua le jeune homme, la pre- 
miére fois qu’il alla écouter la musique 
militaire sur la place Royale et flaner 
au soleil devant la statue, en style 
troubadour, du bon roi Henri; et, 
bien qu’il ne fat ni un libertin, ni un 
fat, le marin, repris d’un bel appétit de 
la vie, mit sa casquette d’uniforme 
n° 1 et sa redingote aux trois galons 
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d’or neufs, ou brillait cette rosette de 
la Légion d’honneur que sa mére lui 
avait posée sur son lit, quand il était 
si malade, et qu’il avait bien cru ne 
porter qu’une fois, sur le drap noir de 
son cercueil. 

Comme il avait bien fait de venir & 
Pau, tout de méme! C’était exquis, 
ce doux soleil qui chauffe sans briler, 
ce bel azur, ce vaste paysage, ce loin- 
tain amphithéatre de collines, et, tout 
la-bas, ces cimes de neige dans le ciel! 
C’était amusant comme tout de cir- 
culer dans la foule cosmopolite, parmi 
les belles étrangéres, et d’entendre 
leurs voix parler toutes les langues de 
l'Europe et se confondre comme les 
divers chants des oiseaux dans une 
voliére. Sans doute, il y avait bien 
quelques _rencontres affligeantes, 
comme celle de ce jeune Anglais, 
phtisique au dernier degré, qu’un 
domestique poussait dans une petite 
voiture, enseveli sous les plaids et 
sous les cache-nez, avec des yeux de 
poisson cuit et un respiratoire de 
taffetas noir sur la bouche. Ah! cela 
donnait froid dans les os; mais, aprés 
le premier mouvement de pitié— 
Vhomme est si égoiste!—Julien songeait 
que, lui aussi, faisait peur a voir, 
quand il avait débarqué a Toulon, 
maigre comme un _ squelette, deux 
ronds de chocolat sous les yeux; et 
qu'il était bien guéri, maintenant, et 
qu'il revenait de loin. 

Et, respirant l’air tiéde & pleins 
poumons, frémissant de bien-étre, la 
caresse du soleil dans le dos, en toi- 
lette soignée, rasé de frais, fier de sa 
rosette neuve, Julien de Rhé se sen- 
tait heureux d’étre au monde, donnait 
des piéces blanches aux mendiants, 
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attardait son regard sur celui des 
jolies femmes croisées au passage, et 
s’arrétait tout attendri devant les 
robustes petites filles américaines,— 
bas et gants noirs et robes blanches 
envolées,—qui dansaient en rond au- 
tour d’un arbre de la place Royale, 
au rythme du pas redoublé joué par la 
musique du régiment. 


Quelles bonnes dispositions pour de- 
venir amoureux, n’est-ce pas? Aussi 
l’heureux convalescent recut-il le coup 
de foudre, le jour ot il vit Mile Olga 
Babarine, la plus belle fille de la 
colonie russe, descendre de cheval de- 
vant l’hétel Gassion, ot elle demeurait 
avec sa mere. 

Il était cinq heures du soir environ 
et elle revenait de la chasse au renard. 
Les cing ou six adorateurs en habits 
rouges qui l’accompagnaient avaient 
mis bien vite pied a terre et s’étaient 
bousculés & qui lui tiendrait 1’étrier. 
Elle s’était laissée glisser dans les bras 
du premier arrivé, et tout de suite, 
frappant du pommeau de sa cravache 
sur une table de la vérandah, elle 
avait demandé une tasse de lait, 
l’avait bue d’une seule lampée, et 
tout debout, son svelte corps de 
déesse du Primatice moulé par 
l’amazone noire, ses folles torsades 
de cheveux couleur de cuivre s’échap- 
pant du chapeau d’homme et ré- 
pandues sur ses épaules, elle riait, 
tenant & deux mains sa tasse vide, 
satisfaite et comme grisée par la 
boisson fraiche, avec deux moustaches 
de créme aux coins de la bouche; et le 
soleil couchant dans sa _ chevelure 
allumait autour de son visage une 
sorte de halo d’or. 

Puis, soudain redevenue sérieuse, 
elle posa la tasse sur la table, fit un 
léger salut du front, plein de dédain, 
au groupe d’habits rouges, et rentra 
dans l’hétel d’un pas impérial, en 
fouettant sa jupe avec sa cravache. 

Trois jours aprés, Julien de Rhé, 
qui avait passé son temps & dire & ses 
connaissances: ‘‘Qui est-ce? J’en suis 
fou, je l’adore, etc.,”’ était présenté— 
ce qui n’était pas trés difficile—chez 
ces dames Babarine, et faisait partie 


du peloton d’amoureux de la belle 
Russe. 

Etait-elle Russe, aprés tout, cette 
capiteuse créature, qui, depuis le com- 
mencement de la saison, galopait 
toute la journée et valsait toute la 
nuit? Oui, par son pére putatif, par 
le premier mari de sa mére, le comte 
Babarine. Mais tout le monde savait 
fort bien que la mére avait précisé- 
ment divorcé au moment de la nais- 
sance de sa fille et que Mme Babarine, 
qui d’ailleurs avait pour pére un ban- 
quier de New-York, nommé Jacobson, 
avait entretenu de tout temps une 
liaison presque publique avec un 
prince royal du Nord—un Christian ou 
un Oscar quelconque—liaison dont Olga 
était probablement née. Avait-elle 
une nationalité, cette enfant qui avait 
été élevée & batons rompus dans un 
nursery d’Ecosse, dans un couvent de 
Naples, dans un pensionnat mémier de 
Genéve, qui avait dormi le tiers de ses 
nuits sur les coussins des express, et 
qui ne voyait passer dans ses souvenirs, 
comme dans un stéréoscope, que les 
villes d’eaux, bains de mer, stations 
hivernales et autres lieux de rendez- 
vous élégants, ol sa mére—une belle 
personne encore, malgré la couperose 
—promenait depuis quinze ans son 
ennui de coquette sur le retour, son 
samowar et ses ouistitis? Hélas! elle 
n’avait pas de patrie, l’étrange fille, 
qui, & cété de pudeurs de vierge, 
avait des hardiesses de garcon et qui 
disait, en se moquant d’elle-méme: 

— Moi, je ne suis ni de Londres, ni 
de Paris, ni de Vienne, ni de Saint- 
Pétersbourg... Je suis de table d’héte. 

Avait-elle une famille? Pas davan- 
tage. Son véritable pére—l’Oscar ou 
le Christian auquel Mme Babarine ne 
cessait de faire allusion,—était mort 
depuis plusieurs années, et quant au 
comte russe, son pére selon la loi, il ne 
s’occupait jamais d’elle. Ruiné de 
fond en comble, il n’avait d’autre 
moyen d’existence que son coup de 
fusil infaillible et il vivait en gagnant 
tous les prix des tirs 2ux pigeons, 
comme une sorte de Bas-de-Cuir civilisé. 
Quant a la comtesse, malgré de 
périodiques attendrissements ma- 
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ternels qui donnaient sur les nerfs & 
tout le monde tant ils sonnaient faux, 
elle était douée d’un de ces égoismes 
parfaits, absolus, sphériques, qu’on ne 
trouve jamais en défaut, et, pendant 
une fiévre typhoide dont Olga avait 
failli mourir a huit ans, Mme Babarine 
n’avait pas oublié une seule fois— 
tout en veillant sa petite fille, par 
respect humain,—de mettre ses gants 
gras pour la nuit, qui lui conservaient 
les mains si blanches. 

Julien de Rhé apprit toutes ces 
choses lorsqu’il se fut enrédlé dans 
l’escadron volant de Sigisbés qui man- 
ceuvrait sans cesse autour de Mlle Olga 
Babarine, et il se mit & aimer éperdu- 
ment la singuliére et troublante fille, 
qui se laissait regarder dans les yeux, 
et qui, le jour o& un ami commun lui 
présenta le lieutenant de vaisseau, lui 
dit en allumant une cigarette de 
phéresli: 

— Ah! c’est vous qui étes si amou- 
reux de moi?... Bonjour, monsieur. 

Puis elle lui donna une solide poi- 
gnée de main, comme un homme. 

Il se mit a l’aimer, l’honnéte et brave 
marin, & l’aimer d’autant plus qu’il ne 
tarda pas & la comprendre et & la plain- 
dre. Car il ne s’y trompa pas; Olga 
était fantasque, mal élevée, mais sans 
coquetterie, et son Ame était fiére et 
franche. Quisait? Peut-étre sentait- 
elle toute la vanité de sa vie d’agita- 
tions et de plaisirs? Le certain, c’est 
qu'elle jugeait, et sévérement, ces 
jeunes gens qui caracolaient auprés 
d’elle & la chasse au renard et qui se 
faisaient inscrire chaque soir sur son 
carnet de bal. Tous la désiraient, 
aucun ne l’estimait, car nul d’entre eux 
ne s’était encore décidé & la demander 
en mariage. Aussi les traitait-elle 
durement, et les rappelait-elle au 
respect,—d’un rude coup de cavecon, 
la belle écuyére,—s’ils s’avisaient de lui 
parler de trop prés dans le cou, pen- 
dant le tourbillon d’une valse, ou de 
presser trop longtemps la main qu’elle 
leur tendait en camarade. 

Julien, & qui la délicatesse de son 
coeur donnait de la pénétration d’es- 
prit—allez, ce sont souvent les naifs 
qui voient le plus juste—découvrit le 









LA GRIFFE DE LION 141 


secret trésor de loyauté qu'il y avait 
dans cette fille de race, au fond si mal- 
heureuse. Sans doute, il l’aimait pour 
sa beauté, et la téte lui tournait, quand, 
dans une halte de danse, il la sentait 
s’appuyer sur son bras, dans sa splen- 
deur de rousse aux yeux noirs, au 
teint de rose aprés l’orage, lui parlant 
avec abandon et l’enivrant de ses yeux 
d’étoile et de son haleine de violette. 
Mais il l’aimait aussi, il l’aimait sur- 
tout pour ses peines si orgueilleusement 
cachées; et il avait un cruel serrement 
de cceur en surprenant le regard som- 
bre, le regard douloureux d’Olga sur 
sa mére, quand Mme Babarine, & son 
thé de quatre & six,—assise & contre- 
jour pour dissimuler ses points noirs 
aux ailes du nez, vainement combattus 
par l’anti-bolbos,—évoquait, & mots 
aussi peu couverts que possible, ses 
royales conquétes dans les cours du 
Nord. 

L’épouser! Oui, l’enlever de ce 
milieu plein de périls, l’emporter chez 
sa mére, & lui, qui était une sainte 
femme, lui faire respirer la fortifiante et 
pure atmosphere d’une vraie famille, 
la sauver en un mot! II y songeait, il 
ne songeait plus qu’A cela! II croyait 
méme parfois qu’Olga avait deviné son 
désir, et, lorsqu’a ces “‘ quatre & six’’ de 
Mme Babarine, ot Olga traitait tous 
ses adorateurs avec sa franchise gar- 
conniére, elle présentait au marin le 
verre de thé a la russe, il voyait au 
fond des yeux de la jeune fille comme 
une douce et lointaine lumiére, qui 
semblait répondre & sa pitié généreuse 
et & sa tendresse infinie. 


— Oui, mademoiselle, mon congé de 
convalescence expire dans huit jours. 
Je quitterai Pau demain, j’irai passer 
quelques jours en Touraine auprés de 
ma sceur, puis de 1a, je repartirai pour 
Brest, comme aide de camp du préfet 
maritime, et dans un an, dix-huit 
mois, je reprendrai la mer. 

Ils étaient seuls dans un coin du 
salon de lecture de l’hétel, debout 
prés d’une fenétre ouverte, devant le 
ciel de la nuit, ot palpitaient des 
milliers d’étoiles. 

— Adieu donc et bon voyage, ré- 
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pondit Olga de sa voix franche et 
ferme. Mais j’ai quelque chose & vous 
demander, monsieur de Rhé... Oui, 
cette griffe de lion montée sur un petit 
cercle d’or, que vous portez en bre- 
loque... Eh bien, j’en ai envie... Cela 
vient d’un lion que vous avez tué 
dans une chasse, autrefois, en Afrique, 
n’est-ce pas?... Je suis une espéce de 
fauve, moi... Ce bibelot-la me con- 
vient... Donnez-le-moi; je le garderai 
en souvenir de vous. 

Julien détacha la petite breloque et 
la mit dans la main de la jeune fille; 
mais soudain il prit cette main entre 
les siennes, et tout bas, ardemment: 

— Je vous aime! lui dit-il. Voulez- 
vous devenir ma femme? 

Olga dégagea doucement sa main, 
en gardant la griffe de lion; puis, 
croisant ses bras sur sa poitrine, elle 
regarda pendant un long moment M. 
de Rhé bien en face, sans émotion ap- 
parente. 

— Non, dit-elle enfin, non!... Et 
pourtant vous étes le premier qui 
m’aimez et qui me le dites de cette 
bonne facon-l&. Mais c’est pour cela 
que je refuse... 

— Olga! s’écria Julien d’une voix 
altérée. 

— Ecoutez-moi, reprit-elle en 1’in- 
terrompant d’un geste, et comprenez 
bien pourquoi je vous dis non... C’est 
que je ne me sens pas digne de vous et 
que je vous rendrais malheureux... 
Vous savez bien, cette lettre de votre 
sceur que vous vous plaigniez d’avoir 
perdue... Eh bien, c’est ici que vous 
l’avez laissée tomber, et je l’ai ramas- 
sée, et je l’ai lue... Votre sceur ré- 
pondait a la confidence que vous lui 
aviez faite de vos sentiments pour moi... 
sentiments que j’ai devinés depuis 
longtemps... Elle s’en réjouissait en 
simple et vertueuse enfant qu’elle est, 
mais dans des termes qui m’ont fait 
comprendre quelle profonde, quelle 
effrayante différence existe entre une 
véritable jeune fille et moi!... En 
lisant cette lettre, pleine de détails in- 
times et touchants, j’ai vu aussi ce 
qu’était votre famille, vieille maison 
d’honnétes gens, oi vous ne devez 
faire entrer qu’une honnéte femme... 


Bénissez Dieu, monsieur de Rhé, 
d’avoir une mére en cheveux gris a 
qui vous ne pouvez penser sans sentir 
quelque chose de délicieusement doux 
qui se fond dans votre cceur... Moi 
aussi, j’ai une mére, moi aussil... 
mais j’ai été forcée de la juger... Vous 
n’avez vu que ses ridicules, monsieur, 
mais je la connais mieux... Si vous 
lui demandiez ma main, elle vous la 
refuserait, parce que vous étes de 
petite noblesse et que votre fortune 
est médiocre... Ma mére a décidé que 
je ne ferais qu’un grand mariage, ou 
sinon... sinon, elle me trouvera autre 
chose... Hein? j’ai del’expérience, pour 
une fille de dix-neuf ans!... C’est hor- 
tible, n’est-ce pas? Mais c’est ainsi... 
Voila pourquoi nous étions l’hiver 
dernier & Nice, 1’été dernier & Sche- 
weningue, et pourquoi nous sommes 
maintenant & Pau! Voila pourquoi 
nous roulons comme des colis d’un 
bout & l’autre de l'Europe, pourquoi 
nous ne couchons que dans les lits 
d’auberge et ne mangeons qu’a la 
table d’héte. Ma mére a été presque 
princesse royale, vous comprenez, et 
elle m’a fait entendre dés l’Age de 
quinze ans que j’étais destinée a étre 
au moins archiduchesse, fit-ce de la 
main gauche... Un mariage avec un 
petit gentilhomme, presque un bour- 
geois!... A ses yeux, je dérogerais. 
Ah! je dois vous inspirer le dégoiat, et 
je me fais honte & moi-méme! Ne pro- 
testez pas... Non, vous ne voudriez 
pas amener devant votre mére, comme 
votre fiancée, comme votre femme, celle 
& qui l’on a mis tant de boue dans le 
ceeur... Et puis, je ne suis qu’un objet 
de luxe, cofiteux et inutile, dont vous 
n’avez pas besoin, qui ne vous donne- 
rait pas de bonheur... D’ailleurs, je ne 
vous aime point, je n’aime personne... 
L’amour, c’est dans les choses qu’on 
m’a défendues... Adieu, monsieur de 
Rhé, levez-vous et allez-vous-en sans 
me dire un mot je vous en conjure... 
Seulement, vous me laissez votre 
griffe de lion, n’est-ce pas? Elle me 
tappellera un honnéte garcon envers 
qui j’ai agi en honnéte fille... Ne me 
dites plus rien et quittons-nous pour 
toujours... Adieu. 
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Trois ans aprés, le transport a va- 
peur le Du Couédic, revenant du Séné- 
gal, venait de faire escale aux Canaries, 
pour prendre le courrier, et conti- 
nuait son chemin, par une nuit de 
gros temps, lorsque le vaguemestre 
entra dans le carré des officiers et 
déposa sur la table un paquet de 
journaux. 

Julien de Rhé déploya une feuille 
d’informations, venant de Paris et 
vieille de prés de trois semaines, et il 
y lut, sous la rubrique: Déplacements 
et villégiatures, les lignes suivantes: 

““S. M. le roi de Souabe, qui vovage, 
comme on le sait, dans le plus strict 
incognito, sous le nom de comte 
d’Augsbourg, est depuis hier soir dans 
nos murs. 

“Un facheux incident s’est produit 
& la gare, au moment de l’arrivée du 
roi. La baronne de Hall qui, seule- 


ment accompagnée de sa mére, la com- 
tesse Babarine, avait fait le voyage 
avec Sa Majesté, a perdu un bijou de 
peu de valeur, mais auquel Mme de 
Hall attache, parait-il, le plus grand 
prix. C’est une simple griffe de lion, 
montée sur un petit cercle d’or. 

““Mme de Hall a promis deux mille 
francs de récompense & la personne 
qui lui rapporterait cet objet.” 

— Julien, prenez garde... Vous allez 
oublier l’heure de votre quart, mon 
cher ami. 

— Merci, dit Julien de Rhé en jetant 
le journal et comme sortant d’un réve. 

Cette nuit-la, le timonier, qui était 
seul sur la passerelle avec l’officier de 
quart, vit celui-ci porter son mouchoir 
& son visage & plusieurs reprises, et 
pourtant, quoiqu’il y efit beaucoup de 
vent et de houle, l’embrun n’arrivait 
pas jusque-la. 


x 


IN THE GARDEN 


** And he bought him a garden for his school.’"—The Epicureana. 


[% the garden of my soul 
Flowered the weeds of yesterday; 
Broken faith and bitter dole, 
Hope that hath not won the goal, 
Flowered and faded slow away. 


Ah! but in the soil beneath 
Lie their scattered seeds to-day— 
Shall they, bursting from the sheath 
Like the fruit of dragons’ teeth, 
Flower and die and flower for aye? 


In the garden of my soul 

Bloomed the flowers of yesterday; 
Joys that gladden and console, 
Love with beauty’s aureole, 

Fade ye, too, in twilight gray? 


Come, thou gardener, bent and wise, 
Gird thee with exultant might; 

Pluck the weed ere yet it dies, 

Tend and trim the flowers I prize, 
Wreathe me garlands for the night. 


DuFFIELD OSBORNE. 
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A WHISPERED WORD 


ULL silence and a drear December day; 
Autumn’s sweet dreams all covered with dry leaves; 

One lonely hawk on high the still air cleaves; 
The earth lies listless as my heart, and gray 
As the dead hopes that were so fair in May. 

Friends, nothing more, we watch the soaring bird. 

But, oh, you turn to me! You speak one word— 
Which I had never thought to hear you say. 


It moves the silence, as a stone the lake, 
Until upon the farthest shores of space 
The rippling waves of gladness roll and break! 
One word! ah, God, it changes nature’s face, 
The air is thrilled with meaning, earth’s a-flame! 
Such magic in one word, one word—my name! 


VENITA SEIBERT. 


JUST SO 


66 H E has married and gone to live with his wife’s parents.” 
“Ah, I see! By securing a better half, he has made sure of better 


quarters.” 


“STN tgo1, I read all the noted books of that year, and it took me just three 
months.” 


““A week ago, I read the books of the same year that are still noted, and 
it took me just ten minutes.” 


Se 


BOUND TO BE 


66 H E is a confirmed woman-hater, isn’t he?” 
“Sure! Been married three times.”’ 


Cca~s 


L°OvE may laugh at the locksmith, but never at the grocer. 














THE BURGLAR 


(A MORAL TALE) 


By Rose K. Weekes 


known ‘in private life as 

Dolly Fane, fitted her latch- 
key into the door of her flat at eleven 
o’clock one cold December evening, 
and entered the hall. She was home 
unusually early, because an alarm of 
fire had interrupted the performance 
of the piece in which she was playing. 
Dolly was an actress; but, unlike most 
actresses, she studied economy. For 
this reason, she lived in a cheap flat 
in an unfashionable neighborhood, and 
dispensed with a maid; for this reason, 
also, she stumbled into a small snow- 
drift in the hall, the donation of a 
leaky skylight. When she _ had 
lighted the gas, and recovered her 
temper, she went into her bedroom to 
smooth her chestnut hair. 

Not only did her commodious suite 
of apartments include a spacious hall, 
a cozy bed-chamber and the usual 
offices, but it had an elegant drawing- 
room as well. There Dolly dined; 
there she kept her savings; and she 
was naturally somewhat perturbed 
when the door, which she had just 
seen closed, gave a sudden and vio- 
lent groan. Dolly put down her 
brush, and stepped out into the hall. 
The door stood ajar. A pleasurable 
thrill went over her; it was true that 
such mysterious portents had occurred 
before, and were to be ascribed to the 
shortcomings of the builder, but still 
there might be a burglar concealed 
behind the portal. Dolly decided that 
it was her duty to be nervous, and 
flung the door wide. 

A young man was kneeling before 
the fire. 
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He looked at Dolly, and Dolly 
looked at him. Miss Fane experi- 
enced a peculiar sensation, which was 
certainly not terror; it was perilously 
like exhilaration. The burglar re- 
mained motionless. Dolly felt bound 
to act; she advanced into the room, 
and herself broke the silence. 

“To what do I owe the honor of this 
intrusion?”’ 

““Madame, to the coldness of the 
night,”’ said the stranger, rising to his 
feet. He laid a revolver on the table, 
and then continued: ‘“‘I escaped from 
the prison-van yesterday on my way 
to jail, and I have been hiding among 
the chimney-pots on your roof most 
of the time since. I thought you 
would not be home till late, so I 
climbed in by the skylight, and I have 
kept up your fire.” 

“How did you know my habits?” 
asked Dolly, warily, with her hand on 
the electric bell. 

“Because I once had a flat here 
myself, and I remembered you.” 

‘““What were you accused of?” 


“Forgery.” 
“I suppose you were innocent?” 
“No, unfortunately,’”’ said the 


stranger; “I was guilty.” 

“Were you really?” said Dolly, and 
she took her hand off the bell, and 
came further into the room. The 
burglar was a personable young man, 
and had the address of a gentleman; 
his eyes were seductively blue, and he 
certainly looked chilly. Such con- 
siderations should not have influenced 
a right-minded young lady, but Dolly 
was, unfortunately, not that. “Sit 
down, please; if you came to get warm, 
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you may as well do so. Am I to take 
charge of this revolver?”’ 

“As a guarantee of my harmless in- 
tentions,”’ responded the burglar, sink- 
ing down among the cushions with an 
air of well-being. 

“I know how to use it,”’ said Dolly, 
with satisfaction. 

“T thought you looked as though 
you did; you are evidently a young 
lady of character.” 

“I’m a very fair shot.’’ Dolly 
leveled it correctly at the stranger’s 
head. “I could certainly shoot you 
dead, if I chose.”’ 

“Do, if you like,”’ said the stranger, 
politely; ‘‘ only, pray let it not be by 
accident.” 

“Don’t talk nonsense, please,’ 
Dolly. ‘‘What is your name?” 

“Henry Maxwell Wodehouse,” said 
the stranger; “but do call me Max. 
Every one——”’ 

“You were in, you say, for forgery. 
Had you ever forged before?” 

“Never; it was my first offense. 
My uncle’s Lord Colchester; haven't 
you seen the case in the papers?”’ 

“I missed it, I suppose. Why did 
you forge?”’ 

““T got into debt.” 

“How?” 

“Backing horses,” said the stranger, 
with sang-froid. 

“What was your sentence?” 

“Three years’ imprisonment.” 

“How did you escape?” 

“The front wheel came off as the 
van turned a.corner, the driver was 
pitched off, the warder inside got a 
crack on the head, a crowd gathered, 
and I made myself scarce amid the 
confusion.”’ 

“And found your way here?” 

“And found my way here,”’ said the 
stranger. ““You see, I knew the 
ropes.” 

Dolly had finished her catechism, 
and was tolerably well satisfied. She 
had a mighty contempt for crimes done 
for money’s sake and at the behest of 
circumstances, and, if the burglar had 
professed himself a martyr, she would 
at once have rung the bell, and de- 
livered him up to the majesty of the 


’ 


said 


law, which was generally to be found 
holding converse with the basement. 
But the burglar’s admission of guilt 
was a passport to her assistance. 
Dolly’s morality was perverted, but 
it was quite definite; she held Spartan 
ideas on the subject of picking and 
stealing. She knew her own mind 
very well indeed, and was not troubled 
with diffidences or hesitations. 

She laid the table, brought a cold 
beefsteak pie from the larder, a de- 
canter of wine from the sideboard, and 
added a serviette as a last refinement. 
When she passed her writing-table, 
she actually forgot that her savings 
were locked up there and that her 
guest was a thief. He, meanwhile, 
watched her preparations in silence, 
and his face was a battleground of 
emotions. 

When she had finished, “Are you 
going to give me supper?” he ex- 
claimed. 

“TI am; please sit down.” 

“T don’t want anything, thank 
you,”’ said he, in a low voice. 

“T do,” said Dolly. “I am in- 
viting you to share my meal.” 

“I'd rather go back to the roof.” 

“Well, you’re certainly polite.” 

“IT don’t think you’re fit to sit down 
with a forger,”” he hastened to ex- 
plain. “At least 2 

“Lucid, very,’’ Dolly remarked. 

“IT mean, a forger isn’t fit to sit 
down with you. You turn all my 
ideas topsy-turvy, so what can you 
expect of my words?” 

“T commend your scruples,” said 
Dolly, severely, ‘‘but I don’t respect 
our sense.”’ 

“Well, I haven't any objection, if 
you haven't,” said the guest, and he 
burst out laughing. ‘“‘You make me 
feel quite virtuous.” 

“That must be a strange sensa- 
tion.” 

“It is, rather,” he agreed, drawing 
up his chair; “but it makes me in 
sympathy with you, so you may be 
sure it is delightful.” 

They began their meal. The bur- 
glar’s conversation was most per- 
suasive, and Dolly was little surprised 











THE BURGLAR 


to find that he talked with great 
fluency and facility on many subjects; 
but she was surprised to discover that, 
so far as her experience served her, he 
was accurate. And he, once he had 
made up his mind to accept her hos- 
pitality, did not look back or forward, 
but devoted himself to the task of 
entertaining his hostess with the best 
of his powers. 

The meal over, Dolly cleared the 
cloth, and carried the used dishes 
into the kitchen, where she filled a 
bowl with hot water, rolled her 
sleeves to her elbows, and began to 
wash the utensils. The sight of her 
bared arms, beautiful in their im- 
maculate whiteness and yet so strong, 
of the wet crockery and of the surging 
water, roused in her guest a spirit of 
emulation; and, as she deftly washed, 
he dried the dishes upon a soft, white 
cloth. Very awkward was he at the 
task, moreover. 

“Hold the plate in your left hand 
and the cloth in your right, rubbing 
under and over, so,” said Dolly, 
taking it from his fingers to illustrate 
her meaning; and, as she did so, their 
hands touched, and the guest looked 
down at his own as though to see 
what metamorphosis the contact 
wrought. 

“Where did you learn to be so 
charmingly clever?” he inquired. 

“At home. I was born in a York- 
shire farm-house, and I served for my 
father and brothers till 1 was twenty.” 

“You don’t mean to say they let you 
slave for them! The barbarians!” 

“Well, yes, we were barbarians,” 
said Dolly, rubbing away at her 
fork. “‘Many’s the time we’ve gone 
poaching together; that’s where I 
learned to handle a gun. And 
many’s the clout on the ear I’ve had, 
like Alfred, for letting the cakes burn, 
when I was reading. Women are 
women with us, not dolls in glass 
cases. My hands will show that I’ve 
worked.”’ 

She extended a rosy, soft palm, 
crinkled and puffed by the hot water. 
There was but one thing for the 
stranger to do, according to his lights, 
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and he did it, gallantly. There was 
but one thing for Dolly to do, accord- 
ing to hers, and she also performed 
her duty; adding, succinctly, “‘ Don’t 
be a fool!” 

“But why, if you enjoyed having 
your ears boxed, did you ever leave 
your mative dales?” asked the 
stranger, ruefully rubbing his own 
ears; for Dolly was thorough in all 
she did. 

“IT ran away to come to town be- 
cause I wanted power.” 

The stranger surveyed her, curi- 
ously, and with appreciation. The 
warmth of her young life enriched 
the curves of her damask cheeks, her 
eyes sparkled like brown diamonds, 
her throat in its full roundness was 
perfect as that of the Venus of the 
Louvre. Her vital beauty glowed 
like a jewel in the shabby room. 
““And have you found it?” he asked. 

“Not yet.” 

““How do you mean to win it?” 

‘““By money, and beauty, and wits,” 
said Dolly, concisely. She stripped 
off her apron, pulled down her sleeves, 
and fastened the links at the wrists; 
and the stranger watched the dis- 
appearance of her arms with a re- 
gretful sigh. 

“Money, beauty, wits; why put 
them in that impolite order?” he 
asked, following her into the drawing- 
room. 

“Because it’s their order of merit. 
That is why I live here alone; I am 
saving my money with a purpose.” 

“It’s a poor look-out for me, if I’ve 
only my wits to depend on.”’ 

“I dare say you'll do pretty well,” 
said Dolly, just turning her head to 
give him a patronizing glance, ‘‘after 
you've served your term; for, of course, 
you will certainly be recaptured. 
Ambition would be hardly in your 
line.” 

“I beg your pardon. I cannot bear 
to contradict a lady, but I must pro- 
test.” 

“Are you really ambitious?” asked 


Dolly, now turning completely 
around. ‘Then, I think better of you 
than I did.” 
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“Did you despise me?”’ 

“Rather. Yours is such 
and-watery sort of story.” 

“Then why did you take me in?”’ 

“Because you told the truth. It 
was your one merit.”’ 

The stranger’s lips parted eagerly to 
speak, and shut again in exasperated 
silence. He looked as though his 
excuse had suddenly been spirited 
away from his tongue. 

“You are certainly less common- 
place than I thought,”’ Dolly pur- 


a milk- 


sued, “‘since you are ambitious. But 
your ambition couldn’t have been 
worth much, since you threw away 


your chances for a paltry bet.”’ 

“You appear to consider that am- 
bition is the cardinal virtue!”’ 

“Not in the least; only that weak- 
ness is the cardinal sin.”’ 

“T’m sure I wish I’d never heard 
of my wretched uncle!’’ groaned the 
culprit, with evident sincerity. ‘I 
wish I’d never saddled myself with 
that forgery!” 

“You do? 
all the worse. 


That makes your case 


‘** Let a man contend to the uttermost 
For his life’s set prize, be it what it may.’ 


You should count the cost, and make 
up your mind first; not abandon your 
resolve for the first scruple or terror. 
I do despise a wavering purpose.”’ 
“But hang it all! 1 was commit- 
ting a crime!” 
**Oh, a crime will do 


*** As well, I reply, to serve for a test,’”’ 


“‘T’d far rather be a 
sinner than a_half- 


quoted Dolly. 
whole-hearted 
hearted saint.” 

The stranger passed his hand wearily 
across his brow. “And what about 
repentance?” 

“Repentance,” said Dolly, “is most 
often a lively sense of judgment to 
come. I prefer steadfastness, myself.”’ 

“Then you’d advise me to stick to 
my purpose, whatever it be, through 
thick and thin?” 

“Certainly I do.” 

“Very well. I don’t know where 
your immoral morality will lead me,” 
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said the stranger. ‘‘On your head be 
it if | take your advice.”’ 

“Do, and I'll change my opinion of 

ou!” 

“You still think me contemptible?” 

“On your own confession, you’ve 
not been steadfast, hitherto.” 

The stranger gave her another 
glance, compounded of chagrin, frus- 
tration and unwilling amusement. 

“T’ll explain all that some day,’ 
said, deprecatingly. 

“Perhaps you did it to screen a 
friend!’’ suggested Dolly, with such 
kind solicitude that she drove her 
guest almost to profanity. He got 
up out of his chair. 

“T think I'll wish you good night, 
Miss Fane, and go back to the roof.” 

“You may wish me good night, but 
you won't go back to the roof.” 

“Are you going to deliver me up to 
the police?” 

“After sharing a meal with you? 
What strange ideas of hospitality you 
civilized Londoners have! In York- 
shire, the barbarians don’t doso. You 
will sleep in this room. To-morrow, 
I’ll get you some second-hand clothes, 
and make up your face so that your 
mother wouldn’t know you; then, you 
may go, but not before.” 

“You're too kind.”’ 

“Not in the least. It’s a reward to 
you for telling the truth.”’ 

Her guest writhed afresh, and Dolly 
wondered what sting lay in her words; 
but she was not disposed to spare him. 

“You know I can’t stay here. It’s 
impossible, on your account.”’ 

“Scandal? I don’t care for it.” 

“Well, I do; and I won't stay.”’ 

“Then I shall ring for the police- 
man.” 

“Do, by all means.” 
hand on the bell. 
I simply can’t 
ring. I'll stay.” 

The hapless burglar again swept his 
hand across his perturbed brow. 
Dolly took her hand away. She had 
not meant to ring; she had merely 
given him a chance of vindicating his 
character. This was too much. 

“You may sleep on the sofa,” she 


, 


he 


Dolly put her 
“Oh, no, by Jove! 
stand that. Don’t 
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said, her voice edged with righteous 
contempt. ‘‘I don’t know whether you 
expect me to believe in the strength 
of your character still?” 

“T’ll explain—”’ cried the stranger, 
but he was explaining to the air. 
Dolly had gone, and had locked the 
door behind her. The stranger stood 
and gazed at that noble deal portal 
until a slow smile dawned, and he 
went thoughtfully back to his chair. 

“After all,” he said, “this will 
teach her a moral lesson.”’ 


Dolly rose, as usual, next morning at 
seven, lighted her kitchen fire, and 
cooked the breakfast. She did not 
sweep the dining-room, having a nat- 
ural delicacy about disturbing her 
guest; but, punctually, when the 
clock struck half-past eight, she 
knocked at the door, at first formally, 
then vigorously. She got no answer. 
Dolly marveled at the soundness of 
his slumber, fetched the kitchen poker, 
and raised a lively tattoo which 
chipped the paint off the panels, but 
elicited no answering voice.: The 
mistress of the flat, who wanted her 
breakfast, then unlocked the door, and 
went boldly in. 

The room was empty. 

Dolly came near to dropping the 
breakfast-tray. Where and how had 
he gone? She ran to the window, 
and looked down seven stories into 
the street, but no mangled corpse 
decorated the area railings; and Dolly 
felt sure that, even though she had 


misjudged him in this last instance, 
he was not sufficiently angelic to re- 
ceive a miraculous gift of wings. She 
turned back, and saw, prominently 
set on the table, a note addressed to 
herself. It was written on her note- 
paper, which she kept locked in her 
escritoire; yet, even then, she had no 
suspicion of the truth. 


Dear Miss Fane: 

Iam not a forger. I never escaped from 
a prison-van. I have no uncle, except that 
one who is a little less than kin and more 
than kind. I have by now sojourned on 
your roof, it is true, though I had never 
done so when first we met. But it is true 
that—till to-day—I had a flat in this house; 
and, though you may not have noticed me, 
I have long noticed and admired you, espe- 
cially your economy. I am a gentleman of 
shady antecedents and yet blacker debts, 
and I took advantage of your absent even- 
ing to make a burglarious entry into your 
flat with a false key, on purpose to relieve 
eed of your savings. You caught me red- 

anded. I invented a story which, I calcu- 
lated, would incline you to mercy. It did 
so; you were angelic. Alas! I weakly re- 
pented of my purpose; the reason, your mir- 
ror will tell you plainly, if such a word may 
be used in such a context. But you have 
shown me my duty. “A crime will do as 
well, I reply, to serve fora text.’’ To vindi- 
cate my dummatan, I regret to say that I 
have been forced to break open your cash- 
box and appropriate its contents. I know 
you will not think me ungrateful; reluctant 
though I was, what could I do but follow 
your counsel? You will rejoice to know 
that I am not vacillating, for weakness is, 
is it not, the cardinal sin? 

The Honorable Henry Maxwell Wode- 
house is, I believe, Clerk to the House of 
Commons. It is really a pity that you do 
not read the papers. 

Will you prosecute me when I come back? 


sz 


THE COMPANY HE KEEPS 


ODD—What explanation are you going to make to your wife? 
Topp—It won’t be necessary to make any. She knows I’m with you. 


& 


H E—I am almost afraid to make love to you, for fear I don’t know how. 
SHe—Have no fear! I’ve taught many a better man than you. 
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RONDEL 


LOVE hath querulous grown and sad— 
We should have parted yesterday; 
A wistful lass and a tender lad— 
Pity it were we chose to stay. 


Over-long was the joy we had— 
Why we wearied what man may say? 
Love hath querulous grown and sad— 
We should have parted yesterday. 


Oh, to have said, when hearts were glad, 
“Kiss me and go,” as lovers may. 

Now we sneer that the dream was mad, 
Yawn and wonder and turn away. 

Love hath querulous grown and sad— 
We should have parted yesterday. 


. 


INGRATITUDE 


HELEN Scott. 


HE great boss, alone and now forgotten, stood once again in the streets of the 
metropolis that had been the scene of his endeavors. No one recog- 
nized him. Noone spoke to him. The crowd passed on, indifferent to his pres- 

ence. 
A tear glistened in his eye. ‘“‘Well!’’ he exclaimed, sadly, “I'll never rob 


another city!”’ 


NOT NECESSARY 


FIRST BUNCO MAN—What are you up to? Working some new game? 
Seconp Bunco Man—Don’t have to. None of the old games is played 
out yet. 


P& 


4 IRST MAN—Isn’t that short lady over there your wife? , 
Seconp Man—I really can’t say—the divorce decision hasn’t been given 
yet. 








THE BLUE THORN 


OF KASHGAR 


By Edward Boltwood 


TARTLED by his word of annoy- 
ance, Madelon Wroxeter leaned 
to one side, the better to ob- 

serve her husband across the narrow 
circle of damask where the trio sat at 
dinner. A scarlet lamp beamed dully 
over the table, and in its light Mrs. 
Wroxeter’s attitude revealed a curving 
line of perfect beauty between her neck 
and shoulders. Ellis Drake thought he 
had been surfeited by the girl’s perfec- 
tions, but he noted the line with shame- 
less eagerness. 

‘““What in the world has happened, 
David?” said she. 

““A sharp corner in the rim of the 
claret glass, dear.’’ Wroxeter pressed 
a serviette to his mouth. “I nicked 
my clumsy lip. You have allowed our 
tableware to suffer during my absence 
from civilization. ‘He who leaves his 
home unlocked will find his wine run- 
ning, his dishes broke, his women—’ 
It is an Arabian proverb of great wis- 
dom. I sha’n’t finish it.” 

Drake laughed, readily, but Mrs. 
Wroxeter’s eyebrows drew together in 
a charming frown. 

“Hélas! ever your Arabians!” she 
sighed, in her pretty French-English. 

‘Jealousy, you see, David,’’ com- 
mented Drake, smiling. 

Wroxeter nodded, and adjusted his 
spectacles. Newspaper artists found 
the famous explorer a poor subject. 
He was a slight, dark man, with a 
sparse and grizzled beard. Only at the 
third or fourth glance might one catch 
the wiry energy in his grave face. 

“Anything so unpleasant as jeal- 
ousy is out of place here, Madelon,”’ he 
said, sententiously. ‘Is it not the 
night of my home-coming to New York, 
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and to my beautiful young wife, and 
to my trusted friend? That is an 
occasion, I fancy. I pledge you.” 
He raised his glass, but set it down un- 
tasted. ‘‘My lip smarts like fire. In 
Turkestan, one might be poisoned so.”’ 

Drake was courteously interested. 

“Oh, a cup with a barb to prick 
your tongue is a familiar trick,’’ went 
on Wroxeter. ‘The blue thorn of 
Kashgar would have done my business 
here, swiftly and certainly. In a min- 
ute, I’d be twisted and burning on the 
carpet. I saw a man die of the blue 
thorn at Fort Yaryn. When he was 
dead, he was like a black, swollen 
hoop; he 1 

“David!”” Mrs. 
dered, appealingly. 

‘‘No, it is not a nice anecdote,’”’ he 
admitted. ‘‘Quebec pleased you last 
Autumn, did it not, Ellis? Madelon 
tells me that you were there while she 
was revisiting madame, her mother. 
Now, the tobacco, Mifflin.’’ 

Cigars were offered by the old butler, 
gray in his master’s service, and over 
the boxes Drake hesitated silently 
before replying. To his relief, how- 
ever, Mrs. Wroxeter took up the con- 
versation. 

Drake leaned back in his chair, 
amused at her ingenuousness. Appar- 
ently, she was as naive as if she were 
ignorant of the passion in the heart 
of her husband’s friend, as if Drake 
had not sent her that mad letter a few 
days since, in which his love had broken 
the bonds of his calculating discretion 
for the first and only time. His note 
was in no way acknowledged, neither 
was it reproved. To-night, her man- 
ner convinced Drake that he must win. 





Wroxeter shud- 
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“Let us go to the library,” said 
Wroxeter, rising. 

“But surely an intruder—at this 
reunion—’”’ protested Drake. 

“Not a bit of it!” Wroxeter slipped 
one brown hand within Drake’s elbow, 
and laid the other on his wife’s ex- 
quisite shoulder. ‘The library, by 
all means.”’ 

The room had once been a studio; 
two years ago, it was full of left- 
over artists’ trappery when Wroxeter 
brought to the house the wife whom 
he had taken, in his middle-age, from 
the Canadian convent school. Here, 
among the pictures, Drake had met 
her—herself, he thought, the very 
picture of a growing flower. 

Wroxeter turned out the gay can- 
vases, and made the cavernous apart- 
ment as somber as a vault. Dusky 
tapestries shrouded the walls, and 
throttled the windows. Among them 
peered the mounted heads of mon- 
strous beasts; a hideous idol brooded 
malevolently in one corner; in another 
grinned the effigy of an ancient Chinese 
executioner in his red-and-yellow ar- 
mor. Ranged above the low book- 
cases, gleamed the celebrated Wroxe- 
ter fighting knives. The collection 
was reputed priceless—poniard, creese 
and yataghan, assagai and dirk, 
bowie, claymore and machete. The 
single green-shaded lamp glimmered 
on an enormous table, littered with 
charts and documents. In front of 
the blinking coals in the grate, a divan 
was covered with lustrous bearskin. 
Drake sat beside Madelon; Wroxeter 
leaned idly against the repulsive figure- 
head of an African war-canoe, flanking 
the fireplace. 

To Drake, the sight of the girl’s ten- 
der beauty in this room was always a 
fantasy of the incongruous. And typi- 
cal of her incongruous marriage? The 
comparison occurred to Drake’s mind 
as he bent forward and warmed his 
hands thoughtfully over Wroxeter’s 
hearthstone. 

In the meantime, Madelon had in- 
sisted that David must be made to tell 
of all his wanderings. Wroxeter was a 
graceless talker, with neither humor 
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nor imagination. When there was a 
logical halt in the narrative, Drake 
rose to go. 

“Incidentally, my pet collection 
has been favored.”” The traveler indi- 
cated an oblong packet on the table. 
“There. is a rarity, I believe, sent me 
by a border chieftain in Aksu. I 
haven't opened it yet.’ 

Drake remained while Wroxeter un- 
wound the wrappings, pungent with 
the mysterious aroma of the Orient. 
A broad dagger was disclosed. The 
blade was clouded with a gossamer 
device of curling dragons, and the 
heavy hilt was carved ivory, yellowed 
by age. Madelon touched the metal 
with a venturesome finger. 

“What is it called?” she asked. 

Wroxeter caressed the hilt in his 
palm. “‘The name can’t be trans- 
lated politely,” he said. *“* Love 
knife,’ perhaps, will serve.’ 

“Love knife?’’ repeated Madelon, 
wide-eyed. 

“Yes. They come usually in pairs, 
like dueling pistols. One you give 
to your adversary, and with the 
other , 

“An affectionate title for such a 
weapon,”’ said Drake, preparing to roll 
a cigarette. “‘Love’ seems hardly 
appropriate.” 

“Why not? In Turkestan, the duello 
is rare, except when two men love the 
same woman. A satisfactory blow, 
like this % 

Drake lool-ed up from the trembling 
cigarette-paper. The dagger was on 
the floor, and Wroxeter, smiling un- 
certainly, was gripping the ball of his 
thumb with his other hand. 

“I’m in the line of accidents this 
evening,” he said; “‘scratched myself 
again, somehow.” 

“On this, David?’” Madelon picked 
up the knife, and carried it to the lamp. 
“Oh, the villainy!”’ she gasped. 

The men crossed to the table where 
she had dropped the weapon. From 
the upper end of the hilt now protruded 
a needle, less than an inch long, bluish 
in tint. With a smothered oath, the 
explorer retreated into the shadow. 

“What’s that point there?” blurted 














THE BLUE THORN OF KASHGAR 


Drake, breathlessly. “‘What is it?— 
that point. Not the—the ay 

“The blue Kashgar thorn. Damna- 
tion, yes!” 

His wife and his friend sought Wrox- 
eter’s countenance, inscrutable in the 
darkness. For an instant, the three 
were statues. The fall of pallor on 
Madelon’s cheeks was like snow on 
roses. ‘‘Cvel! it frightens me!” she 
murmured. 

“Don’t be concerned, child,”’ said 
Wroxeter, but with the faintest quiver 
ofanalarm. ‘To draw out any poison 
there, is simple.’’ And he put the hand 
to his mouth. 

Drake caught his forearm. “ Re- 
member the broken wine-glass—the 
skin is cut.” 

“By God! that’s so! Thank you, 
Ellis.” Wroxeter’s mechanical laugh 
grated, and he took a fresh grip on his 
wrist. ‘The devil is in the mess. I 
wonder—well, I must ask your help, 
my friend.”” He laughed again, more 
softly than before. 

In Drake’s fingers, the futile tissue- 
paper still fluttered, as he folded and 
refolded it, corner to corner. Wroxe- 
ter wrinkled his forehead, perplexed. 

“I must ask your help, Ellis,” he 
echoed. 

‘““My part is to help—mine!”’ cried 
Madelon, springing forward. 

“We cannot well allow you to risk it, 
can we, Drake? Come, make haste!”’ 

Drake tried hard to reason; his 
brain simmered, uncontrollably. He 
moistened his dry lips, and shifted his 
gaze to the leering image in the corner, 
missing the dawn of horror and amaze- 
ment on the white face of Madelon. 

“We must send for a doctor,” said 
Drake, thickly, as if to the idol. ‘Of 
course, there is no danger, David. 
This is New York—not an Asian 
desert.” 

“Ah, yes,” rejoined Wroxeter, in a 
voice of silk. ‘“‘A stray savage in the 
a would suck this wound, un- 
ess 

Drake made a vague gesture of pro- 
test. 

“Unless,”’ pursued the other, “he 
wished to make a widow. Madelon, I 
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beg—”’ for his wife was on her knees, 
fighting her sobs bravely, reaching for 
his hand. Wroxeter held it aloft. 
“Your admirable caution suggests a 
doctor, Drake,”’ said he. “Averill is 
clever, and close by. If you will be so 





kind.” 

“T don’t want you to think I—” 
stammered Drake. ‘‘I want you to 
know : 

“I do. Time presses.” 


Moving stiffly, after the fashion of an 
automaton, the younger man hurried 
to the telephone in the hall. Averill 
promised speed, and Drake clicked the 
receiver to its place, turning slowly on 
his heel. His glance fell on the closed 
door of the library, and hung there, 
singularly fascinated. From minute 
to minute, the grim, black panels be- 
came potential, tragic, terrible. He 
fumbled at the knob, and reeled once, 
drunkenly. Watching the sinister 
door, he sidled to the stair-head, and 
called for Mifilin. There was no re- 
sponse, but the sound of his own speech 
nerved him; he reéntered the library. 


Wroxeter stood on the hearth-rug 
with arms folded, facing the en- 
trance. 


“You did not hurry, Ellis,’’ he com- 
plained. 

Drake leaned heavily against the 
table. Wroxeter broke into a queer 
chuckle, and darted to the lamp, thrust- 
ing his hand under its rays. 

““Behold!”’ he said. “I find that I 
have not been injured. Do you see? 
I made a mistake. The thorn didn’t 
bite me in the least. Do you see? 
Eh?” 

“You are not hurt? You are 
not—?’’ Drake straightened himself, 
and brought his fist down on the desk. 
“Then, what was all this precious non- 
sense?”” he demanded, sullenly; “a 
joke?”’ He pulled up his shoulders. 
“Your humor is delicate.”’ 

“Well, that is as it may be,” re- 
torted Wroxeter. ‘‘My humor is my 
own. So, if you will allow the conceit, 
is my wife. Madelon!” 

She advanced out of the gloom into 
the ring of light. Drake could not 
meet her blazing eyes. 
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“You have the base and evil heart 
of a coward,”’ said she. 

““A coward!” Drake’s shrill voice 
belied his defiant swagger. ‘“‘Oh, you 
mean David’s tomfoolery with the dag- 


ger? Have you only now seen the 
trick? Somewhat stupid and crude, 
but 7 





“I mean that—and this.”” She 
flung a letter at his feet. 

“Well, there it is for you, Ellis 
Drake,’’ Wroxeter drawled. ‘ Mifflin 
intercepted the sweet composition, and 
gave it tome unopened. He is a faith- 
ful soul, with some knowledge of men 
and women. I have just read the 
letter to Madelon. She and I know you 
now for the first time. The little epi- 
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sode of my prearranged poison was an 
effective prelude to our knowledge, as 
the event proves. And what do you 
say?” 

“T say that you chose to insult me 
in your own house,”’ Drake snarled. 

“That is soon remedied,” laughed 
Wroxeter, drily. “I hear the bell 
of the street door. It is Averill, I 
dare say, who possibly will be glad to 
drive you home. Before we terminate 
our acquaintance, Drake, do me this 
last service—pray make my apologies 
to the doctor. Shall I ring for my 
butler to escort you to the carriage? 
No? Perhaps you are right. You 
have been always considerate, my 
dear friend.” 


3. 


CHANSON BRETONNE 


E NAQUIS, je vécus sur la lande bretonne, 
Ou la mer m’envoyait sa plainte monotone. 
Tombeau des souvenirs, que recélerez-vous? 
Souvenir des tombeaux, que raconterez-vous? 


J’aimais les vieux rochers, les mouettes, la gréve, 
L’Océan qui mugit aux falaises sans tréve. 
Tombeau des souvenirs, que recélerez-vous? 
Souvenir des tombeaux, que raconterez-vous? 


Je filais, je chantais un air joyeux ou triste; 
Je dansais au biniou & l’A4ge ov rien n’attriste. 
Tombeau des souvenirs, que recélerez-vous? 
Souvenir des tombeaux, que raconterez-vous? 


Un jour de mes pensers je rencontrai l’idole; 
L’idole était d’argile et son cceur sans parole. 
Tombeau des souvenirs, que recélerez-vous? 
Souvenirs des tombeaux, que raconterez-vous? 


J’allai dans la nuit sombre, errante et délaissée, 
Et mon ame mourut de s’étre ainsi trompée. 
Tombeau des souvenirs, que recélerez-vous? 
Souvenir des tombeaux, que raconterez-vous? 


DucHEssE DE ROHAN, 


eax 


port borrow trouble; if it comes, you'll own it. 











THE DAY FAIRFAX RETURNED 


By Robert C. V. Meyers 


‘ JHEN Fairfax went aboard 
ship for the homeward pas- 
sage, he would have said that 
he was entirely cured of the nonsense 
which had sent him from his native 
soil a year and a half before. The 
second day at séa, he began to think 
of America and the changes he might 
expect to find there. The third day, he 
thought of Henrietta Dale. It was 
she who had sent him abroad. He 
would have said that she was cruel 
and heartless; that his affection for 
her had been mere calf-love, begun on 
the athletic field where he had done 
marvels as a half-back, to whom she 
had thrown a bunch of violets worn 
close to her heart a few minutes be- 
fore. Several other girls had thrown 
their violets at his feet, but only 
Henrietta’s appealed to him. 

After the violets came the intro- 
duction through Emily Baily, Cousin 
Jack’s wife. Then came the friend- 
ship, and at last the avowal which she 
repulsed. After that, he left college 
and the country, and now, a year and 
a half later, he was going back to enter 
upon a strenuous life of business with 
his father, thankful that he had not 
gone in for law, as he had thought 
to do before he had been so badly 
treated by a heartless woman. 

Pshaw! why should he think of her? 
It must be because of the possibility 
of meeting her soon again. No, he 
would think only of his father, who 
had agreed to the long absence with- 
out asking for a single word of explana- 
tion. As for that, though, his father 
must have known everything, for 
Emily Baily was the intimate of 
Henrietta Dale, and called his father 
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her ‘“confessor,’”’ to whom she told all 
her woes. At any rate, the pater had 
been kind, and even now did not insist 
on his son’s return, only intimating 
that he considered twenty-four a very 
fitting age for a young man to enter 
upon the affairs of the world. Yes, he 
would go home, and do wonders in 
business; he was tired of trapesing 
about; he was tired of nonsense; now 
he would go in and win his spurs. 

The fourth day out, there was a big 
storm, a heavy sea was shipped, and a 
sailor tangled in the cordage was swept 
away. Fairfax plunged into the rag- 
ing waters. It was a long time before 
those on deck saw him rise on the 
crest of a wave, nearly exhausted, the 
unconscious sailor on one arm. They 
dragged the two up. Fairfax heard 
the crew and passengers cheering, 
and thought they complimented him 
on his ability as a swimmer; he did 
not think their praise could be for any 
heroism on his part. 

When the ship entered calm waters, 
and the pilot came aboard, Fairfax 
frowned when the rescued sailor was 
mentioned to him; he had had a sur- 
feit of the thing from the passengers. 
The first familiar face he saw, as he 
went down the gang-plank to éerra 
firma, was that of his father. 

“‘So,” said the elder man, “you have 
been going about saving people’s lives? 
A reporter has just told me.” 

Fairfax laughed and shook his father 
by the hand, and they went along in 
the cab toward the old home. At the 
door of the house, his father left and 
took his way down-town. 

Fairfax entered the house, and went 
uptohisroom. Nothing was changed; 
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everything was as he had left it when 
he went away. Had his mother been 
alive, this might have been expected, 
but for a man of his father’s busy 
habits so to care for his boy’s fripperies 
of furbishings appealed strongly to 
the young fellow. What a good father 
his was, and how he had neglected 
him—first, in the college days when 
his classmates took up every minute 
of time, and afterward by this year 
and a half of absence. But, now, he 
would do all he could to make up for 
his long period of neglect. 

He sauntered up to the mantel- 
piece. Above a framed photograph 
of himself, in all the shapeless toggery 
of the football field, was a brown mass 
of what had once been a bunch of 
violets, still tied with a scarlet ribbon. 

He had neglected to destroy them 
when he had gone abroad. He flushed 
as he tore them down and tossed them 
into a waste-paper basket. A maid 
in attending to the room.would burn 
the trash. 

He looked at his watch, and found 
that it was but three o’clock. The 
rules of the house seldom varied, so 
he would not see his father until the 
seven-o’clock dinner. 

Somehow, he did not feel like going 
out; his room had a strange fascination 
for him after his long experience with 
foreign hotels. He settled himself in 
the soft, padded arm-chair, and spread 
his feet toward the fireless grate. To- 
morrow, he would begin work. What 
a fool he had been to absent himself 
so long from the interests of his native 
land, letting other fellows gain such 
enviable places in the race for success! 
However, had he not been forced 
away by his disappointment, he might 
now be plodding over law books, pre- 
paratory to entering a field for which 
he had no calling, and eventually 
becoming a second- or third-rate attor- 
ney for the rest of his life. No; ac- 
tivity was the thing—business activity ; 
his many months of loitering made 
him see things as they should be 
seen. 

Again, he pulled out his watch. 
Only half-past three! He would go 
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for a stroll, and call on Jack Baily. 
Jack had been a good fellow in the old 
time; he had heard, through his wife, 
all about the trouble over Henrietta 
Dale, and never said a word. But 
Jack, bulling and bearing the market, 
would be busy, and ought not to be 
interrupted by merely a social visit. 

He wondered if Emily were well, and 
Toodlems, the youngest child, who had 
always been convulsively cutting teeth. 
Then, he remembered how angry Emily 
had been over Henrietta’s treatment 
of him; how she had sent for him to 
come to her pretty apartment; had 
taken his hand in hers, and said, 
“Don’t mind more than you, can help, 
Billy. Henrietta has behaved hate- 
fully. Itis all her advanced and un- 
sentimental ideas, thinking that men 
should be of account in the world.” 
Every word had been a stab; but 
Emily had meant well, and it had been 
she who presented him to Henrietta. 
Henrietta! He was thinking of her 
again, and all this time his eyes had 
been on the waste-paper basket where 
were the ruined violets of long ago! 
Bah! Henrietta Dale was nothing to 
him—absolutely nothing. 

A clock somewhere in the house 
struck four. He would go and see 
Jack. 

When he reached the office, his 
cousin waved a welcoming hand toward 
him—holding an important conversa- 
tion over the telephone with a railway 
magnate, at the same time. 


“Glad to see you, old man!” said 


Jack. ‘Yes,’ to the telephone, “jump 
two points to-morrow. Between 
boards? All right; certainly. Well, 
old man, I’m _ simply delighted. 


Yes, I said two points. Certainly, I 
will, if you say so. Seventy, not 
eighty, only two points.” 

“Perhaps I’d better drop in another 
time,” said Fairfax. “I only wanted 
to ask after Emily.” 

“ All right,”’ responded Jack, his ear 
still glued to the receiver. “And the 
kid, too. He’s done cutting teeth. 
Now, it’s measles. Don’t hurry be- 
cause—yes, yes, or a point and a half 
if i 
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“TI fear you’re busy,” ventured 
Fairfax. 

“Not at all,” returned Baily. . “I— 
eighty, and not a stroke more. 
Going, old man? I'll tell Emily. 
Come to dinner to-night. Seven 
o’clock.”’ 


“Can't,” Fairfax replied, shortly. 
“It’s my first night home. I shall dine 
with my father.’”’ But he doubted if 
Jack heard him. He left the office, 
feeling hurt. The world was terribly 
selfish; he wanted no more of it just 
then. He hastened home in the early 
dusk. 

A half-hour later Jack Baily went 
down to the automobile in which his 
wife had called for him, and dismissed 
the chauffeur, for he dearly loved to 
make himself a part of the new cen- 
taur. He told her of Fairfax’s call 
and the invitation to dinner. 

“T hope he’ll come,”’ she said; “I'd 
like to tell him how Henrietta has gone 
off in looks.” 

“Has she?” Baily asked. 

“You know she is not nearly so 
cheerful as she used to be,” his wife 
returned. ‘“‘And, if a woman who is 
not absolutely a howling beauty is not 
cheerful, she goes off in looks. Look 
out! You frightened that horse with 
your steam whistle. Of course, you 
told him we are at the hotel?’ 

“Very likely,’ he answered, moder- 
ating his whistle to the susceptibili- 
ties of a woman crossing the street. 
“At any rate, his father will tell him. 
Emily, old Rocks, the president of the 
H. R. R., is in the new deal, and wants 
to raise two points is 

“Jack,”’ she interrupted, ‘I got the 
loveliest white-velvet coat for Tood- 
lems you ever saw.” 

At the same moment, Fairfax was 
in his room, his eyes on the dark grate. 
It seemed pretty hard to him, this 
coming home—his father too busy to 
do more than shake hands with him, 
his cousin too busy even to shake 
hands. What a busy world it was! 
He seemed the only idler. 

He wondered where were all his col- 
lege chums. Most of them had been 
graduated in June of last year, and 
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were scattered, very likely forgetting 
him. And he the favorite half-back 
of the year! He wondered if he could 
play a game now—so many changes 
creep into the rules of the game each 
year. But what sport it used to be— 
especially that Thanksgiving game, 
when the girls threw their flowers to 
him! How beautiful Henrietta had 
looked that day! After he knew her, 
how lovely she— But that was over, 
well over, and her rejection of his suit 
had made him see things in their true 
light. Yet, he wondered who her cav- 
aliers were now. 

He rose and walked about the room. 
He caught sight of the waste-paper 
basket, the faded violets in it. He 
gave it a savage kick, and it rolled 
partly under the bed. He cared abso- 
lutely nothing for Henrietta Dale, yet 
this coming home brought everything 
before him. 

Just then, a knock sounded on the 
door. Of course, it must be his father, 
coming home early in order to talk 
with him. Instead, it was the butler; 
his father wished to speak to him over 
the telephone. 

Fairfax went down to the library, and 
heard that his father must attend an 
improvised board meeting, and would 
not be home until ten o’clock. Fair- 
fax picked up a book, but he could not 
read. A pretty home-coming, indeed! 
Stay here and dine alone? Never! 
He would accept Jack Baily’s invita- 
tion, and let Emily see that he had 
got over all that nonsense of long ago. 
Why had he not thought of that before? 
Naturally, she must have asked Jack 
how he looked, and if his eyes were 
“—e 

He hurried into his evening coat. 
As he was leaving the room, something 
touched his foot. In dressing, he had 
angrily tramped around the floor, and 
set the discarued round waste-paper 
basket in motion, for it had rolled from 
under the bed, emptying out the bunch 
of dead violets. 

He grasped the faded blossoms in a 
veritable fury, and crushed them in his 
coat-pocket, determining to toss them 
in the cartway outside. 
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He had to make haste to catch his 
ear. All the way to Jack’s, he was at 
white heat. When he reached the 
apartment, he called himself to order. 
Emily must not see him like this—he 
must be cool and calm. 

When he felt that he was equal to 
it, he entered the yawning portal of the 
huge, brown palace. The elevator 
took him heavenward. When he 
stepped out, he steered for a door 
where stood a white-gloved servant. 
Beyond, he caught a glimpse of sev- 
eral people. So, Emily was having a 
dinner-party! He would have gone 
away, but he feared the servant might 
report his having been there, and Em- 
ily would comment. He handed the 
man his hat and top-coat, and plunged 
into the room, with a smiling visage. 
Then, he came to a standstill, for the 
first person he saw was Henrietta 
Dale. She was talking to another 
woman, but her eyes caught his, and 
the next moment she had turned to 
her companion. Then, a voice sounded 
in his ear: 

“How good of you, Mr. Fairfax. 
We have read all about you in this 
evening’s paper, and how you saved 
that sailor from drowning. How good 
of you to come to us thus informally.” 
It was Henrietta’s mother. 

Fairfax gave his hand, mechanically. 

“Henrietta!” said Mrs. Dale, and 
the girl came up. 

“Welcome home!” she said, in a 
constrained voice. “‘We have heard 
of nothing but your saving the sailor, 
since the evening papers came out. 
Will you take in Mrs. Enderly?” 

Fairfax was dumfounded; he was 
in his cousin’s home, and yet neither 
Jack nor Emily was to be seen, while 
a dinner-party was on. 

But he had no time to do other than 
offer his arm to Mrs. Enderly, and join 
the procession that led to the dining- 
room. Seated at the table, his be- 
wilderment increased. He was in Jack 
Baily’s dining-room, he recognized the 
furnishings, and yet he was an unin- 
vited guest at a dinner given by the 
mother of Henrietta Dale, the girl 
who had discarded him, whose re- 
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jection had sent him from his home a 
year and a half ago. 

Mrs. Enderly spoke to him. ‘We 
have read about your saving the 
sailor,” she said; “it was wonderfully 
brave of you.” 

“I must introduce myself, Mr. Fair- 
fax,’ a man said, across the table. 
“It seems your saving the sailor has 
been the talk of the club since the 
papers came out.” 

Fairfax wished he had been drowned 
in saving that sailor! 

“And your cousin, Emily Baily’’— 
Mrs. Enderly interrupted his agony— 
“have you seen her?” 

‘“No,” he answered. 

“She will not be here,” the lady pur- 
sued. “She hardly felt equal to it; 
Toodlems was so on her mind. Fancy 
a woman renting this lovely apartment, 
and going to live in a hotel, simply 
that she might devote herself to a baby 
with a temper, for Toodlems is the 
crossest little monkey I ever came 
across.” 

The truth dawned on him. Emily 
had rented her apartment to the Dales, 
and he stood in the light of an inter- 
loper. What must Henrietta be 
thinking? But he had to talk, and he 
had to eat, and he had to endure the 
torture of sitting there, the involun- 
tary guest of the woman who had re- 
jected him. 

He did not look in her direction; he 
did not wish to see the scornful ex- 
pression of her eyes; he only waited 
for the dinner to come to an end, when 
he might get away and—do what?— 
return to Europe at once? 

He sat thus an hour and more. 
Then, Mrs. Dale arose. But, when the 
ladies had passed from the room, Fair- 
fax made his way into the hall, 
where he encountered Henrietta. The 
others had passed into the drawing- 
room. The girl’s eyes met his own. 

“Henrietta, I thought Jack lived 
here.”’ 

He had not meant to utter her 
name; but he came upon her so unex- 
pectedly, she looked so sweet, even 
helpless, as she turned her misty eyes 
to him! 
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“You forgive me,” she said. ‘‘ Your 
coming here tells me as much. I 
think we shall be good friends again. 
It was so brave of you to come. People 
have criticized me for—for that time, 
and your coming disarms their criti- 
cism. I—that time, I might have been 
kinder, but you seemed to me to be 
frittering your best days away. Emily 
Baily told me you were coming back 
to go into business with your father, 
and I am glad, for your sake. And 
your bravery in saving that sailor! 
Mr. Fairfax ’’—she held out her hand— 
“T am glad that I did as I did, for I 
have discovered that you are a brave 
man, indeed, in staying through the 
dinner which you must have attended 
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by mistake, for in this way you have 
shielded me from my friends. And I 
thank you for your friendship.” 

Perhaps, his heart beat tumultuous- 
ly, for he put his hand up over his coat- 
pocket. There, he felt a lump of 
something. He took out the faded, 
crushed violets. 

“I meant to destroy these,” he said; 
“TI believe I could not.’’ She gave a 
little cry as she saw the flowers tied 
with the scarlet ribbon. 

She took his hand. Tears were in her 
eyes. “You kept them?” she asked. 

‘““I—I’'m glad Jack doesn’t live here!” 
he said, his cup of joy brimming over. 
“ Henrietta!”’ 

And she leaned toward him. 


2 


AN ANCIENT TRUTH 


OLD Croesus has a lowering brow, 
A mouth of wide dimension, 
A brain where one may seek in vain 

For gleams of comprehension. 


Yet, when you hear of him each night 
With fond mamas a-dining, 

You realize how much a cloud 
May owe its silver lining! 


CHARLOTTE BECKER. 


THE OLD CODGER’S INHUMANITY 


"THE Old Codger’s rheumatism had kept him penned up in the house for sev- 
eral weary days, and he was in a state of hectic savagery when poor, paltry 
Neighbor Akinside—who was a prey to dyspepsia, and a still worse disease, the 
belief that everybody else was interested in his ailment—crept meekly in. . 
The visitor inquired after the old gentleman’s health, and the veteran was in 


duty bound to return the compliment by asking about the other’s malady. 


Hav- 





ing thus had the trigger of his loquacity properly pulled, Neighbor Akinside re- 
cited, with chastened relish and loving lingering over the details, how he had 
acquired his ailment, what torments he had suffered from it, what various sym- 
pathetic Toms, Dicks and Harrys had said about it, how Dr. Thus-and-so and 
old Dr. What’s-his-name had diagnosed it, what various physicians, friends, 
enemies, chance acquaintances, and so-forths had prescribed for it, how little 
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good all such prescriptions had done him, and so on, with the solemn persistence 
of a Winter rain falling on an orphan girl’s grave. 

“About a year ago,”’ he proceeded, with keen, but apologetic, enjoyment, “I 
met a gentleman who was afflicted almost exactly asI am. No matter how care- 
ful he was about eating he always suffered excruciating agony afterward. None 
of the remedies he tried gave him more than the merest temporary relief, and, 
when I saw him, he was indeed in a pitiable condition. We both enjoyed the 
meeting very much, and were greatly edified by each other’s conversation. My 
stomach— 54 

“Mr. Akinside,” broke in the Old Codger, with ill-suppressed fury, “I am 
a patient man, and all such stuff, but I say, in tones of thunder, confound your 
stomach! Great day inthe morning, man! Do you flatter yourself that you are 
the only person on earth who was ever cursed with a stomach? You make more 
fuss about that one stomach of yours than a camel does about-all seven of his, 
or the late What’s-his-name, the martyr, did over being burnt at the stake! 
Judging by the hooraw you put up about it, one would think that 

‘Wh-wh- why, _ you are insulting, sir!”’ spluttered the visitor, in indignant 
surprise. st 

“Yes; and you are worse than heathenish!’’ roared the Old Codger, thump- 
ing on the floor with his staff. ‘‘ The idolator, clad only in pagan darkness and a 
clout, does homage to images of wood and stone; but you, dressed in the robe 
of enlightened Christianity, fall down and worship your own stomach! You 
think you suffer as nobody else ever suffered. You overestimate the importance 
of yourown ache. The prime cause of your trouble is laziness 1 

“ Sir-r-r!”’ 

“Laziness, is what I said! That’s what’s the matter with you, Akinside! 
Grab a buck-saw, and fiddle it vigorously across the face of the woodpile for a few 
weeks, and you'll forget youever hadastomach. Dyspepsiais more of a fad than 
it is anything else, and nobody but lazy people have time td indulge in fads. And, 
even if your ache does pain you a trifle, occasionally, always remember that there 
are plenty of better people who are a great deal worse off than you are, and be 
thankful for that. Your own pain is purely a personal matter with you, so keep 
it to yourself; or, if you must tell it, hire a hall, pose as an awful example, and 

charge admission. Don’t go whining around r 

But the unappreciated Akinside had jumped up and bolted out in great 
wrath, and with surprising agility for an invalid. 

“ Ar-r-r-r-!"’ snarled the old man, after the last echo of the visitor’s footfalls 
had died away. ‘‘He makes me weary, moaning about his infernal dyspepsia! 
Now, if it was rheumatism, it would be an entirely different matter!” 


Tom P. MorRGAN. 
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HE LADY—I hope you earned this reward-of-merit card, my lad. 
Tue Lap—Yer bet I did, ma’am. When I was takin’ it away frum de 
good guy dat had it, t’ree of his frien’s pitched inter me, an’ I had ter lick de 
whole bunch. 


ae 


CLA RA—I have just heard of an awful scandal. 
Maup—Oh, what is it? 
“T can’t tell you now. I’m saving it for the church sociable.” 








SYLVIA’S HUSBAND 


By Mrs. Burton Harrison 


, ‘“HROUGH a green wood near a 
castle not far from the western 
coast of Ireland, runs a salmon 

river, foaming here, tranquil there; 

everywhere beautiful to look upon, 
and coveted exceedingly by would-be 
tenants, whenever the owner’s agents in 

London give sign to the public that the 

place and its fishing-privileges are to be 

let for the season. 

Following up yonder leafy tunnel be- 
side the stream to its finish, one comes 
to a halt beneath a steep flight of stone 
steps, affixed to a wall matted with 
roses and jasmine, on the summit of 
which, lost from below in a mist of 
tree-tops, is the terrace of Ballyrig Cas- 
tle, upon which open the chief living- 
rooms. 

There is nothing dark or frowning, 
or romantic or feudal, about Bally- 
rig. It is simply a big, pleasant old Irish 
country-house, standing amid park 
and gardens and fields of grain, in a 
country of purple hills and boggy 
moors and innumerable little lakes. 
But a few miles away the Atlantic 
booms upon the shore, and Ballyrig 
River runs through many a mile of the 
estate. 

Indoors, the rooms are as cheerful 
and up-to-date as electricity, a London 
upholsterer and a house-party of gay, 
rollicking people can make them. 

This was, at least, the case during 
the Summer when the castle was let 
to the William Hillyards, he a rich city 
man who two or three years before had 
committed the indiscretion of marry- 
ing a beautiful young wife who might 
have been his daughter—and he was 
still her infatuated slave, in spite of 
many disillusions! 

Aug. 1903—1 


It had been said that it was Hugh 
Sargent whom Natalie would have 
married had there been money enough 
between them to keep this extravagant 
pair from the poorhouse. And, by the 
usual irony of Fate, directly after 
she became possessed of an elderly, 
jealous spouse, Hugh Sargent had 
fallen heir to an uncle’s title and es- 
tates, and was now a baronet, owner of 
a stately old show-house and gardens 
not far from London. 

Upon this bachelor establishment, 
Natalie would descend now and again, 
with parties of her friends, and please 
herself with ordering things as if it had 
been indeed her own. 

Hugh submitted to these and other 
impositions of hers in a lazy way; but 
those who knew him best could see that 
he was beginning to chafe under her 
assumption of a continued proprietor- 
shipinhimandhis. Her quite extraor- 
dinary beauty might still palliate her 
exactions, and cast a glamour over her 
pose as the victim of a matrimonial 
jaux-pas; but Hugh was a man of 
healthy mind, of daily renewing inter- 
ests in life, and void of ambition to 
play the eternal game of three, es- 
pecially when the husband had re- 
cently given symptoms of vulgar and 
elemental jealousy in his direction. 
Why he had consented to come to 
Ballyrig, at all, perhaps only Kit Vail 
suspected. 

Vail, also a member of the present 
house-party, a friend of Sargent’s of 
years’ standing, and a thoroughly lik- 
able and trustworthy fellow, had a 
reason of his own for accepting the Hill- 
yards’ bid to Ireland. He could see, 
very plainly, that his hostess wished to 
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help matters along in his suit with 
her husband’s ward, Sylvia Ridgeway, 
and for once—although differently in- 
spired—agreeing with the fitful Nata- 
lie, Vail could not resist taking his holi- 
day as her guest. 

And what had been the result of this 
nicely adjusted scheme? Every day, 
since the arrival of Sargent and Vail, 
they had gone out with their rods, 
Sylvia accompanying them, by par- 
ticular dispensation of Natalie, who 
loved to persuade herself that Sir 
Hugh’s apparent zeal for sport was a 
blind to divert attention from his 
secret hopeless passion for herself. 
And, every day, Sargent and Sylvia 
would drift together, leaving Vail to the 
gillies, or any other companionship he 
could find. 

Sylvia! Young, tall, slim, pretty, 
truth-telling, and admirably bred by 
the good ladies of the convent-school 
in France, where she had lived since 
her father’s death when she was but 
fifteen! No wonder that she and 
Natalie would no more mix than oil 
and water! The transfer, without dis- 
cussion, of this young woman to live 
in their own house, some ten months 
earlier, was the one of her husband’s 
actions that Natalie considered most 
indefensible. Mr. Hillyard’s plea that 
Sylvia was the child of his dearest 
friend of youth, as well as ill-provided 
with the means of livelihood, had been 
met successively by remonstrance, 
rebuke, pathos and tears, and, ulti- 
mately, sulks. Sylvia, in spite of all, 
had come, had stayed, had won every 
heart but Natalie’s, and now Natalie, 
falling back upon piety, had decided 
Vail to be heaven’s direct answer to her 
prayers for deliverance from her cross. 

She did not like Kit Vail. He had 
always had a provoking way of look- 
ing through, not at, her. He, also, 
was a sort of cousin of Sylvia’s. And 
she strongly suspected him of putting 
the brake on Hugh Sargent, whenever 
Hugh yielded to her whims, or gave 
color to the gossip that did not fail to 
dog their footsteps. 

‘he other people in the Ballyrig 
house-party included the Fortescues, 


mother and daughter—rather a dread- 
ful couple—but, then, Natalie dis- 
tinctly did not like women to be too 
nice. Mrs. Fortescue, known as “ Fair- 
and-Forty” to her friends, was a 
showy divorcée, who eked out her 
share of the wreck of matrimony by 
writing personals to newspapers from 
houses where she was invited as a 
guest, by playing suspicious rubbers 
of bridge, and by judicious borrowing 
from men. 

Her too-mature daughter, Maud, re- 
sembling a gone-off Botticelli nymph, 
long, lank, with high cheek-bones, 
and unsatisfied corners to her mouth, 
dressed showily, said little, wore white 
veils with large, black dots, and evinced 
a marked preference for the society of 
undefended youths of a tender age and 
little knowledge of society. 

During the last day or two, symp- 
toms had appeared of Maudie’s hav- 
ing attached herself seriously to the 
pursuit of Bobby Hillyard, a delight- 
ful boy of twenty, son and heir of the 
absent host, and far and away too 
good, thought Vail, Sargent and Syl- 
via, for the fate that threatened him. 

Captain O’Rourke, a nice-looking 
soldier at large, with a happy faculty 
for making people friendly with him 
whether or not they quite approved of 
him; Baron de Lorme, a confrére at 
bridge with Mrs. Fortescue; Mr.-God- 
frey, who yearned to be thought an 
advanced decadent and had come to 
Ireland to write poetry which only he, 
the publisher, printers and proofreader 
could reasonably be counted upon to 
read, were the ldst ones left of the 
much larger party which Mr. Hillyard 
was supposed to have been called to 
London to avoid. 

Luncheon time of a perfect day of 
July found young Bobby Hillyard 
coming up a path from the river into 
a wooded glen—a pretty, shady place, 
where several paths converged, and on 
one side of which arose a rocky cliff, 
giving to view a most lovely reach of 
distant landscape. Upon a carpet of 
moss and flowers were strewn moss- 
covered boulders surrounding a level 
spot, at the foot of which three slender, 
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white-stemmed birches leaned to- 
gether over a little spring. 

Bobby was attended by Terence, his 
own gillie, a cock-eyed Irishman of 
infinite good-fellowship, who carried 
his salmon tackle. The boy’s ingenu- 
ous and merry young face was clouded 
by the bitterness of ill-luck. 

“Hang it all, Terence!’ he said, for 
perhaps the twentieth time during 
their walk, “I can’t think how I let 
that big fellow get away.” 

“Sure, if he’d known you as well as 
I do, Masther Bobby,” said the gillie, 


with prompt flattery, “‘he’d have 
sthayed along with ye.” 
“Shut up with your blarney!” 


Bobby answered, half-smiling. “In 
my opinion, the Ballyrig fishery’s not 
half what it’s cracked up to be, and I 
wish my governor had taken another 
river. The hanged part of it is hav- 
ing to leave Sargent down there hard at 
it. ’Twould be just like him to land a 
forty-pounder before he strikes work. 
Of course, Sylvia would be pleased. 
Girls always side with the lucky one. 
But Sargent won’t have long, for it’s 
nearly grub time, and this must be the 
place where we’re to meet.” 

“’Deed, an’ it is, Masther Bobby. 
Many’s the time I’ve seen the quality 
sit here, atin’ and drinkin’ their fills, 
after a hard day’s fish. Faith, ’tis a 
lovely spot for a picnic, an’ I’m wishin’ 
your honor good appetite, an’ a taste 
of somethin’ consolin’, to make ye for- 
get the foolishness o’ thim salmon.”’ 

“You can go now, Terence. Take 
my traps back to the house; and, mind, 
when you get to thé servants’ hall, no 
blabbing about my poor sport to-day.”’ 

“*Deed, thin, I won't, sir,”’ pro- 
tested Terence. ‘“‘I’d nomore be tellin’ 
it on ye than the fishes thimselves 
would.” 

- “T don’t trust you,” answered the 
lad, smiling, and taking a piece of silver 
from his pocket. ‘“D’ye think this 


, 


would make it worth your while to hold 
your tongue?”’ 

“For the matther o’ that, aday, sir,”’ 
exclaimed Terence, with a cordial grin, 
“I'd go into risidence in an asylum for 
the dumb.” 








HUSBAND 3 


_ Bobby was in the act of lighting a 
cigarette. 

“Hullo! Wait a minute. What's 
that coming down the path from the 
castle, Terence?” he said, curiously. 

“Sure, sir,”’ the gillie answered, gaz- 
ing up a tunnel of green boughs, ‘there 
do be somethin’ comin’. Whether ’tis 
a lady or a gentleman, I can’t rightly 
say; but ‘twill be one or the other, I'll 
go bail.” 

“Aunty, by Jove!” cried Bobby, 
slapping his leg, ecstatically. ‘“ Aunty 
Loo, just from America. It’s a lady, 
Terence, my governor’s maiden sister, 
who quarreled with him at my christen- 
ing, and flew away on a broomstick to 
the States. She’s strong-minded, is 
Aunt Lucretia, and never yet was there 
a fad that passed her by. Wonder if I 
might count on her for a fiver, in the 
joy of reunion with her only nephew?” 

‘Sure, an’ it’s a butheful foine figgur 
of a man her ladyship is, entoirely,”’ 
said Terence, straining his neck for- 
ward, lost in admiration and wonder. 

A stout lady, dressed in mannish 
tweeds, wearing an alpine hat and spec- 
tacles, bore down upon him with such 
a rapid stride, that a collision ensued 
between the two. She fixed her gaze 
upon the offending gillie, making him 
shrivel visibly, and, in a voice of thun- 
der, cried out: 

“Man!” 

“Confound you, Terence, get out 
with you!” said Bobby. And Terence 
flew. 

“T hope my gillie hasn’t hurt you, 
ma’am—bumping into you like that,” 
he added. 

“Only trampled my feet outrage- 
ously,”’ was the indignant answer. 

“Oh, but you know it wouldn’t have 
happened if they’d been large enough 
to see.” 

Miss Lucretia fixed on him a pene- 
trating gaze, but his sweet expression 
remained unwavering. 

““Humph!”’ said she, finally, a com- 
ment into which the good lady was wont 
to put a startling variety of emphasis. 

‘““Come to the picnic? Nice morn- 
ing, isn’t it?’”’ Bobby hurried on, rather 
nervously. 



























“And pray, sir, who are you?”’ asked 
she, cutting him short, without com- 
punction. 

“TI don’t know for certain, but I 
rather think I’m your nephew, Aunty 
Loo; incidentally, your brother Wil- 
liam’s only child; in brief, Robert 
Charles Ernest Alured Hillyard, com- 
monly known as Bobby.” 

“You, Bobby?” she said, severely. 
“Why, it’s impossible! When I last 
saw you, they were quieting you with a 
bottle.” 

“They can do so still, aunty, every 
time.”’ 

“Come to think of it, I’ve brought 
you a little horse,” said aunty, with 
the ghost of a twinkle in her eyes. 

““Make it a pony, Aunty Loo, and 
you'll put an indigent relative under 
a debt of everlasting gratitude.” 

“What do you mean, boy? It can’t 
be that William, rich as he is, refuses 
to provide for his only son! No, sir, 
I’ve heard of you—throw away that 
filthy cigarette!”’ 

“I beg your pardon,” 
obeying meekly. 

“A good cigar, now, I can stand. 
But a nasty cigarette—I’'ll lend you 
my monograph on that subject—pah! 
Now, Mr. Robert Charles Ernest 
Alured Hillyard, commonly known as 
Bobby, if you can look me squarely in 
the face, and tell me you're not an idle, 
extravagant fellow, who richly deserves 
being kept on a small allowance—as to 
whom there are grave doubts whether 
he’ll manage to pull through the uni- 
versity—why, hold out your hand, and 
I'll give you that fiver—yes, and five 
times that fiver, on the spot.” 

Bobby looked the old lady full in the 
eyes. Hers had in them a combination 
of expressions of which it was hard for 
him to distinguish the one predomi- 
nant. 

“TI wish I could, Aunty Loo,” he 
said, simply, putting his hands behind 
him. 

“Bobby Hillyard, I'll not tip you, 
but [’ll—I’ll shake hands with you!” 
exclaimed the Amazon. 

“All right, aunty,” said he, sub- 
mitting to a mighty shake; “I thought 


Bobby said, 
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you ought to know. I’ve spent a pot 
of money at college, and my governor 
is no end riled about my prospects of, 
as you say, skinning through——”’ 

“*Riled’!—as I say. ‘Skinning 
through’! Robert, where did you 
get such common expressions?”’ 

“Americanisms, aunty. Thought 
they'd make you feel at home. 
Learned ’em from Capper, a boss Yan- 
kee in college with me. I was half- 
back on his team.”’ 

“‘ Half-back! Poor fellow! I 
thought you seemed anatomically cor- 
rect,”’ said the lady, proceeding to walk 
around him, in_ critical survey. 
“Nonsense, child! you’re as straight 
as straight can be. Come, now, I'll 
take you in hand! I'll begin by giv- 
ing you my leaflet on the adaptation 
to modern life of the Pythagorean 
creed.”’ 


““Pytho—anything to do _ with 
snakes?”’ asked he, politely. 
“Is it possible, young man, you 


have never read my monograph on 
‘The Perfectly Rounded Life’?”’ 

‘““Where you said every one should 
wear Jaeger from top to toe?” he an- 
swered, brightening. 

““Nonsense! That was ages ago. I 
now go in for aérated linen mesh,” 
said Aunt Loo, with perfect gravity. 
““No, my dear lad; my work aims for 
the reform through simplification, as 
Tolstoy calls it, of the customs, the 
clothes, the belongings, of the so-called 
upper classes of society.’ 

‘I say, what a jolly field you'll find 
us at Ballyrig!” 

“That is exactly what I supposed,”’ 
she answered, drily; ‘‘and, as you seem 
to possess some lucid intervals of intel- 
ligence, I’ll thank you to explain to 
me, to begin with, the way things 
stand in my brother William’s estab- 
lishment. Ever since he married, 
three years ago, I have been making 
up my mind to run over, and have a 
look into William’s affairs. Crossed at 
a day’s notice, found him absent from 
London; followed him to Ireland; no- 
body here knows where he is; his serv- 
ants treat me like an escaped luna- 
tic; his wife lies abed at midday, and 














SYLVIA’S 


sends me a message by a flyaway, pert 
maid, to meet her for luncheon in the 
glen at two.” 

“Awfully sorry, Aunt Loo,” said 
Robert, penitentially, ‘‘ but, you know, 
my governor’s most always doing 
somethin’ mysterious at the bank. 
And, as to Natalie , 

‘“‘Natalie! The vain, extravagant 
girl, young enough to be his daughter! 
The flyaway, fine lady, from what | 
gather the worst example of her de- 
generate class! Does she never get 
up to breakfast?”’ 

“Well, aunty, if that’s 
know when you've been 
bridge all night xs 

“‘T playing bridge all night?’’ inter- 
rupted she, irately. ‘‘ Bobby Hillyard, 
you curdle my blood with the sugges- 
tion!” 

‘“‘That’s your loss, Aunty Loo. Come, 
now, if you want missionary work at 
Ballyrig, take my advice, and don’t 
bother about Natalie. Go in for Syl- 
via.” 

“Sylvia—who’s Sylvia?” 

“Sylvia! Why, aunty, where have 
you been that you haven’t heard of 
my governor’s ward, Sylvia Ridgeway? 
—bar one, the loveliest, sweetest girl 
alive!”’ 

“Not Clive Ridgeway’s daughter?” 

“Yes. He was an artist chap, an 
old friend of my father’s. Died 
abroad, leaving Sylvia to be brought 
up in a French convent till she was 
nineteen. Then, my governor was to 
say what she should do, and so he 
went over there, last year, saw Sylvia, 
knocked under to her, like everybody 
else, except Natalie and her pals, and, 
by Jove! ended by bringing the poor 
dear over to live with us.” 

“Clive Ridgeway,’ repeated Miss 
Hillyard, softly, as if she hardly heard 
him speaking. 

“Ever know the gentleman?” in- 
quired Bobby, politely. 

To his surprise, the old lady’s face 
was puckered with an expression as if 
combining an inclination to sneeze 
with the pathos of a tender memory. 
She made two strides over to a fern- 
fringed boulder, and sat down upon it 
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—solidly, it must be owned—then 
wiped her spectacles. 

“Yes, Robert, I knew him,’’ she 
said, in a voice of surprising gentle- 
ness, ‘long, long ago, before he fell in 
love with a penniless girl who had no 
theories. Clive Ridgeway was, take 
him by and large, the best expression 
I ever saw Nature make of a perfect 
gentleman. He married. His wife 
was always ill. They wandered about 
Europe, he painting pictures nobody 
ever bought. I heard there was a 
child who survived her parents, but 
I did not know its name. Sylvia!— 
after his mother. Robert Hillyard, 
don’t tell me that girl’s like the rest 
of the people here?”’ 

“You'll see! If you do get any in- 
fluence over her, aunty, tell her not to 
fish any more with Sargent.”’ 

“Sargent?’’ queried Miss 
gruffly. 

“The Sir Hugh Sargent, Natalie's 
own particular; and Natalie thinks 
all the time Sylvia’s with Kit Vail.”’ 

‘“Natalie’s own particular what?”’ 
asked Miss Loo, in simply awful 
tones. 

‘‘ All Natalie’s set have them,”’ said 
Bobby, struggling, “‘the kind she’d 
tear another girl’s eyes out if she tried 
to get him away. And the worst 
of it is, Sylvia’s too green to see 
through this business of Natalie’s, and 
now Sargent’s taken a regular shine 
to Sylvia, and they fish together every 
day, and Natalie doesn’t fish, and, if 
Natalie finds out what’s going on, 
Sylvia will go higher than a kite. 
Understand?”’ 

‘“‘T understand,”’ said Miss Loo. 

“If Sylvia would only fancy Kit 
Vail, who’s dead stuck on her—but 
she won’t, and, oh—Lord! there’s noth- 
ing so obstinate as a woman, Aunty 
Loo.” 

“Christopher Vail! He would be 
Anthony Vail’s son—a cousin of Clive 
Ridgeway’s, and so of Sylvia’s.”’ 

“Yes; near enough to bully, but 
not near enough to kiss,’’ smiled 
Bobby. ‘“‘He’s a good fellow and a 
safe fellow, Vail is, and Natalie keeps 
on letting Sylvia fish with us, because 


Loo, 
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she hopes Vail will take Sylvia off her 
hands. Beg pardon, ma’am, am I 
making myself clear?”’ 

“Too clear,’ answered Aunty Loo, 
groaning. 

‘“Then you will take Sylvia up?” 

“How, ‘take her up’?”’ 

“Be a sort of a kind of a mother to 
her, won’t you, aunty?” 

Again Aunty Loo wiped her spec- 
tacles. ‘“‘ You’re not half a bad fellow, 
Robert. You spoke just now of your 
need of a small sum.” She took out a 
pocket-book, and produced two agree- 
ably crackling snowy notes, which she 
placed in his hand. ‘“Oblige me by 
accepting twenty pounds.” 

“I say, aunty, you are a brick, you 
know,” exclaimed the beneficiary, 
gratefully; ‘“‘and I can’t rest till you 
see Sylvia. She’s the only person in 
our house that’s really your size.” 

“Really my size?” 

“IT don’t mean in—in circumfer- 
ence,”’ he said, abashed. 

“Why don’t you say what you do 
mean?’’shesnapped. “‘ Robert, is Syl- 
via the only other lady in your house- 
party?” 

“Bless you, no!” he exclaimed, 
growing radiant. “If 1 didn’t men- 
tion Maudie Fortescue, it’s because you 
have to see her to realize her. If the 
governor would ever give me a chance 
at independence, she wouldn’t be 
Maudie Fortescue much longer, I tell 
you! And, of course, there’s Maudie’s 
mother—Natalie’s great pal—a very 
distinguished lady.” 

“What’s she distinguished for?” 
asked Miss Lucretia, drily. 

“Writing! Why, Aunty Loo, she’s 
‘Dot’ in the Weekly Free Lance, ‘ Por- 
tia’ in Trilby’s column of Legal Ad- 
vice to Women, the ‘Fair Financier’ 
in the money article of Fashion’s Guide, 
assistant editress of Pussy’s Magazine, 
and ‘Madge’ in The Haberdasher’s 
Monthly.” 

““Goodness gracious me!”’ exclaimed 
his hearer, helplessly. ‘‘And where’s 
Mr. Fortescue?”’ 

“Divorced,” said Bobby. 
Loo, here comes Sylvia. 
Sylvia. 


“ Aunty 
You'll see 
Why, by Jove, she’s all alone! 
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Vail and Sargent must be having luck, 
confound ’em!”’ 

With more emotion than she cared 
to show, old Miss Hillyard looked in 
the direction indicated by her nephew. 
She saw coming up the steep rise of the 
path, with a swift, firm tread, a tall 
young creature with something of the 
Springtime freshness, of the wood’s ver- 
nal beauty, in her face and form. Sylvia 
wore a short skirt of tan frieze, with 
russet leggings, and a hat garlanded 
with salmon flies, and in her belt was a 
bunch of purple heather. At sight of 
the grotesque old figure keeping Bobby 
company, a flash of divination came 
into her eyes, and she quickened her 
pace toward them. 

“You—you are Aunty Loo!’ she 
cried. ‘Please, may I kiss you?”’ 

It was as if a rose-leaf had fallen 
upon a wall. 

Aunty Loo received the caress with 
a gasp. 

“Why, such a thing hasn’t hap- 
pened to me in forty years,” she said. 

“Oh, but I’ve heard ever so much 
of you!” cried Sylvia, joyously, “and 
you’d never guess from whom—from 
my dear, dear father, who always said 
you were the truest woman with the 
biggest heart he knew.”’ 

“Good Lord!’’ exclaimed Aunty Loo, 
rising. 

“I haven’t offended you?” asked 
Sylvia. 

“ No.”’ 

“‘Aren’t you feeling well?” 

“I’m always well. I'll just go take 
a little turn.” 

“Let us go with you, aunty,’ 
Bobby. 

“Not a bit of it, boy. 
used to being alone.” 

“At least, you'll come back for 
luncheon?” 

“I take mine in my bedroom, in tab- 
loid form,” said Miss Hillyard. 

“But just for to-day, you'll stop 
with us?’’ coaxed Sylvia. 

“Of course she will,’’ affirmed Bobby. 

“Well, then, just for to-day,” an- 
swered the subdued Amazon, looking 
from one bright young face to the 
other. “But let me alone for a bit, 


said 


I prefer——I’m 
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will you, and I'll find my way back all 
right. —Sylvia!”’ 

‘Yes, Aunty Loo.’ 

“They say you are like your father, 
don’t they, child? There, now, don't 
answer me. I can’t abide being an- 
swered back by young people. Take 
care of her, Bobby, till 1 come again. 
Do what Bobby tells you, Sylvia!” 

The large lady vanished in the green 
wood, and Bobby whistled. 

“IT say, Sylvia, that’s a gay old mas- 
todon. But see here, dear, I’ve a 
word to say to you, alone.”’ 

Sylvia seated herself upon a stone, 
and took off her hat. 

“Then speak up, Bobby, like the 
pretty boy youare. ‘And I'll do what 
Bobby tells me,’ I suppose.”’ 

Bobby hemmed and hawed, blush- 
ing the while. 

“You know I’m something like a 
brother to you, dear. Please don’t 
mind if I ask you whether you're go- 
ing to take Kit Vail.” 

“Take Kit Vail! Not on your life, 
I’m not, Bobby. You taught me that, 
and I’m much obliged to you.” 

“But why, Sylvia?’ 

““Oh, because.”’ 

“Because what?”’ 

“Bobby, you’reanuisance. Dearold 
Kit! He’s real, he’s loyal, there’s no- 
body in all the world I'd sooner go to 
with my troubles, but 

Her silence was eloquent. 

“That’s the end of Vail, then. Now, 
Sylvia, don’t be vexed with me——”’ 

“T shall be, Bobby, furiously, if you 
say the silly things you began to hint 
at yesterday. In the first place, there’s 
not the slightest risk of such a thing!’’ 

“Sylvia!” 

“He hasn’t the ghost of an idea of 
wanting me.” 

‘““Who’s been with you this livelong 
day? Who gave you the best pools 
to cast in? Think of that, will you? 
The best pool to a girl! Oh, Lord!” 

“Bobby, you’re rude; and, besides, 
you shouldn’t spy.” 

Bobby shared her stone, and put on 
his most persuasive air. 

“Sylvia, dear,”” he said, leaning to- 
ward her, “I’m a man, you know, 





and fellows know better than girls 
about some kinds o’ things. Take my 
advice—don’t go in for Sargent. It 
isn’t safe.”’ 

“Bobby,” answered Sylvia, delib- 
erately, ‘I’m a girl, you know, and 
girls know better than fellows about 
some kinds o’ things. Take my ad- 
vice—don’t go in for Maud Fortescue. 
It isn’t safe.”’ 

“Who said—?’’ began Bobby, 
guiltily. “‘And, anyhow, I'd like to 
know what fault’ you can find with 
Maudie.” 

“For one thing, she’s years and 
years older than you are, ” said Sylvia, 
smoothly. 

‘That statement is beneath my dig- 
nity,’’ said Robert, rising and walking 
off with his hands in the pockets of his 
Norfolk jacket. 

“They call her ‘The Baby Snatch- 
er’,’’ went on Sylvia, provokingly. 

Bobby started, fiercely. ‘‘ Whoever, 
in my presence, applies such an 
epithet to that noble woman, does 
so at his peril!”’ 

The crisis was interrupted by Ter- 
ence, running up the river path, waving 
his torn hat with rapture. 

‘““Masther Bobby, dear! such news! 
an’ you, miss, that lift him a bit too 
soon, I’m thinkin’! It’s Sir Hugh 
that’s just afther landin’ the big, big 
salmon that ran Masther Bobby down 
the river. A forty-pounder, I'll go 
bail. Wirra, ma sthrue, but it’s the 
beautiful play he gave the divil before 
he landed him! Sir Hugh bid me say 
he’d join you directly, miss. Listen to 
that, now, an’ ye'll hear the b’ys 
cheerin’ him below!”’ 

Sylvia started joyfully to her feet, 
her cheeks glowing, and listened to the 
sweet music of distant cheering for the 
victor. 

Bobby, on the contrary, was divided 
between excitement over the news, and 
a burst of native dignity. ‘‘ Now, why 
in the world should anybody suppose 
I’m interested in Sargent’s luck?” 

‘Because you honestly are, Bobby,” 
the girl answered, patting him on the 
back. ‘‘Put pride in your pocket, go 
with Terence to see the monster, that 
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should have been your prey—then, 
bring Vail and Sir Hugh to luncheon 
here, and, by the time you get back, 
you and I will have forgotten that we 
ever disagreed.”’ 

“But, all the same, you'll remember 
what I told you about Sargent?” 

“Exactly, as long as you remember 
what I told you about Maudie,” she 
cried, archly, pushing him off after 
Terence. 

Then, the smile became overclouded 
on her April face, and her step lagged, 
as she turned back into the solitude of 
the little glen. 

“Safe? Why isn’t it safe?’’ she 
thought, sighing. ‘‘How horrid of 
Bobby, just when I was thinking the 
world had never looked so beautiful!” 

‘Ah! there you are, Miss Ridgeway,” 
said a voice behind her. Turning, 
with a face again radiant, she saw Sar- 
gent revealing himself in active strides 
over the steep side of the cliff. 

He was covered with twigs and 
moss, and had evidently pushed his 
way through tough undergrowth to 
reach her. 

“What possessed you to come up 
there?”’ she cried. 

“The shortest way to reach you, 
wasn’t it? Most unfair of you, I call 
it, to run away from a comrade, just at 
the critical moment when he couldn't 
look around.” 

“It seems my departure brought you 
luck,’’ she said, shyly, as he came to- 
ward her with decidedly a possessive 
air. 

“Luck! What was luck if 
wood-nymph did not share it?”’ 

““Accept my congratulations, never- 
theless,’’ she said, drawing back a little 
from the fervor of his tones. 

‘“‘T beg your pardon, Miss Ridgeway. 
I forget that the idyll’s over. Jove! 
‘twas worth living while it lasted, 
though.” 

“Presently, when they all come out 
to luncheon, you'll forget the idyll. 
And that reminds me, the man ought 
to be here with the hampers. I prom- 
ised the housekeeper to see that they lay 
the cloth properly. Don’t you think 
this would be the best place for it?” 


my 





She left him, going over to clear the 
fallen leaves away from a wide, mossy 
level upon the knoll. 

““What’s come to you in this little 
time since you left me?” he said, 
throwing himself on the ground beside 
the spring, and watching her, discon- 
tentedly. ‘“‘I’ll swear, I don’t under- 
stand it. All this morning, you've 
been a genius of the woods; now, you 


look like a pretty Puritan. Come, 
out with it, Miss Ridgeway! Some- 
body’s been poisoning your mind 


against me. As a general thing, I 
don’t care a—well, a fish-hook—what 
any one says of me. But, to-day, I’m 
anxious as a schoolboy working for a 
prize. Come, whom have you met? 
What have they told you? If there 
are any good and sufficient reasons 
why you’re to chill on me, for heaven’s 
sake let’s hear them, and be done 
with it.” 

‘““How strange you are!” she said, 
looking at him, guilelessly. ‘“‘I don’t 
think I ever saw you quite like this, 
before.” 

He had pulled himself up on one 
elbow, and was flushing darkly. While 
her gaze rested upon him, he seemed to 
pass under a spell of self-control. She 
said no more, and presently he turned, 
with a laugh, toward the little spring. 

‘What a savage I am! And what 
a jolly little spring! Please, lady, 
won't you give a cup of water to a 
tired fisherman?” 

“Certainly; only, there’s no cup. 
Will this do?’’ And she hastily 
pinned together two large-sized 
leaves, filled them, and offered them, 
dripping, to his lips. 

“Nearer, please. Don’t be so stin- 
gy,” he said, seizing her wrist to bring 
the sylvan goblet within reach. Alas! 
the cup parted, the water glided earth- 
ward, and he was left kissing her hand 
with fervor. 

“Don’t, don’t! Sir Hugh!”’ cried the 
girl, breaking away from him, and 
going over to entrench herself against 
a tree bole opposite. 

“T never intended anything less in 
all my life,” he said, rising to follow her. 
“Sylvia, you believe me, don’t you?” 
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“Yes; if you say so. But promise 
you'll never do so any more.”’ 

“Why? that’s the question. Why 
mayn’t 1? Who is to say us nay?” 

Then, a sudden frost came over him. 
He checked himself abruptly, and, with 
a short, brusque laugh, retreated well 
within the safety line of distance. 

““Sylvia—Miss Ridgeway,”’ he said, 
presently, ‘‘do you chance to remember 
how we first met?” 

“I? Oh, how could I forget it?’ 
she answered, innocently. “I have 
too little in my life.” 

“It was a foggy afternoon of belated 
Spring in town. You had not long 
come to live in Pont street. I knew 
only vaguely of your existence. I had 
dropped in to call on Mrs. Hillyard— 
she had not returned from her drive. 
You gave me tea.” 

“Very bad tea—French tea, con- 
vent tea. But I know better now.” 

“The room was filled with violets 
and narcissuses r 

“Yes; you sent them to Natalie; 
don’t you remember?”’ 

“Did I? I had forgotten. At any 
rate, they have ever since suggested 
you to me. At first, you were badly 
bored by my visit, and wanted to go 
on with your book.” 

“Because I saw—any girl could 
have seen—you were only condescend- 
ing—making talk until Natalie should 
come in.” 

‘“‘T was properly punished, when you 
began by amusing, then piqued, then 
interested, me thoroughly. And the 
interest has never failed or palled.”’ 

““Then Natalie came in!”’ she cried, 
gaily, “and, in two minutes, put me in 
my proper place. She made me feel 
the presumption of a callow school- 
girl trying to entertain a man of your 
place in the world. I went out, feel- 
ing absolutely squashed—like a house- 
maid who’s been had up for a lecture. 
After that, there was an awful gap, 
when I never laid eyes on you till the 
day in the Park. You rode up to the 
rail, and spoke to me when I was out 
walking with Natalie’s maid and the 
two dogs.” 

“Next, came our daringly surrepti- 
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tious visit to the Wallace collection, 
where you forgot all about me in your 
zeal for pots and pans and other an- 
tiquities.”’ 

“*T did think you rather old, at first. 
But I’ve long since got over that. How 
frightened 1 was lest Natalie should 
find out we’d been to that gallery, and 
scold me for letting you take such trou- 
ble to entertain a mere nobody in her 
husband’s house.”’ 

“Then, Ranelagh,’’ said Sargent. 

“When you hardly spoke to me,” 
said Sylvia. 

“T couldn’t,” Sargent said. 

“The next great occasion was the 
dinner at the Hillyards’—a never-to- 
be-forgotten chance.”’ 

“When somebody failed, and Nata- 
lie sent up-stairs for me in a hurry, and 
brought me down in that shabby old 
muslin. Her maid had just time to pin 
some rosesin. I was paired off with a 
grim old professor who thought of noth- 
ing but his food—and you—you Fs 

“TI, by an accident of my own con- 
triving, sat on your other side,’”’ he 
added, after a pause. “Jove! that 
dinner in that house was like coming 
from a hot walk to sit by this little 
spring.” 

They had unconsciously drawn near- 
er together. 

“Then,’’ Sylvia said, heaving a heart- 
felt sigh, “‘I actually never laid eyes 
on you again till we came here.” 

Sargent smiled at her naiveté. 

“What Ireland has been to both of 
us! These long, delicious days on the 
river and the moors! Sylvia, before 
I met you, I hardly knew what a real 
girl is like.”’ 

““We are out now, I believe,’’ she 
said, archly. ‘“‘But, maybe, we'll be 
coming in again.” 

“The contrast between your sort and 
these maidens who know all things— 
the faded, bridge-mad matrons, the 
daring divorcées, the wives who excel 
in the fine art of skating over the thin 
ice of propriety and just not breaking 
through—is simply incredible. Ah, 
little Sylvia, why didn’t I meet you 
before I’d been a spendthrift of my 
better self? You say you see a differ- 
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ence in me. Shall I tell you what it 
is? The difference between a man 
with closed eyes letting himself be 
borne along by a treacherous current, 
and the same man wide-awake, clear- 
brained, strong of will and of purpose, 
steering himself through an open, toss- 
ing sea.”’ 

“As you are now, as you must al- 
ways be!”’ she said, exultingly. 

‘““As you have made me,” he added. 

“Oh, I’m so glad, so proud!” she 
exclaimed, with engaging fervor. 

“Then, you won’t mistrust me— 
ever?”’ 

“Why should I?” she asked; “‘es- 
pecially when believing in you means 
so much to me.”’ 

“Ah, Sylvia, you do care, then?’”’ he 
began, and then stopped, as if a door 
had closed between them. 

He walked away and returned to 
where she sat, motionless, wondering, 
thrilling. © 

“There! I’m myself again. The 
Midsummer madness has passed out of 
my veins. I'll stroll away a bit and 
come back to you when the others are 
around you. But to show me I’ve 
not offended you, would you mind 
shaking hands with me?” 

Sylvia placed her hand in his so 
frankly, yet with such a great lady’s 
grace, that he took her finger-tips, 
feeling as if some passing royalty had 
bent his way in favor. 

And, while they were so engaged, 
neither observed the approach of a 
looker-on, who stood for a moment, 
glowering, rather than gazing, through 
a thicket of young leaves. 

“And now I really must keep my 
promise to Natalie, and pick out a 
good place to spread our feast,’’ said 
Sylvia. 

“Shall I help you? If not, I’ve a 
fancy to go down yonder to the water- 
side, and see if the gillies and Bobby 
have done the proper thing by my big 
fish.”’ 

He spoke lightly, conventionally, 
and, moving off, lifted his cap as to an 
acquaintance of every day. But Syl- 
via stood thrilling, a breathing statue 
of happiness. One moment she would 


give to this and 
then 

A voice, a crash of some one coming 
through the boughs! To her surprise 
and alarm, she saw that it was her 
guardian, Mr. Hillyard, whom nobody 
supposed to be within gunshot of the 
gay household at Ballyrig. 

“Why, Uncle Will, how good that 
you’ve come back!” she cried, running 
to meet him, and throwing her arms 
around his neck, impulsively. ‘“‘ But 
you're ill, dear. You’ve—bad news?” 
she added, seeing the worn look of his 
face, the haggard gleam in his habitu- 
ally somber eyes. 

“It’s nothing, child. You are really 
glad to see me, Sylvia—or is this put 
on, the way you women do so easily? 
I'd like to believe you.” 

“Whom should I be glad to see, if 
not you, who have given me every- 
thing?” she said, tenderly. 

“Sylvia, I do believe you. See here, 
my dear, you wouldn’t tell me a lie, 
would you, even if you thought it 
would save me a great sorrow?” he 
said, looking her in the eyes. 

“Thope not, dear. But you frighten 
me. Tell me about yourself.” 

“No matter about me. I’ve a ques- 
tion to put to you—a plain, rough 
question, from a plain, rough man. 
It’s about the fellow whom I saw 
standing here holding your hand a mo- 
ment since.” 

“Sir Hugh Sargent?” said Sylvia, 
facing him, fearlessly. 

“I’m not one to beat about the 
bush. I’ve reasons, and good ones, 
for going straight to my point. Is it 
as your lover he has come under my 
roof, or as my wife’s?”’ 

Sylvia felt that somewhere the Sum- 
mer sky had parted as with a lightning 
flash. 

“Your wife’s?”’ 
chanically. 

“‘ Answer!” he said, imperiously. 

‘“‘How can I, when the idea comes to 
me for the first time now?’’ she stam- 
mered. 

Hillyard drew a freer breath. 

“Perhaps I’m hasty. God knows 
I’m a brute in manners. I ought to 


delicious dream, 








she repeated, me- 
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have prepared you better. But I 
couldn’t suppose you could live in the 
house so long with Natalie, and not 
know her little ways.”’ 

Sylvia held her head up. “At least, 
her husband should not be the one to 
teach them to me.”’ 

“Oh, 1 know, I know! The hus- 
band, in these cases, should do nothing 
but eat his heart out while trying to be 
a gentleman according to their code. 
I’m not a gentleman, perhaps. Sylvia, 
don’t look so! If Sargent is not here 
for Natalie, it must be you. A man 
doesn’t look at a girl like he did at you, 
just now, without some reason for it. 
Tell me he loves you, Sylvia. Tell me, 
and you may save Fe 

“Not even you, Uncle Will, shall 
drive me to the wall like this,” she 
cried. ‘It is cruel, cruel if 

‘‘Oh, these women—as obstinate as 
they are treacherous!’’ the man said, 
with growing wrath. “Curse him! I 
believe the cad’s been playing a double 
game, and is even a lower blackguard 
than I thought.” 

The blood ran up into Sylvia’s 
cheeks; fire flashed from her eyes. 

“Don’t dare! don’t dare!’’ she ex- 
claimed. “If you were ten times what 
you are to me, I’d throw those base 
words back into your face!’ 

“Clive Ridgeway over again,”’ said 
he, in a bewildered tone. “Sylvia, he 
fought me once, and justly. 1 haven’t 
forgotten that licking. Dear old Clive! 
Child, you’re a perfect spitfire, but I be- 
lieve you told the truth.” 

“I mean to be a spitfire whenever 
you're so wickedly unjust.” 

‘““Maybe I am—maybe I am,” Hill- 
yard went on, sinking upon a stone, 
and passing his hand over his brow. 
“But wait till you know the provo- 
cation. Sylvia, you haven't lived with 
us six months, not to see that my 
home’s a wreck from the woman I’ve 
put into it.” 

“Please, please, Uncle Will——”’ 

“Oh, I’m going to be brief. In this 
age, nobody listens to explanations. 
I'll get it all into as few words as need 
be. I’ve borne what she’s put upon 
I see myself as she thinks me.”’ 
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“Uncle Will i 

“There, I’m coming to the point. 
Over a week ago, I told her that I would 
be detained in town a fortnight. But I 
came back at once, and have been 
stopping in the neighborhood. Sylvia, 
don't look at me like that. I tell you, 
I had to know!” 

“Oh, uncle, must I hear?”’ she cried, 
shrinking and growing pale. 

“T’m afraid you must,” Hillyard an- 
swered, with, however, a visible effort 
at self-control. ‘‘And I should also 
tell you that I have given her every 
chance—that I warned her to take care 
how she dragged my honor in the mire.” 

“Uncle Will,” the girl said, shaking, 
for a look had come into his eyes that 
frightened her, ‘““won’t you do me a 
little favor? Come with me to look up 
your sister, who has come to visit you. 
Aunt Loo will be so glad! She loves 
you; she will know what to do.” 

“All in good time, my dear. I'll see 
Lucretia later. Just now, I’ve got to 
get you to read this.” And, taking a 
crumpled paper from his pocket, he 
placed it in hertrembling hand. “ Read, 
will you? Let me hear how it sounds.” 

“It is Natalie’s handwriting,” whis- 
pered Sylvia. 

“Of courseit is. And, what is more, 
it was taken from Sargent’s coat- 
pocket,’’ he said, smiling in ghastly 
fashion. 

Sylvia started, electrically. ‘“* And 
you ask me to read it?’ she cried, 
scornfully. ‘‘Oh, never, uncle, in the 
world!” 

She thrust the paper into his hand, 
and started to leave him. 

““Not so fast, young lady!” cried 
Hillyard, grasping her arm. ‘ What! 
not even curious, when it’s addressed 
to the fellow who, a moment since, 
played the gallant to you? As you 
like! A husband, in my circumstances, 


can’t afford to be sochoice. I'll read 
it to you.” 

Sylvia struggled. 

““No, no! I refuse to hear! It is 


probably just some trifle about our 
picnic.” 

Hillyard snarled, savagely. 
Listen! 


“You think so? 
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“*Be in the Hunter’s Glen after the 
others have scattered for the afternoon. I 
must see you. Youcannot refuse me. In 
memoriam. Always, 

“** NATALIE.’ 

“Call that a picnic, eh?”’ 

While he was gloating over the paper 
from which he read aloud, he did not 
observe that Sylvia had turned her 
back to him, and was stopping her ears 
with two determined hands. 

‘““No use, uncle,’’ she called out, de- 
fiantly; ‘‘I haven’t heard a single, soli- 
tary word.”’ 

Hillyard seized her arms roughly, 
and pulled them down, whirling her 
about, as if to strike her. Sylvia did 
not flinch as she faced him; but, when 
his hand dropped without touching 
her, she burst into bitter tears. 

‘“There—there, child! Don’t mind 
me,’’ said he, returning to his senses, 
and trying to make amends. “I’m 
not patient, at any time, and I’ve had 
a lot of things to make me distrustful 
of even my best friend. I—I hardly 
knew what I was about. Don’t you 
fear me! It wasn’t you who put me 
beyond myself! If I came here to 
harm any one, it was certainly not you 
—Sylvia—poor little Sylvia!’’ 

“Uncle, if you love me, come away; 
not back to the house, though, for we 
shall certainly meet the rest of them 
coming out.”’ 

‘‘Asses and fools, all of 
wife’s friends!’’ he grumbled. 

‘““Come, please, before they get here. 
Think of the scandal of an outburst 
before those gossiping people, who, 
whatever your grievance, will spread it 
far and wide.” 

“Let them! 
know.” 

“Before your own son!—your serv- 
ants! No, no, uncle; you’re not your- 
self, or you’d not dream of doing it!”’ 

Her tender fervor overcame him. 
He allowed himself to be led into the 
path; then he suddenly stood still, and 
handled a blackthorn stick with omi- 
nous zeal and relish. 

‘““No, my dear,” he said, with a cun- 
ning look. ‘“‘Sorry to disappoint you, 
but you’re a woman. You fancy Sar- 
gent, and I’m afraid it’s a put-up job. 





‘em! my 


The world is bound to 
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Sargent’s been playing a dangerous 
game, and I’m going to stop it. I'll 
settle with Natalie, afterward. Take 
my advice, run back to the house, play 
the piano, dress your dolls—do any- 
thing; only—damn it, don’t you inter- 
fere with me!”’ 

Sylvia clasped her hands, desper- 
ately. A moment, and it might be too 
late to ward off the catastrophe. Then, 
luck came to her aid, in the merry, 
boyish voice of Bobby, hailing her 
from beneath the cliff. 

“Hullo, Syl-v-i-a-a!”’ 

Sylvia ran joyfully to the ledge, and 
looked over. 

“Hullo, Bobby! What’s up?” 

“Biggest sort of business! I’ve 
killed a beauty! Tips the scale at 
thirty-one. We're bringing mine and 
Sargent’s up to show you!”’ 

“That’s right! Hurry!” 

With his boy’s voice sounding in his 
ear, Hillyard pulled himself together 
to face the consequences to Bobby of 
his proposed assertion of his rights as a 
husband. There was no need to make 
a by-word and a laughing-stock of his 
only son. 

Hillyard stood, for a moment, uncer- 
tain; then, before Sylvia could rejoin 
him, he hastened away in the direction 
taken by Miss Lucretia. 

“Victory'!—but at what a cost!’ 
said poor Sylvia, for the first time al- 
lowing her personal interest in the af- 
fair to come uppermost. 

A triumphant procession now wound 
up the hill-path. It consisted of the 
gillies, bearing two monster salmon; 
was headed by Bobby and Sargent, 
wearing wreaths of heather around 
their caps, and brought up by Vail, 
undecorated, but philosophically se- 
rene. Simultaneously, from the castle 
side arrived two smug footmen, in liv- 
ery, carrying between them a hamper, 
and likewise two large and well-filled 
baskets. In a short time, the glen 
echoed with the sound of cheery voices, 
Bobby’s taking the lead in his joy of 
rehabilitation as a fisherman. When 
Sylvia had admired and praised his 
prize to his heart’s content, and Bobby 
had fallen back upon Sargent as an 
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auditor, Vail took the opportunity to 
free himself to Sylvia of certain things 
evidently weighing on his mind. 

He was a frank-faced man of two- 
and-thirty, steadfast of gaze, and in- 
spiring confidence at sight, his manner 
quaintly suggestive of conviction that 
the world sought him for what he did 
for it, rather than for what he was. 

“Sylvia, something is troubling you,” 
he said, in the girl’s ear; “something 
serious!” 

“Nothing you can help, Kit,’’ she 
answered, trying to smile, as usual. 

“Sure?” 

“Quite sure.” 

“Hullo, Vail!’ interrupted Bobby, 
who had got hold of a footman, and 
was directing the opening of a long- 
necked bottle. ‘‘Come, join us in a 
hock-and-soda.”’ 

“And while you do, I'll pick a few 
flowers for the table,’’ said Sylvia, 
going away into the wood, relieved to 
be alone. 

Vail drew a long breath. Then, 
affecting to be absorbed in matters 
in the direction of the castle, he sang 
out to Bobby, mischievously: 


“Hullo, boy! Better get under 
shelter. She’s coming, with her 
mama!’’ 


Bobby, having drained a tall glass 
of mild, amber liquid, felt emboldened 
to turn on his tormentor with hauteur. 

“Kindly remember, Vail, that those 
ladies are my guests!’ Then, with a 
sudden crash of dignity, he took to 
his heels to meet the new arrivals, 
still at some distance from the scene. 

“The Baby Snatcher?” queried Sar- 
gent, lazily. 

‘““At her same old game!”’ answered 
Vail, groaning. “But hang me if I 
thought she’d succeed with our level- 
headed boy!” 

“He'll survive her. Many have.” 

“T don’t know. The situation has 
its terrors, now that Mrs. Fortescue 
has joined in hot pursuit. “Member 
the newspaper head-line, ‘How Shall 
We Capture De Wet?’ and the an- 


swer in our club, ‘Send Mrs. Fortes- 
cue’?”’ 


‘““Insufferable woman! 


But, Vail, 
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I’m not in the humor to talk of the 


Fortescues. I’m more than bothered 
about my own affairs.”’ 

“T told you, when you came here—”’ 
began Vail, but was cut short by the 
other, promptly. 

“Bah! That’s not what I mean.” 

“Indeed? I thought 5 

“You thought wrong. You al- 
ways made more of it than it deserved. 
I swear to you, Vail, it was only a 
silly, sham affair; a sickly, senti- 
mental alliance of affinities, she calls 
it—some stuff she’s learned from that 
creature, Godfrey. Gad! what fools 
we mortals be when we're too lazy to 
remonstrate against woman’s whims! 
Certainly, since I have been in Ire- 
land a 

Vail interrupted 
strained tone. 

“T know what you mean. But the 
point is, Mrs. Hillyard doesn’t.” 

“She has nothing to do with it. 
Kit, I want you to believe that I 
haven't forgotten what you told me 
in the smoking-room at Chelford, two 
months ago.”’ 

“That I 
Sylvia.” 

“Well?” 

“Well, I can’t.” 

“Are you certain?”’ 

““My dear chap, you, of all men, 
who have known me all my life, 
don’t need to be informed that 
Nature has handicapped me with the 
unlimited confidence of the other sex. 
Women respect me—deadly word!— 
borrow money from me, allow me to 
slave for them, but love me—never! 
Better far were I one of those reckless 
daredevils who rack the feminine soul 
with dear uncertainties. As a friend, 
a legal adviser, a best man, a partner 
at cards, and an adjuster, I have had 
my innings. Recently, I was even 
asked to stand godfather to a little, 
wailing umregenerate in lace. But, 
there my successes end. Needless to 
say, my charming young cousin is no 
exception to her sisterhood.”’ 

“Then you vacate the field?’’ said 
Sargent, trying to chime in with his 
humor. 








him in a con- 


meant to try to win 








“Naturally. But I may as well 
tell you, Hugh, that as long as you 
stay in this house, I don’t give it up 
to you.” 

‘“‘Hang your insinuations!” 

“Besides, to speak frankly, the 
difference in position between Sylvia 
Ridgeway, fortuneless spinster, and 
Christopher Vail, working barrister, 
is not nearly so conspicuous as it 
would be between her and a run-after 
man like you. I can’t seem to see 
the possibility of your being in 
earnest in wanting her; and, let me 
say here, that anything short of dead 
earnest—dead earnest, mind you— 
won't do from you to Sylvia, while I 
am above ground.” 

“Do you mean that for a threat?’ 
Sargent said, hotly. 

“No,” answered Vail, in the same 
cool, half-whimsical manner. “But I 
think I see you tottering over an 
abyss you are not prepared to fall 
into.” 

“I declare again that you are 
wrong. Of the feeble flame that 
once burnt between me and a name- 
less lady, nothing is left but ashes.” 

“On your side—but on hers?” 

“Oh, confound you, Kit!” 

“It’s the forgotten spark in the 
forsaken bonfire that generally does 
all the mischief.”’ 

Sargent felt that he could no 
longer bear that quiet, insistent voice. 

““Don’t be Delphic,”’ he said, rising. 
“If it’s any good to you to know it, I 
have already informed our hostess 
that I am leaving her hospitable roof 
to-night.” 

Vail, too, arose. ‘‘That is the best 
news I have had. Hullo, here they 
all come. The Philistines be upon 
thee, Samson!”’ 


II 


THEREUPON, the sweet seclusion of 
this pet nook of the sylvan deities 
was profaned by the invasion of 
a rustling, chattering, brilliant little 
band of worldlings, constitutionally 
intent upon getting amusement from 
the passing hour. 
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Of these, Natalie Hillyard was 
easily the high priestess. Her type 
was distinguished, her beauty and 
good form were indisputable. Her 
presence exhaled captivation. Wher- 
ever she moved, the gaze of the looker- 
on must follow. Beside her, the high- 
colored and modish Mrs. Fortescue 
appeared coarse in the execution. 
But her eye was restless, her mouth 
unsatisfied, and the trained sweetness 
of her voice could too readily lapse 
into fretful chiding. 

The three men in attendance upon 
the two ladies—O’Rourke, de Lorme 
and Godfrey—seemed content to act 
as foils to their elaborated art. 

Natalie, little accustomed to con- 
trol her impulses, went at once to Sar- 
gent, pointedly ignoring Vail. 

“We are late, I suppose,’’ she said, 
letting her eyes sweep over him, and 
softening her tones. 

“Are you? I don’t know,” an- 
swered Sargent, in an even voice, 
audible to the others. 

“How could Sir Hugh be expected 
to take account of mere time, when 
he’s the hero of the day?” said Mrs. 
Fortescue, suavely. ‘“‘That was what 
kept us—meeting your salmon on the 
way, and stopping to pay it homage!”’ 

“As a matter of fact,” said Hugh, 
“‘T have taken very close account of 
the time since breakfast. I am rav- 
enous for my luncheon.” 

‘Let us sit down at once, then,’ 
said Mrs. Hillyard, sharply. ‘‘ Where 
is Sylvia? Mr. Vail, I trusted her to 
you.” 

“IT will answer for her prompt re- 
turn with some wild flowers to deck 
your feast.” 

““Maudie, too, is missing. So tire- 
some of people—dropping out. Captain 
O’Rourke, what became of Robert?’’ 

““Godfrey, where’s Robert?”’ asked 
O’ Rourke, slyly, of the poet, who was 
making eyes at the dainties awaiting 
them. 

“What? Iknow not,’ answered the 
gifted one, dreamily. “‘I see only the 
witcheries of this wondrous forest, in 
which I wander like a new-born 
child.” 


























“Let him alone,’’ remarked Vail; 
“he'll have cut his teeth by the time 
we come to eating.” 

“Robert should be here,’’ said Nata- 
lie, complainingly. 

‘Ma foi, madame, if you will per- 
mit me,” said de Lorme, upon whom 
her generally rebuking eye rested, “I 
would not wait on the missing ones. 
From what I observed, Mr. Bobbee and 
Mademoiselle Maudie will be for some 
little time engaged in the agreeable 
business of losing themselves like— 
what you call it?—‘Ze Babies in ze 
Woods.’”’ 

“TI shall certainly speak to Robert’s 
father,”’ observed Mrs. Hillyard, whose 
frowns did not lessen as Sargent kept 
away from her. 

“‘And I shall scold my little girl,” 
said Mrs. Fortescue, smoothly. ‘‘Please, 
Captain O’Rourke, oblige me by going 
to look for those heedless children, 
and say we expect them here imme- 
diately. That way, wasn’t it, where 
we left them, baron?” And _ she 
pointed, airily, in a totally opposite 
direction. 

‘‘ Parfaitement, madame,”’ de Lorme 
said, acquiescing; then added, in her 
ear, ‘‘but you are a genius——”’ 

“T’ll go, ma’am!” exclaimed the 
courteous captain, ‘‘and, bedad, if 
it’s humanly possible, I'll fetch the 
dear wanderers home.” 

Natalie again approached Sargent. 

“Sir Hugh, I have a word to say to 
you.” 

Sargent passed her, and went a few 
steps after O’ Rourke. 

“Hurry, captain, or the robins may 
have covered ‘em from sight.’ 

“Are you determined to evade 
me?” asked Natalie, when Hugh’s 
laughing face turned back upon their 
group. 

‘Won't there be time enough for 
that sort of thing by-and-bye?”’ an- 
swered Sargent, wearily. 

“Hugh, have you told Mrs. Hill- 
yard about your exciting struggle with 
Leviathan?”’’ said Vail, deftly inter- 
posing for Hugh’s relief. 

“‘Nothing bores me like big fish— 
excepting officious people,”’ said Nata- 












SYLVIA’S HUSBAND 15 


lie, turning upon her heel, and joining 
Mrs. Fortescue. 

“Such .a charming idea this of 
yours, Natalie, bringing us out to meet 
the fishermen,’’ said Mrs. Fortescue. 
“I do so love nature, once in a good 
while. There should be a _ perfect 
view from the top of that highest rock 
yonder, if one could only get up there. 
Nothing like rocks and views for 
sharpening one’s appetite. Come, 
baron, Mr. Vail, Mr. Godfrey; you shall 
all three escort me to that rock!”’ 

“It is so beautiful here, I am loath 
to leave it,’’ said Godfrey, starting 
from a reverie. 

“Especially the food,” said Vail. 

‘“‘A little wind is blowing,’’ went on 
the poet, now fully wound up to sus- 
tain his reputation. ‘‘ Do you feel the 
little wind? The flower-bells are trem- 
bling on their stems. I do not know 
whether—I do not know whether—to 
laugh or to cry for joy!” 

“Well, I can’t wait till you make 
your mind up,’’ observed Mrs. Fortes- 
cue, cruelly. ‘‘Come, baron; come, 
Mr. Vail!” 

To her surprise, it was Sargent who 
was Offering her his hand. 

“Allow me to pilot you, Mrs. For- 
tescue.”’ 

She looked at him, blankly, then at 
Vail and the baron preceding them, 
and gave a half-glance back at Natalie 
and the beatific Godfrey. 

“You really mean it? you, who 
are the last man in the world to play 
squire of dames?” 

‘‘Let me reform, now,” 
gent. 

“Bless me, how civility becomes 
you!”’ answered Fair-and-Forty, with 
alaugh. ‘‘ Very well, then; come on.” 

They had made but a few steps, 
leaving Natalie looking wunutterable 
things at Godfrey—whom she alter- 
nately exalted as an apostle of cer- 
tain creeds that she professed, and 
snubbed for an egregious bore—when 
Mrs. Fortescue discovered a sad loss. 

“My pet handkerchief!” she ex- 
claimed, feeling in her waist-band. 
“IT remember having it a moment 
before we entered the glen.” 


said Sar- 
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“Shall I go back?”’ asked Sargent, 
conventionally. 

“If it isn’t too much trouble.” 

“Oh, no trouble,” he said, depart- 
ing down the castle path. 

“Mr. Godfrey!”’ called Mrs. 
tescue, emphatically. 

“Did you speak, Mrs. Fortescue?” 
said the apostle, arousing. “I heard 
nothing; I saw nothing, but this 
little, precious flower.” 

“Put the little, precious flower in 
your button-hole, and give me a 
hand up this rock.” 

Godfrey, obeying supinely, they 
joined Vail and de Lorme on the 
ascent of the rocks. 

“‘Admirable! A tour de force!’’ said 
de Lorme, in Fair-and-Forty’s ear. 

“‘One must sacrifice one’s self for 
one’s friends,’’ she murmured, aware, 
also, that she was sacrificing a brand- 
new pair of patent-leather shoes with 
wonderful high heels and ‘‘ Old Strasse ”’ 
buckles. 

“Mrs. Hillyard will thus the longer 
forget the absence of Mr. Bobbee?”’ 
suggested the baron. 

“Precisely,” answered Mrs. Fortes- 
cue. 


For- 


Natalie smiled subtly on Sargent, 
returning without the handkerchief. 

“Well played, Hugh, well played!’’ 
she exclaimed. 

“Did you really suppose—?” he 
began. 

“Oh, let me suppose anything that 
comforts me,” she interrupted. “It 
wouldn’t be the first time you’ve 
thrown people off our tracks. You're 
not the only one who has to act a part.” 

“TI am acting no part. I fully in- 
tended not to remain here alone with 
you, and I regret that I have to do so.”’ 

“There is no risk, as long as that 
impossible husband of mine is con- 
siderate enough to keep himself in 
town—but there’s no time to be lost. 
Hugh, why had I no answer to my 
note?”’ 

“Your note? Oh, yes, certainly, 
your note!’ said Sargent, in what he 
felt to be a lame manner. 

“Surely you read it?” 





“Of course I did, but “ 

“Perhaps you will give it back to 
me?” 

“With pleasure,’’ he answered, feel- 
ing in his breast-pocket. “I’m sorry; 
I must have left it in my evening 
coat.” 

““No matter,” she said, angelically 
reproachful. “I fancy you did not 
notice the words, ‘Jn memoriam’?”’ 

““Good heavens, Mrs. Hillyard, need 
we do this sort of thing in cold blood 
here?” 

“Hugh! Your words pierce me like 
a knife! But I can and will bear 
all. It is my lot to suffer!’ she ex- 
claimed, tragically. ‘But, before you 
go from me to-night, I must have a 
final talk—I demand it—I entreat!’’ 

“Please,” said Sargent, looking 
around him, nervously, “please stand 
a little farther off.’’ 

“Yes? is it yes?” she persisted. 

“If you must have it so,” he an- 
swered, driven to bay. 

“Very impassioned, really!’ Nata- 
lie said, with a nervous laugh. “But 
I submit. Directly we separate after 
luncheon, do you go to the Round 
Tower on the hill, and I will follow. 
Then, as that is rather a damp and 
batty place, we can casually saunter 
back here where we are almost sure 
to be undisturbed.” 

“Upon one condition.” 

“And that?’’ she asked, shrugging. 

“Is that until we return here, you 
will treat me in all respects like an 
ordinary acquaintance.” 

“Oh, certainly, Sir Hugh!’’ she 
said, the color coming into her face, 
and her eye flashing. “I shall begin 
by apologizing for having inflicted 
upon you, for so many days in suc- 
cession, the bore of Sylvia Ridgeway’s 
company. Of course, you wunder- 
stand that I am most anxious to have 
this affair between Vail and herself 
brought to a finish.”’ 

“Is there an affair?’’ he asked, in- 
differently. 

“TI wish Vail would once and for 
all drop the handkerchief, and let us 
have the fun of seeing her run as my 
caniche does, to pick it up.” 
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Sargent restrained himself with 
difficulty. “Isn’t that an unusually 
amiable wish for a guardian’s wife?’’ 

“Don’t call me such horrid names! 
It’s enough that I should have had 
this awkward creature thrust on my 
hands, and kept there—a spoil-sport, 
no doubt a spy, who reports me to 
‘Uncle Will.’ Admit, Hugh, that the 
situation is one that calls for all my 
patience. Concede that I am quite 
justified in welcoming any circum- 
stances that will rid me of her pres- 
ence in my house.” 

“‘ Any circumstances?’’ he said, look- 
ing at her, closely. 

“Why, what do you mean?’’ she 
asked, and again the angry flush 
burnt her delicate face. 

Sargent was saved the trouble of 
answering, by the return of the ex- 
ploring party; Mrs. Fortescue, as- 
sisted by Vail, limping in, followed 
by the other two men, all looking 
mildly bored, as people do who are 
called on to survey the works of nature 
when disabled by lack of sustenance. 

“Only think!’’ said Mrs. Fortescue; 
“one of my Louis-XV. heels got 
wrenched off on those horrid rocks, 
and the bill just came in, in this morn- 
ing’s post.” 

“But the view was magnificent!” 
said Vail. 

“Was it? I never looked,” an- 
swered Fair-and-Forty, with sang-froid. 

“Sorry I failed to find your hand- 
kerchief, Mrs. Fortescue,” said Sargent. 

“Strangely enough, I had it in my 
blouse,” she replied, giving him the 
faintest glance of meaning as she passed 
over to Natalie, and, slipping her arm 
in hers, said, in a loud whisper: “ My 
dear, I hope you're grateful. The least 
you can do is to pay that shoemaker.” 

“Come, every one,”’ said Natalie, 
crossly. “Sir Hugh says he is dying 
for his luncheon.” 

‘So say we all of us,” observed Vail, 
joining in a rapidly formed procession 
to the plateau that served as table, 
“excepting Godfrey, who never eats.” 

“Then it must be said, he acts very 
strangely with his knife and fork,”’ said 
Sargent. 
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“The body—the earth-fed body— 
must submit to nutriment,’’ remarked 
Godfrey, nearly falling over Mrs. Fortes- 
cue in his zeal to be seated; ‘‘ while the 
soul—the spurning soul—takes wings 
to the empyrean.”’ 

“Beautiful! almost pure Maeter- 
linck,” said Vail, applauding with two 
fingers. 

“Baron, we'll take this end,”’ said 
Natalie, placing herself where her flow- 
erlike head leaned against the bole of 
a great tree, and trying to sign to Sar- 
gent to sit on the other side of her. 
But he lingered afar from the banquet, 
looking back into the wood. 

“Who is it coming?”’ asked Natalie, 
impatiently. 

A look of contempt came upon her 
face as Sylvia, again serene of counte- 
nance, bearing a great sheaf of wild 
flowers, was joined by Sargent and wel- 
comed by Vail, who arose to meet and 
place her. 

“Ridiculous! All this fuss about a 
mere Sylvia Ridgeway!’’ said Mrs. 
Fortescue. ‘“‘But, my dear, I’ve news 
for you.. It seems that this week, 
when you thought she was off with 
Vail, it’s Sir Hugh with whom she has 
been thick as thieves—wading, fishing, 
talking, in the boat, on the shore—while 
poor Vail had to take up with Bobby. 
Clever girl, that! Deep, very deep!” 

“Absurd!” said Natalie, curling her 
Cupid’s bow of an upper lip. 

“Certainly,’’ said Mrs. Fortescue. 
“| always mistrust a girl who parts her 
hair in the middle.”’ 

Sylvia, leaving her two knights, 
came toward Natalie, offering her flow- 
ers. 

““Have these? I’m sorry 
but this is my excuse.” 

“Sit down, please,” said Natalie, 
cuttingly, “‘and try not to make your- 
self any more conspicuous than you 
can help.” 

Sylvia’s head became a little more 
erect; her eyes surveyed Natalie in full, 
but she did not speak in return. She 
walked deliberately over to the place 
Sargent and Vail were keeping for her 
between them, and, seating herself, 
talked to both men with animation. 


I’m late, 
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“My word! but the young person is 
getting on,’’ whispered Mrs. Fortescue 
to Natalie. ‘“‘One must own she’s im- 
proved by color.” 

“We are just remarking, Sylvia, how 
wretchedly you are sunburned,”’ said 
Mrs. Hillyard. 

‘A slander!”’ exclaimed Sargent. ‘I 
put it to the men. Has Miss Ridge- 
way’s complexion ever looked finer, 
more brilliant? All who agree with 
me will please say ‘aye.’”’ 

Vail, the baron and Godfrey all 
waved their napkins gallantly, crying, 
“Aye! aye! aye!”’ 

“Please spare my blushes,” said 
Sylvia, nodding her thanks very pret- 
tily. 

“What did I tell you?” said Fair- 
and-Forty, to Mrs. Hillyard. “If my 
Maudie had such forward ways, I’d put 
her back in the nursery.”’ 

“Oh, Mr. Godfrey!” Sylvia hurried 
on to say, to cover her embarrassment 
at the women’s spiteful whispering; “I 
owe you an apology for breaking my 
engagement to take you to see the gilli- 
flowers in the keeper’s garden.” 

“T thought Godfrey made it a point 
never to do anything between meals,”’ 
said Vail, innocently. ‘‘Don’t mind 
those gossips,’ he added, in Sylvia’s 


ear. ‘‘ We're here to see that you have 
fair play.”’ 

“Another time it might be easier, 
but to-day—”’ said Sylvia, showing the 


strain she was under. 

“You aren’t a bit yourself. What 
has happened? Surely I can help.” 

‘“‘Presently—when we are alone. If 
this luncheon were only over!”’ 

“When is your new volume to be 
published, Mr. Godfrey?’’ asked Mrs. 
Fortescue, of the poet. 

‘*Madame, I do not publish,” said 
Godfrey, between two mouthfuls of 
galantine. “My words—my printed 
words—go forth like seedlings from the 
bosom of the flower to those who 


will comprehend me.”’ And he helped 
himself largely to aspic. 
“Editions strictly limited,’’ com- 


mented Vail. 
“Your things are rather exasperat- 
ing, Mr. Godfrey,” said Mrs. Fortescue. 


““Just as one thinks one is coming to 
something improper, one can’t under- 
standa word. Here’s the captain, but 
where are our naughty children?”’ 

O’Rourke, breathless and heated, 
came into the glen in quite the oppo- 
site direction from that in which he 
had set forth upon his quest. 

“Faith, I’ve rescued the innocents!” 
he said, reporting to Mrs. Fortescue. 
“Found ’em safe and sound, ma’am, 
but not where ye sent me lookin’.”’ 

“How kind you are, you dear man! 
Do sit down and eat a tremendous 
luncheon,” said the lady, whose pur- 
pose had been secured. 

All eyes turned to the quarter in 
which now slowly appeared the fig- 
ure of Bobby, escorting a damsel too 
visibly his senior, and pathetically anx- 
ious to let herself down to his youthful 
level. 

“Robert,”’ said Mrs. Hillyard, with 
distinct displeasure in her _ tones, 
“what have you been about? You 
might have remembered that in your 
father’s absence you are host.”’ 

Bobby, looking cheerful always, 
seized a large dish, and carried it 
around the circle, requesting every- 
body to partake of his own prime 
favorite, a pigeon pasty. To the 
other delinquent, Mrs. Fortescue ad- 
dressed herself, coldly: 


‘*Maudie!”’ 
‘““Yes, mama,” said the excellent 
Maudie. 


“T shall have something to say to 
you when we get back.” 

Maudie, who well knew that this 
‘something’’ would prove a rigorous 
inquiry into just how far she had been 
able to entice her victim along the 
straight and narrow path leading to a 
proposal, contented herself with meek- 
ly repeating, ‘““Yes, mama.”’ Then, 
seating herself beside Godfrey, who 
had just begun upon a portion of 
Bobby’s pie, she remained in a pensive 
and appealing attitude, gazing at a 
sandwich on her plate. 

“Faith, I hope you bear me no mal- 
ice, Miss Fortescue,’’ said the good- 
natured O’Rourke, searching among 
the bottles laid in the moss beside her. 


‘ 
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“Oh, no!” she answered, loftily. 
“How could mere vulgar curiosity 
expect to fathom the communion of 
kindred spirits?’ 

“ Bedad, it’s not kindred spirits I’m 
after, now!” he said, beamingly, pro- 
ceeding to mix himself a drink. “A 
wee drop with some apollinaris, Miss 
Maudie, to prove there’s no bad blood 
betwixt us? No? Then, I'll go bail 
your mother’ll not be so cruel.”’ 

Mrs. Fortescue, proving less than 
remonstrant to his proposition, they 
were soon tippling together in amity. 

““Here’s to the hair off your head, 
ma’am!” said the captain, glass in 
hand. 

“Eh? what?’ exclaimed Maudie’s 
mama, clapping both hands to her 
elaborate coiffure; ‘““why, you horrid 
man!’’ she ended, suddenly. ‘‘Maudie, 
love!”’ 

“Yes, mama.’ 

“Cover your foot, dear child.” 

Maudie obediently drew in the foot 
which Vail called her best feature— 
but not until every one present had 
had a good chance to look at it, and 
Bobby returned to renew his devotion 
at her side. 

Sylvia, meanwhile, had tried to elude 
Vail’s questionings, but ended by telling 
him enough of the cause of her alarm 
to make him, too, thoroughly uncom- 
fortable as to the possible outcome of 
Mr. Hillyard’s return. They agreed 
to take counsel upon the subject so 
soon as luncheon should be at an end, 
and Sylvia, in spite of herself, breathed 
tree. 

‘Dear me, I’m forgetting my sister- 
in-law!’ exclaimed Mrs. Hillyard. 
“She should be somewhere. Has any 
one chanced to see a quite too terrible 
old person from the States, straying 

‘about the woods—a reformer who 
writes pamphlets, and lives on little 
pills?” 

Bobby turned upon his stepmother 
with surprising dignity. 

“It’s all right about my aunt, Nat- 
alie,”’ said he. ‘‘Sylvia and I have 
looked out for her.”’ 

“Sylvia—always Sylvia!”’ muttered 

Natalie, stung by the boy’s rebuke. 


, 
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“Oh, Bobby, there she comes, now!’’ 
cried Sylvia, springing to the rencoun- 
ter of Miss Lucretia, who, wearing her 
most uncompromising aspect, now 
came swinging through the wood. 

Bobby ran after Sylvia, Maudie tit- 
tered, the men looked on in discreet 
silence, while Mrs. Fortescue breathed 
her heartfelt sympathy to Natalie. 

“Is that she? Oh, you poor dear!”’ 

“Nobody shall say I have failed in 
my duty to my husband’s nearest rela- 
tives,”’ said Mrs. Hillyard, quailing in- 
wardly. ‘Besides, she’s richer than 
William, and hasn’t made a will.”’ 

“Oh, you do have the luck!’”’ Mrs. 
Fortescue rejoined, plaintively, and, 
to be frank, begrudgingly. 

Natalie, without moving from her 
place, stretched out her pink-tipped 
hand to the large lady, who had, by 
now, come up to them. 

““How d’ye do! Hot, isn’t it?’’ she 
drawled. 

““Humph!”’ said Miss Lucretia, turn- 
ing upon her the awful glare of her 
glasses; “‘so you’re William’s wife? 
Humph!” 

“William will be so awfully sorry he 
wasn’t here to meet you. When did 
you come over? Hope they’ve made 
you comfortable. If they haven't, 
pray mention it to my maid.” 

And thus exhausting her resources 
of hospitality, Mrs. Hillyard opened 
a large, white-frilled parasol, and, put- 
ting it between her cheek and an aggres- 
sive sunbeam, fell back into conversa- 
tion with de Lorme. 

“Now, aunty, what'll you take?” 
said Bobby, seating the speechless 
spinster on a log, and providing her 
with a napkin. As each gentleman in 
turn proffered a dish of some kind, 
Miss Lucretia surveyed him narrowly; 
but her astonishment at the apparition 
of the languorous Godfrey was ex- 
pressed by an emphatic exclamation, 
decidedly to the embarrassment of 
lookers-on. With more than her for- 
mer brusquerie, she declined all re- 
freshment save the solace of a tabloid 
taken from a bag hanging at her 
waist. 

Mrs. Fortescue, availing herself of 
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the first opportunity, went over to the 
old lady, and observed, purringly: 

“I see you are surprised at Natalie’s 
poor manners. Don’t mind her. If 
you want anything always come to 
me.”’ 

‘“‘Humph!”’ said Miss Lucretia. 

“You can’t think how interested I 
am in your work—your writings. We 
must be sister spirits,’ pursued Fair- 
and-Forty. 

“God forbid!’ answered Miss Lu- 
cretia, heartily. 

“Here! I notice you looking at 
Bobby and my girl. Poor children! 
theirs is the most romantic of attach- 
ments. His father refuses him all but 
the bare necessities of his station. 
Dear boy! So sad to see him wasting 
his young life in a hopeless passion, 
when even a modest income, assured 
to them, and the prospect of more, 
hereafter, might enable them to 
marry.” 

““Humph!”’ said Miss Lucretia. 

“Of course, you won’t say I men- 
tioned it to you,”’ said Mrs. Fortescue, 
discomfited. 

“No,” answered Aunty Loo, em- 
phatically. “But I will send you my 
leaflet upon the growing prevalence of 
child-stealing in high society.” 

With a grunt, she arose and went 
over to the spring, whither Sylvia had 
gone to fetch her a glass of water, and 
where Sargent had followed Sylvia. 

““Who’s that one, child?’’ asked Miss 
Hillyard, as Sargent lifted his cap and 
left them together. “I like him, and 
yet I don’t like to see him with you.”’ 

“It’s Sir Hugh Sargent, aunty. 
Why don’t you like to see him with 
me?’’ asked Sylvia, blushing, despite 
herself. 

‘Because of the cat’s eyes watching 
you! Sylvia, this is no place for 
either you or me. By the way, I met 
William in the woods.” 

“Did you? Oh, how glad I am! 
You must have cheered him, dear 
aunty.” 

“T don’t know. Of course, being 
aware of his peculiarities, I treated 
him with tact. In the first place, I 
told him he had nobody but himself 


to thank for the mess he has made of 
his ridiculous second marriage.”’ 

“That wasn’t all you said?” 

“H’m—no. I told him it was no- 
torious the girl had married him for 
his money. Then I added, inciden- 
tally, that he is as gray as a badger, 
and as yellow as a pumpkin. When I 
saw he wasn’t taking my sisterly ad- 
monitions in good part, I reminded 
him that he could never keep his 
temper. What should he do, but bolt 
off in the rudest way, and leave me 
talking!”’ 

“Oh, aunty!’ said Sylvia, despair- 
ingly; then, she tried to check herself. 
“Poor Uncle Will is greatly tried to- 
day. To-morrow, things will go bet- 
ter between you.” 

“To-morrow I'll be on my way to 
London,” said Miss Hillyard, with a 
snort. ‘‘Saturday, I sail.” 

“Not so soon, aunty? 
Bobby.” 

“Don’t speak of him. I’ve done 
with the boy! Look at him, gone 
over body and boots to that detest- 
able, old, painted sham! No, my 
dear, I’m rubbed the wrong way; the 
whole thing is a disappointment. 
Come away with me to America!” 

“Aunty Loo!” exclaimed Sylvia, 
startled exceedingly. 

“Don’t answer me back! 
abide being answered back. 
come with me or not?” 

“Dear aunty, you are so good, but 
I really can’t say anything so sud- 
denly,’’ answered the bewildered girl. 

“Very well, then, you know what 
my asking you means. You'd be my 
child, and get all I have to leave. 
But there, you won’t, and I wash my 
hands of you.” 

““No—no, aunty! 
time!’’ gasped Sylvia. 

“Till nine A.M. to-morrow, then,” 
said Miss Loo, as if ordering home a 
parcel. 

“How good you are to want me!”’ 

“Rubbish! Till nine a.m. to-mor- 
row. Now, child, I’m going in, and 
try to forget this menagerie kept by 
William’s wife. Don’t follow! I can’t 
abide being followed.”’ 


Think of 


I can’t 
Vill you 


Only give me 
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She made a stride forward, then 
turned back, with a pleading gaze. 

“Sylvia, don’t disappoint me!” 

Directly afterward, she was march- 
ing away, ignoring Bobby, who ran 
after her, and refusing to notice Nat- 
alie, now a little scared at the result 
of her own behavior. 

“T say, Sylvia, this is too bad, you 
know!” remarked Bobby. “I was 
doing all I could.” 

“‘Don’t mind her, dear,’”’ answered 
Sylvia, gently. 

“Really, Miss Ridgeway,’’ observed 
Natalie, who had arisen, her example 
followed by everybody but Godfrey, 
whom they left eating, ““I owe you 
thanks for your kind assistance in as- 
suming the hostess in my place. An- 
other time, however, please remember 
that when I require you to play so 
prominent a rdle in my household, I 
shall have no hesitation in demand- 
ing it. Until then, wouldn’t it 
be more becoming for you to keep 
a little—a very little—in the back- 
ground?”’ 

Sargent, who heard the beginning of 
this amiable harangue, had taken him- 
self out of hearing; but Vail stood by 
Sylvia, with indignant eyes. 

“TI shall not forget,’’ said Sylvia, 


haughtily. 
“See that you do not!’ answered 
Natalie. “‘Now, as every one has 


finished, I think we may leave this 
place to the servants, and scatter, 
each one where he likes to go. Mr. 
Godfrey, will you come?”’ 

Godfrey, rising reluctantly, was car- 
ried off by her. Mrs. Fortescue, with 
de Lorme and O’Rourke, lingered a 
moment by the spring, while the play- 
ful Maudie, having discovered a pen- 
dent grape-vine, insisted that Bobby 
should swing her; Vail kept by Sylvia, 
who was giving a few directions to 
the footman about packing up the 
remnants of the feast. 

“ Brave Sylvia!’ Vail said, in an un- 
dertone. 

“You see, I’m without defense,” she 
answered, smiling rather forlornly. 

“Not if you'll give me the right to 
meet insult for you.” 
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“No, Kit, dear Kit!” she said, grate- 
fully. 

“Never?” 

“Never. You're not angry?” 

“No—only sorry. Sylvia, if I 
mayn’t make your happiness, it is 
borne in on me that some day I may 
have a chance to preserve it. Count 
on me when that day comes.” 

“Thank you, Kit,’’ she said, and 
smiled brightly in his face. 

““Now, what can I do to calm this 
alarm you've worked up about your 
guardian?’’ said Vail, again his cheer- 
ful self. 

“Follow Sir Hugh. Keep him in 
sight, as I shall Natalie.”’ 

“To please you—but I can’t be- 
lieve 

‘Do believe me! Follow Sir Hugh! 
He and my uncle must not meet to- 
day!” 

“All right,’’ said Vail, looking with 
concern at her perturbed face. ‘‘Hugh’s 
not had time to get far away. I never 
saw you so broken up.” 

‘**So long as I know my poor uncle is 
not himself—that he’s wandering, per- 
haps lurking, near us, how can I 
breathe free? Hurry, Kit!” 

‘“‘Here goes, then—to please you,” 
said Vail, inclined to smile at what he 
believed superfluous intensity. 

He hastened off, and Sylvia, with a 
sense of relief, went her own way in 
pursuit of Natalie and Godfrey. Mrs. 
Fortescue, who had been watching her 
interview with Vail, shrugged her 
shoulders, and smiled, knowingly. 

‘“‘T may be wrong, but it seems to me 
there’s moral thunder in the air.”’ 

‘‘Mon Dieu, madame,’’ observed de 
Lorme, “‘what could be more natural? 
Have we not all the elements of the 
usual tragedy at hand?”’ 

‘““ Who'll give me a cigarette?’ asked 
the lady, selecting one to her taste from 
the baron’s case, immediately proffered 
to her. 

“Tis puzzlin’ me mightily, I'll 
swear,’’ said O’Rourke, puffing at his 
cigar, “‘to know just how the land 
lies between our fair hostess and Sir 
Hugh.”’ 

Mrs. 





Fortescue glanced over at 
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Bobby, who was swinging Maud, within 
earshot. 

““Maudie, love!” 

“Yes, mama.”’ 

“Didn’t you ask me if Mr. Robert 
mightn’t punt you across the lake to 
the island?”’ 

“That was yesterday, mama,”’ said 
Maudie, modestly. 

“So it was. How stupid of me!” 

“Oh, please, Mrs. Fortescue, mightn’t 
she come again?’’ asked Bobby, with 
a delighted face. 

“Teasing children!” said the lady, 
in fond rebuke; “‘only this once, then. 
Take good care of my girl, Mr. Hill- 
yard!” 

“Trust me, Mrs. Fortescue!’’ was 
the proud answer. And, ina flutter of 
excitement, the shy Maudie allowed 
herself to be assisted from the swing, 
and conveyed away from maternal 
supervision. 

“It is so good to have a daughter 
one can trust,’’ remarked Mrs. For- 
tescue, with matchless readiness. 

“With an heir presumptive!” said 
O’Rourke, aside, to the baron, who, 
in return, lifted his right eyebrow un- 
derstandingly. 

While this by-play was in progress, 
none of its participants was in the 
least aware that they had been seen 
and heard by the master of the house, 
who, upon intercepting the servants 


on their way back to the castle 
with the hampers, had informed 
himself of the movements of the 
party. 


It was not a pleasant face to look 
upon that now and again peered un- 
certainly from the deep covert of the 
woods, then withdrew from observa- 
tion of his wife’s guests in discussion of 
her affairs. 

“Now that we can talk undis- 
turbed,’’ said Mrs. Fortescue, in a com- 
fortable tone, “did you ever see any- 
thing like Natalie’s face, while Sar- 
gent kept sitting in Sylvia’s pocket, 
during luncheon?” 

‘““Pauvre belle dame! May she be 
soon consoled!’’ said the baron, lightly. 

“T declare, I’ve no patience with 
her,” went on the lady. “Why 


doesn’t a woman know when she’s well 
off ?’’ 

“You would say, when she is blest 
with the love and confidence of so 
excellent a husband,”’ observed the 
baron. 

Mrs. Fortescue laughed. ‘‘ Hardly! 
Just think of it—to be young, pretty, 
with all the clothes one wants, and all 
the cash; to have a town-house, a 
country-house, a perfect digestion, 
and a husband who spends most of 
his time in the city—now, what in the 
world has she got to do bothering with 
love?”’ 

“It’s not love I’d be callin’ it, Mrs. 


Forty,” said O’Rourke. “’Tis the 
twentieth-century substitute! Be- 
dad, if *twas meself choosin’, I’d ask 


for the old-fashioned, 
Garden-of-Eden article.” 

“Of course, there’s the drawback 
that her wooden image of a hus- 
band’s still madly in love with her,”’ 
added Mrs. Fortescue, with unaffected 
commiseration in her tones. 

“At Hillyard’s age, more dangerous 
than your English gout! What do 
you say to going back to the castle 
for another little game of bridge?”’ 

“Capital!” she answered, with ani- 
mation; “but, whatever comes of this 
mixed-up business of Natalie’s, it will 
always be a comfort to me to know that 
I’ve done my best for her. I’ve said 
everything | know to dissuade her 
from throwing away substantial assets 
like hers, in the very worst speculation 
known to woman. But she is nothing 
if not self-willed. She thinks Sar- 
gent belongs to her. She has no 
marriage-settlement, and J know 
what a wretched allowance the di- 
vorce courts give the wife.” 

Laughing together, the three saun- 
tered off toward the castle, leaving 
Hillyard to his pleasant reflections in 
leafy solitude. Coming out from be- 
hind his screen of low-hanging boughs, 
the poor man stood at first uncertain, 
his face dark with wrath and desire 
for vengeance. 

Thus, Sylvia, returning from her 
vain search after Natalie, found 
her uncle, and, to her dismay, was 


common or 
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detained by him forcibly upon the 
spot. Possessed by the one idea of 
satisfying himself definitely as to the 
purpose of his wife’s meeting with 
Sargent, Hillyard was not to be di- 
verted from the resolve to watch 
them from his hiding-place already 
tested. All in vain were Sylvia’s 
pleadings. His hand, closing upon 
her wrist, she was forced into retreat 
behind the trees, and there held, as a 
witness in case of need. 

That things had progressed so far 
toward an inevitable crash, filled 
Sylvia with grief and astonishment. 
But, through all, her faith in Sargent 
did not waver. She knew he would 
come out of it unscathed. But that 
did not prevent her realizing that the 
events of the day were somehow 
hurrying her to a crisis, and the out- 
come seemed inevitable, so far as 
departure from her guardian’s home 
was in question. She must go, and 
in all the mists of her distress Miss 
Hillyard’s offer arose as a light leading 
her to deliverance. These thoughts 
chased one another through her mind 
rapidly in the brief time while she 
stood with a beating heart, her 
guardian’s grasp of iron upon her 
wrist, not venturing to look into his 
darkling, distorted face. 

The ordeal was fortunately short. 
The two people they awaited came 
strolling together along the path from 
the Round Tower. A glance showed 
that Natalie was vexed, disappointed, 
trying to carry matters off with a high 
hand, while Sargent looked as Sylvia 
had never seen him, hard and cynical. 
To Sylvia’s immediate relief, they 
placed themselves where their voices 
came but imperfectly to listening ears. 

Natalie, on her side, had just cause 
for perturbation. Never had she so 
poignantly realized that her power— 
or what passed for it—over Sargent, 
had become a thing of naught. In 
comparison with his present manner 
toward her, even the high-flown hom- 
age of Godfrey, who, in secret, made 
her the heroine of his writings, was 
acceptable. But she was still suffi- 
ciently mistress of herself to put 
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spirit into her voice when she led her 
unwilling captive to the place of 
rendezvous. 

“Rather clever, this flank move- 
ment of ours from the Round Tower. 
And how shockingly I treated poor 
Godfrey in order to join you there!” she 
said. 

“Would you mind speaking lower?” 
he answered, uneasily. 

“This whole day—your last day 
with me, Hugh—has been such a 
wretched disappointment, one long 
ordeal,” she said, dropping her voice. 

“After to-day, you will not have 
that to complain of,”’ he said, in a 
listless tone. 

“This friendship with you,” ex- 
claimed Natalie, with intensity, ‘“‘so 
high, so sublimated, so much better 
than other people’s loves—which, no 
matter how it has been misjudged, 
has been for us so long the high, 
guiding star of our two lives—how 
miserably, and, I must say, flatly, it 
seems to be ending!” 

“Everything in this world has to 
end,” he said. “Things haven’t gone 
so smoothly between us, of late, that 
we sha’n’t be better for any change.” 

“Oh, Hugh!” 

“For heaven’s sake, don’t cry!’’ he 
exclaimed, in new alarm. 

‘What is left me, if you are brutal?” 
she answered, tragically. 

“T’ll swear, Mrs. Hillyard, I did not 
come here for this. And, unless you 
stop it, I'll leave you without the 
smallest compunction,” he said, his 
anger roused, and he started to put his 
threat into execution. 

Natalie followed him out into the 
open glade, near where her husband 
stood with his hot eyes fixed upon her 
face. She stood with her back to 
Hillyard, and spoke where he could 
now hear her every word. 

“Oh, very well, then!” she said, 
curtly. “Not to delay you, I'll con- 
dense what I had to say. It chiefly 
concerns your behavior with Sylvia 
Ridgeway. You men of the world 
think you’ve a right to amuse your- 
selves plucking flowers of sentiment all 
along your way in life—even when you 
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find them in an Irish bog. But you 
cannot suppose I shall permit this to 
go on in my house.” 

Sargent’s miserably roving eye 
caught sight, at this moment, of Hill- 
yard behind the thicket. To warn 
Natalie of her husband’s presence, he 
drew near her, quickly, and spoke in a 
strained whisper. 

“Take care! Don’t turn! Your 
husband’s behind you, listening!” 

Natalie, at last in receipt of the 
great emotion she had always craved 
in life, was for a moment completely 
unnerved and terrified. Gasping, she 
stood with white cheeks and lips that 
could not frame a syllable. Then, by 
an immense effort at self-control, she 
rose to the occasion, and went on, 
speaking louder and with distincter 
utterance. 

“You cannot, I say, suppose that I 
will allow this to continue in my 
house; that, in my dear husband’s ab- 
sence, I could let you go on trifling 
with the child he has taken under his 
charge, whom he loves like his very 
own?”’ 

“Oh, this is horrible!’’ muttered 
Sargent, but he could not silence her. 

“I see you resent my interference,’ 
Natalie went on. “Perhaps you are 
right; perhaps I am wrong. But I 
acted upon the impulse that has al- 
ways governed me. Go away, if you 
must, to-night, Sir Hugh Sargent, but 
before you go, in honor let that poor 
girl understand that her silly hopes are 
vain.” 

Sylvia, wrenching herself from her 
guardian’s relaxing grasp, fled silently 
into the forest. Hillyard, his face 
parting with its somber fixity, held 
back, yet a moment, before revealing 
himself. 

“It is not one, but two people 
whom you are insulting, Mrs. Hill- 
yard,” Sargent began, indignantly; 
but she held up her hand to check 
him. 

“Old friends though we are, Sir 
Hugh, and you in my husband’s con- 
fidence, I call it a cruel act on your 
part to have done this wrong to a girl 
who may be awkward and ignorant, 


but, while I am here, shall never be 
defenseless.” 

“Well said, Natalie! well spoken, 
little wife!’’ cried Hillyard, in a voice 
of triumph. 

As he came out toward them, Nat- 
alie, with a cry of astonishment, flew 
into his arms. 

“Will, dearest!’’ she cried. 
can be at rest!” 

“And has Sir Hugh Sargent, the 
polished courtier, the invader of weak 
women’s hearts, no answer ready for 
my wife?’ said Hillyard, as he stood 
with one arm encircling Natalie, she 
nestling to his side. 

“For Mrs. Hillyard, absolutely 
none,’”” answered Sargent, with knit 
brows. “Of you, Mr. Hillyard, I have 
the honor to ask the hand of your 
ward in marriage.” 

Natalie uttered a faint cry. 

“You seem overcome,” said Hill- 
yard, quickly turning upon her. 

*“Who wouldn’t be,” said Natalie, 
with another strong effort, ‘‘ after such 
a scene with an old friend, and with the 
climax of such a surprise as you have 
given me, dear?”’ 

“Mr. Hillyard,” said Sargent, with 
dignity, ‘“‘nothing I can say now can 
remove from any one of us the pain of 
what has gone before. But of one 
thing I am distinctly sure—that, with 
all my heart, I ask Sylvia to be my 
wife.” 

““Do you advise me to give him an 
answer now?” said Hillyard, with a 
half-chuckle, turning to his wife. 

Natalie’s voice could not, in spite 
of her, ring true as she answered this. 

“TI? Why, of course. What have 
I to say to it, now you are here?” 

Again, suspicion, never far absent, 
settled upon Hillyard’s soul. 

“Only that, before giving my sanc- 
tion to the match, I exact yours,”’ he 
said, harshly, his gaze searching her 
face. 

“I—I consent, certainly. Why 
shouldn’t I?”’ she answered, and Hugh 
saw that she was trembling with fear. 
“Sir Hugh, I can only hope that your 
married experience may be—as happy 
and congenial as—our own.”’ 


“Now I 
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“Thank you, Mrs. Hillyard,” he said, 
loathing the scene, and eager to cut it 
short. The last taunt had destroyed 
in him any pity he might have had for 
the beautiful, small creature’s humilia- 
tion. It seemed to him that a woman 
like that must always be sufficient unto 
herself. 

“Dearest, I’ve a splitting headache 
—take me home,”’ said Natalie, laying 
one hand on her husband’s shoulder. 

“All right, dear little woman,” the 
man answered, beaming with new pride. 
“We'll leave you, Sir Hugh, regretting 
any annoyance you may have had from 
a misapprehension of your courtship. 
I’ve no doubt you'll find Sylvia hiding 
somewhere near. She’s a great deal 
to forgive me, but she’ll do it, Sargent. 
She has a big soul, that girl—like that 
dear chap, herfather. Ourroom will be 
better than our company, eh, Natalie? 
We've been through this ourselves, 
haven’t we, pretty one? Good-bye 
for the present, then, Sir Hugh. See 
you atdinner, if not before. I hope 
Sylvia will persuade you to stay on. 
Come, Natalie. Off we go!” 

He put his heavy hand upon her 
arm, and Natalie moved away in silent 
misery and shame. When about to 
pass out of his sight, she looked back 
at Hugh, beseechingly, but he re- 
mained motionless where she had left 
him, his eyes fixed on the ground. 

One moment he stood alone; then, 
Sylvia, pale and unhappy, her cheeks 
marked with tears, returned to his side 
with an impetuous rush. 

“Good-bye, Sir Hugh,”’ she said. 
“Because you’ve been what you have 
to me, because I promised to trust you 
utterly, I’ve come back. When I 
heard what Natalie said, I was so 
ashamed, I wanted to run and run, 
and never stop—never see you again, 
or any one here. As it is, 1 am going 
soon—to-morrow. I’m going to Amer- 
ica with Miss Hillyard. After to-day, 
you won’t see or hear of me, but even 
the humiliation of this moment can’t 
undo the past. And so, at least, I hope 
we may part friends?” 

To this point, she had kept up 
bravely, her broken words stabbing his 
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heart with sorrow for what he had 
brought upon her. But, when sobs— 
great, honest sobs—of a loving creature 
in distress—overpowered all further at- 
tempts at speech, he felt that he had 
kept silent long enough. 

“Sylvia,” he said, with grave tender- 
ness, ‘‘there are lots of things I might 
say to you just now, but there’s only 
one I want tosay. Remember, it’s the 
man with a clear brain and wide-open 
eyes, steering his own way through a 
tossing sea, who says it—I love you, 
Sylvia, love you, love you! For 
months, you have filled my thoughts 
and swayed my fancy. Come to me, 


Sylvia. Be my wife!’ 
To Sylvia, life seemed suddenly 
flooded with refulgent light. She 


trembled, could not believe her ears, 
looked up at him, bewildered. 

*‘T? Oh, how can I?” she asked, art- 
lessly. 

“Nothing easier,’’ said Sargent, put- 
ting his arm about her, with a smile. 
“Begin this way.” 

He kissed her, and in that moment 
all the dark things of life seemed to 
take flight from both of them out of 
the wood. 


III 


THE nine days’ wonder of Sir Hugh 
Sargent’s marriage with an obscure 
Miss Ridgeway, whose guardian had 
given her a quiet wedding-breakfast 
at his house in town, after which the 
couple had left immediately for the 
Continent to spend the Winter, was re- 
vived by the Sargents’ return to Chel- 
wood in the Spring. 

Some curiosity had been engendered 
among Sir Hugh’s friends by a story 
that the bride, in accepting him, had 
forfeited an offer of adoption and a 
large inheritance from a queer old 
spinster. But this was balanced by 
the suggestion that, had she remained 
single, she must have gone to live in 
America as manager of a health cure. 
There was some desire among a few 
people to see the new Lady Sargent, 
but more to know how Natalie Hill- 
yard and Sir Hugh would behave to- 
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ward each other under the new condi- 
tions. For, recently, there had been 
floating around the society of idlers 
who feed their minds upon petty per- 
sonalities a new version of the causes 
that led to Sir Hugh’s rather sudden 
marriage. Where it came from, who 
was responsible for its details, nobody 
was prepared to say. 

Mrs. Fortescue, whom, naturally, 
everybody felt could tell everything, 
was virtuously indignant when called 
upon to discuss her dearest friend’s in- 
timate affairs. She also pooh-poohed 
the rumor that Natalie, in temporary 
need of a new interest, had, during 
some months, accepted the attenuated 
devotion of Godfrey, of which she was 
by this time heartily tired. 

Now that Sir Hugh was back again, 
that he was probably in need of con- 
genial companionship, and that, coin- 
cidentally, William Hillyard had de- 
parted for a three months’ absence on 
business in the land of the Stars and 
Stripes, there seemed little reason to 
doubt that the things curious people 
wanted to know would, in the course of 
time, divulge themselves. 

The Sargents, meantime, who had 
settled down at Chelwood Park, in 
glorious indifference to the chatter of 
their acquaintances, believed them- 
selves immune from any necessity of 
stirring up society by giving or receiv- 
ing invitations. 

Sylvia and Hugh had decided this 
point between them, in the first days 
after their joyous establishment at 
home. Three people only did they 
elect to receive as visitors—Kit Vail, 
who came to them promptly, always 
his kind and cheery self; Bobby, whom 
they desired to watch over during this 
interim when it was believed that Miss 
Fortescue had relaxed her pursuit of 
him, owing to his father’s flat refusal 
of consent to their marriage; and last, 
but in no way least, Aunty Loo, who 
had voyaged over sea to spend a week 
under their roof. 

Chelwood Park and its wondrous gar- 
dens were radiant in bloom, and a full 
moon was impending in the heavens, 
when the change in the situation came. 





In her usual meteoric fashion, Natalie 
Hillyard, accompanied by O’Rourke 
and de Lorme, appeared one morning 
in time for luncheon, announcing, with 
perfect ease, that she had determined 
to give dear Hugh and Sylvia a charm- 
ing surprise that evening, in order to 
extract them from the lover’s solitude, 
too long maintained. The idea had 
occurred to her to ask a lot of people 
down to a dance by moonlight in the 
grounds, with electricity, of course, 
to help out the moon’s deficiencies, 
and costumes, or dominoes, de rigueur. 

Before Sylvia, who had cordially 
hoped to be left out of Mrs. Hillyard’s 
consideration in her married life, as in 
the past, could recover from the stupor 
of this invasion and announcement, she 
saw, to her chagrin, that her husband, 
however much it displeased him, had 
no intention of shirking the duties of 
hospitality thus thrust upon him. It 
was the first cloud on the heaven of her 
married life; but it was a considerable 
one, and, for a time, seemed to spread 
from pole to pole. 

Natalie, exquisitely pretty, no trace 
upon her sea-shell cheek or brow of 
care or penitence, thoroughly enjoyed 
the excitement she had produced. She 
made a feint of assuring Sylvia that she 
need feel no anxiety, as even the small- 
est arrangements for the evening had 
been made by her. As they spoke, an 
army of workmen and caterers de- 
scended upon the place. 

With her old, superb insolence, Nat- 
alie assumed supreme charge of the 
affair. Sylvia felt herself routed, 
pushed to the wall. Too proud to ap- 
peal to Hugh for sympathy, or to let 
any one else know that she needed it, she 
submitted with what grace she could. 
And so, the day dragged on, until an 
afternoon train to their nearest station 
brought the next relay of unbidden 
guests, in the persons of Mrs. Fortescue 
and Maudie, to whom the butler, 
while introducing them into the hall 
in the absence of the family, gave such 
information as was deemed desirable 
by the invader in making her usual 
reconnatssance du pays. 

*T’ll wait here a bit, Hallett,” said 
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Mrs. Fortescue, in whose employ the 
new Chelwood butler had been, some 
years before. ‘‘Quite as it all looked 
in Sir Hugh’s unmarried days! Hard 
to realize there’s a Lady Sargent now.”’ 

“Yes, madam. Her ladyship in- 
sisted there should be no change for 
her.” 

“Very proper, considering what she 
was,”’ said the lady, her roving gaze 
resting, for a moment, upon her daugh- 
ter, whom their maid and bags were 
preceding up the stairs. ‘“‘No, don’t 
go up yet, Maudie. Mr. Robert Hill- 
yard is staying here, I believe, Hal- 
lett?” 

“Yes, madam, Mr. Robert and his 
aunt, Miss Hillyard—a very deter- 
mined lady. She took to her motor- 
car and left us for town, directly Mrs. 
Hillyard and her friends arrived this 
morning. Mr. Vail’s also stopping 
with us, madam.” 

“I suppose you don’t know where 
Mr. Robert might chance to be, Hal- 
lett?’’ said Mrs. Fortescue, a genial 
sparkle in her maternal eye. 

Hallett looked discreet. 

“Mr. Robert was in the billiard- 
room, a moment. since, madam, 
knocking the balls about, by himself.” 

“Maudie, love,”’ went on the lady, 
in a dreamy way, as if she had not 
heard his answer, “you have never 
seen this beautiful old house of Sir 
Hugh’s. There'll be time before tea 
for you to take a look about. The— 
er—billiard-room, down at the end of 
the corridor, has a particularly fine 
ceiling.”’ 

“Oh, I should love to see that ceiling, 
dear mama!”’ exclaimed Maudie, hasti- 
ly tripping in the direction indicated. 

The faintest adumbration of a smile 
came upon Hallett’s shorn counte- 
nance. Mrs. Fortescue, espying it, 
turned on him a hard, cold, unrelenting 
face, and spoke with a voice to match. 

“T presume you have hardly for- 
gotten the circumstances of your leav- 
ing my service, Hallett? How I—let 
you off—from a term of years in jail.” 

“Hardly, Mrs. Fortescue,’ the man 
said, with smooth humility. “But I 
had hoped my humble offices as a 


HUSBAND 27 
witness in your divorce suit would 
even matters between us.” 

“Whatever you’ve done for me, 
man, has been well paid for. And be 
sure, my keeping your secrets will con- 
tinue only just so long as you continue 
useful—and endurable to me.” 

“TI understand, madam,” he said, 
cringing. “I hope the last batch of 
Mayfair personals I collected at the 
Butlers’ Club was satisfactory? Be- 
lieve me, Mrs. Fortescue, our literary 
partnership is to me a source of honest 


pride.” 
“Hallett, you are impertinent. 
Wait! I’ve a question or two to ask. 


First, where is Sir Hugh?” 

“Sir Hugh and Mrs. Hillyard are in 
the rose-garden, ma’am, arranging for 
to-night,” he said, with a meaning 
smirk. 

“And Miss Ridgeway? Ishould say 
Lady Sargent, only it seems so per- 
fectly absurd.” 

“In her own rooms, ma’am.”’ 

“Sulking?”’ 

“Oh, madam!”’ exclaimed the but- 
ler, sentimentally. ‘Picture a young 
couple but recently settled down in 
their ancestral halls, after months 
spent in roving beneath the cloudless 
skies of Italy and France and 
Egypt Zz 

“ Hallett, don’t be poetical!” 

“Beg pardon, ma’am, but since I 
became a literary man—’’ ventured 
Hallett. 

“A literary idiot!’’ interrupted Mrs. 
Fortescue. “The point is that since 
Mrs. Hillyard arrived this morn- 
ing: a 

“With her gentlemen friends, mad- 
am——”’ 

“Don’t say, ‘gentlemen friends,’ 
Hallett. It is simply impossible. 
Lady Sargent has not had _ sense 
enough to hide her foolish jealousy. 
A nice beginning, upon my word!” 

“But consider, Mrs. Fortescue. My 
lady’s but a young bride, and this en- 
tertainment has dropped upon her like 
a bolt from the blue. Wot more 
natural?” 

“Spare me reflections, Hallett. I 
always skip them in a book,” said his 
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late employer, abstractedly. She was 
thinking whether it was worth her 
while to meet Sylvia as a sympathizer. 

“Sir Hugh has acted in all respects 
like a man of the world,’”’ went on the 
critic of high society from within. 
“He give in to Mrs. Hillyard’s plans 
atonce. Our whole house and grounds 
are now in the hands of Sprightly’s 
men—the incomparable Sprightly, who 
turns you off a wedding or a funeral 
with equal alacrity. The affair, par- 
ticularly the Dresden-china minuet, to 
be danced under different colored lights 
on the old bowling-green, will be a 
scene from fairy-land.”’ 

“Sir Hugh, naturally, has spent 
most of the day in Mrs. Hillyard’s 
company?”’ asked Mrs. Fortescue. 

“Yes, madam,” smirked Hallett. 
“You know her imperious ways—but 
queenly, I call her, decidedly queenly. 
She ordering Sir Hugh here, there, 
everywhere, an’ he follerin’!’”’ 

“And Lady Sargent went under at 
the first shot? Incredible!’’ mused 
Mrs. Fortescue. 

“A headache, her la’ship’s maid 
calls it. One of the privileges of aris- 
tocracy, a headache is, Mrs. Fortescue. 
My own impression is that her la’ship 
has probably been havin’ a good cry!” 

‘““Man, your impressions and reflec- 
tions will put me in my grave!” 

“Comes so natural to me, since I 
went into literature,” answered Hallett, 
simpering. “ But one word more for my 
lady, I’d like to say. She appeals to 
me, that young woman does. Consider 
her youth and inexperience! Till now, 
the couple has been like love birds on 
their perch—Sir Hugh, apparently, 
givin’ no thoughts to his former life, 
an’ she—blissful! But such is life! 
It is the common saying below-stairs, 
to-day, that this is the little rift within 
the lute!”’ 

“ Hallett, you are a donkey!”’ 

“Certainly, ma’am. Only, I 
thought as, us both bein’ authors, you 
might appreciate an apt quotation.”’ 

Christopher Vail, at this moment 
issuing from his stronghold in the 
library, an ancient tome in hand, ad- 
vanced upon the pair, the deep dis- 


taste in his honest face leaving Mrs. 
Fortescue no doubt as to the welcome 
she had from him. 

“How d’ye do, dear Mr. Vail!”’ she 
said, offering her hand. 

“How d’ye do!” he answered, with- 
out taking it. ‘‘Tea’ll be served here, 
Hallett ?”’ 

“Yes, sir; almost immediately, sir,”’ 
answered Hallett, resuming his manner 
of every-day office, and going over to 
the fireplace to unfold a tea-table. 

‘“*So nice to see you here,”’ went on 
Mrs. Fortescue. ‘You, it appears, 
were the first outsider in the bridal 
paradise. I hope you don’t mean to 
play the serpent, Mr. Vail?”’ 

‘““Not when the réle can be so much 
better filled by a lady, Mrs. Fortescue,” 
he responded, brusquely. 

Mrs. Fortescue’s chagrin was 
masked by the entrance, from without, 
of Natalie with three supporters, 
namely, Sir Hugh, O’Rourke and de 
Lorme. The beauty was in high 
feather, and Forty’s intelligent eye 
at once perceived that success had 
perched upon her banners. She 
greeted her friend with her customary 
nonchalant good-fellowship, casually 
observed to Sir Hugh that she had 
forgotten to speak to him of Mrs. 
Fortescue’s coming, but had given 
instructions to the housekeeper; and 
ended by going over to take posses- 
sion of the tea-table which Hallett 
and a footman had, by now, spread 
with a variety of tempting, small 
dainties, as well as the silver tea- 
kettle and its equipments. 

“IT beg your pardon, Mrs. Hill- 
yard,”’ Sir Hugh said, somewhat form- 
ally, approaching her, “‘but my wife 
should be coming down.”’ 

*“Don’t bother about Sylvia,” said 
Natalie, indifferently. ‘‘Her maid 
tells me she’s a rippin’ headache, and 
mayn’t come down-stairs to-day.” 

“Then I'll go to her,” he said, 
looking anxious. 

“Oh, but her maid told mine she 
had locked her door, and given orders 
she was not to be disturbed by any 
one—any one, Sir Hugh. Under those 
circumstances, don’t you think you 
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had better bide your time? Please 
hand this cup to Forty, and come 
back for your own.” 

Sir Hugh, suppressing his impa- 
tience as best he could, complied with 
her request, and Natalie turned to 
Hallett, who, having dismissed his 
myrmidon, was himself about to with- 
draw. 

“By the way, Hallett, we sha’n’t 
want a regular dinner, you know. 
Give us a scratch affair in the ver- 
anda—hot soup, cold things in aspic, 
and plenty of fizz, at eight-thirty, 
sharp. Really, it’s as if the weather 
had been made to my order—warm 
and bright as Midsummer. No sugar 
in yours, Hugh, and a slice of lemon? 
Forty, our frocks for the minuet have 
come. Dreams, perfect dreams! As 
soon as I decided to have this thing, 
I invited Lady Clanberry to be one 
of my dancers, and then went to give 
her shop the order. Not only is she 
coming, but she made her girls rush 
the order, and you know how she 
disappoints.” 

Hallett lingered at Sir Hugh’s el- 
bow. 

“It’s all right, Sir Hugh, about the 
dinner?”’ 

“What do you mean, ‘about the 
dinner’?”’’ said his master, shortly. 

“The order give’ me by Mrs. Hill- 
yard, Sir Hugh. Wouldn’t you wish 
me to speak first to her ladyship?” 

‘““No; do not disturb her ladyship.” 

Hallett vanished, and Vail, who had 
reluctantly taken his tea from Nata- 
lie’s hand, and was drinking it stand- 
ing, went up to Sargent, anxiously. 

“Is Sylvia really not well?’ he 
asked. 

“Quite well,’’ said Sir Hugh, in an 
annoyed tone; and, rising, he went 
into the library. 

“It’s too bad we're deprived of 
her charming ladyship,”’ observed the 
gallant O’Rourke. 

“It’s my belief,’’ said Natalie, ‘‘the 
girl’s so rattled by the idea of having 
to play hostess, she’ll never summon 
courage to come down-stairs.”’ 

“Fancy a Lady Sargent afraid to 
come down-stairs!” commented Fair- 
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and-Forty, hilariously, attacking an- 
other cucumber sandwich. 

“Naturally, any function of good 
society would intimidate a raw, half- 
bred girl like that,’’ went on Mrs. 
Hillyard, amiably conscious of an- 
noying Vail. 

“Faith, raw she may be,” ex- 
claimed O’Rourke, ‘‘but wherever 
the fair Sylvia stands, she’s a thor- 
oughbred, every inch of her!” 

“In my opinion,” Vail added, with 
deliberation, ‘‘after meeting the test 
put to her tact and good breeding 
to-day, Lady Sargent will, in future, 
be proof against any further ordeal— 
whether of good or of bad society!” 
And, setting down his tea-cup, he 
took his hat from a rack by the door, 
and went out into the grounds. 

‘*Boorish fellow!” said Natalie, with 
a little hunch of her pretty shoulders. 
‘Rather soon for the lover to come on 
the scene, even in France, eh, baron?” 

“* Ma foi, madame, in England he is 
always on the scene; in France, he has 
the grace to remain sometimes be- 
hind the door.” 

“TI wonder where Sir Hugh went?” 
exclaimed Natalie, always as restless 
as a bird upon a bough. “I quite 
forgot something important about the 
electric lights.” 

She ran across the hall, and went 
into the library, her departure being 
the sequel for an exchange of sig- 
nificant glances between Mrs. For- 
tescue and de Lorme. 

“What are you two up to?” asked 
O’Rourke. 

“IT am only admiring the way 
Natalie casts off her own share in 
bringing about this marriage of Sir 
Hugh’s—the ‘Secret de Polichinelle’ 
of the Sargent family,’’ Mrs. For- 
tescue observed. 

“Mrs. Hillyard’s an old hand at 
playing with fire,’ said the captain. 
“Strange, isn’t it, how that story’s 
just got around?”’ 

“I can’t think who started it,” said 
Mrs. Fortescue. 

“Somebody who hasn’t much regard 
for the consequences, when Sargent 
finds ’em out. By me soul, I’d like 
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to do a little fightin’ for Lady Sargent 
on my own account,’’ said O’ Rourke. 

“Make yourself easy; she'll never 
hear of it,” said Mrs. Fortescue, with 
rather a strained laugh. 

“Oh, my dear madame, she has 
friends!” And, with a little more 
than his customary elasticity of gait, 
the Irishman quitted the hall by the 
front door. 

“How much does he know?’’ asked 
Forty, blankly. 

“IT cannot say,’’ answered the 
Frenchman. “But this I do know, 
that since our game of bridge at your 
lodgings last week, when the captain 
had the misfortune to lose so heavily, 
he has become an unpleasant ac- 
quaintance for us both. I think I 
shall rid myself of him, and advise 
you, ma chére, to do the same.”’ 

Their conference for defense was in- 
terrupted by the return of Natalie 
from the library with Sir Hugh, and 
by the entrance of Hallett, carrying 
letters by the evening post, which he 
spread in neat piles upon a side- 
table. 

“So cruel of me to rout poor Sir Hugh 
out of that comfortable chair in the 
library with his book and cigar,”’ said 
Natalie, “but I’ve a conviction my 
electrician will make a mess of some- 
thing, if he is not overlooked.” 

“I can spare you a few moments 
only, Mrs. Hillyard,” said Sir Hugh, 
stifly. As they were going together 
to the door, he confronted a side 
glance from Mrs. Fortescue, which 
made him pause. 

She was standing by the table, 
looking over ihe letters, and could 
not resist the mocking, malicious 
spirit that bade her taunt him as easy 
game. Hugh turned abruptly back 
into the hall. 

“On second thought, Mrs. Hillyard, 
I will ask Baron de Lorme to give you 
the benefit of his well-known taste,” 
he said, distantly. 

“Then, Forty, you and the baron 
come,” exclaimed Natalie, angrily. 
“What are you stopping for?”’ 

“Ready! ready!’”’ cried Mrs. Fortes- 
cue. With nimble fingers, she had 


taken out of her embroidered reticule 
a folded paper, and slipped it among 
the others on the table, which task 
safely accomplished, she was fully pre- 
pared to enjoy herself for the evening. 

A few moments later, Vail found 
Sargent standing irresolute at the 
foot of the wide stairs. 

It was a delightful living-room, 
that hall at Chelwood, with its great 
bow-window letting in the beauties of 
outside, its mellow hues of oak and 
tapestry, its massive, old-time furni- 
ture. To Sylvia, upon her arrival in 
her husband’s home, it had appeared 
the very core of comfort in the large, 
stately house full of bygones; and 
here, oftenest upon the arm of Hugh’s 
chair, she liked to sit whenever they 
were indoors. 

These people who had overflowed it, 
unasked, seemed to Sylvia’s husband 
an insult to her, and a profanation of 
their home. He had endured the 
long, tiresome day away from her, 
but now, at the end of it, every beat 
of his heart cried out for Sylvia. 
Some hours earlier, she had remon- 
strated against his submission to 
Natalie’s caprice. He had answered 
her roughly; she had run away and 
shut herself in her bedroom. More 
than once, he had gone to her door, 
and turned away without asking for 
admission. Why could she not see he 
was sufficiently punished by the poor 
part he had to play? 

In this mood, Vail, coming in from 
his walk with equanimity renewed, 
found his friend. 

“Ha, Sargent, alone? That’s good. 
I want to consult you. Do you 
know, in this upheaval of to-day, 
we've all been losing sight of Bobby? 
Just now, while crossing the lawn, I 
happened to look up at the billiard- 
room window, and there, by Jove, was 
our Infant, with Maudie standing by 
his side.”’ 

“Hang that girl! 
that won’t do!” 

“You'll say so, when you hear all. 
If I’m not mistaken, The Baby 
Snatcher’s venerable head was repos- 
ing on Bobby’s shoulder!” 


She here? Vail, 








SYLVIA’S 
“TI say,” exclaimed Hugh, in blank 
dismay, “where’s Aunty Loo?” 

“Gone to town to avoid her sister- 
in-law!”’ 

“She must be brought back!”’ 

“She is our only hope!” 

“What in the devil does Maudie 
mean by it?” said Sir Hugh. “I 
thought old Hillyard had settled her, 
long ago.” 

“Do you suppose Forty hasn't 
nosed out the fact that Miss Hillyard 
has made a will, dividing her fortune 
between Bobby and Sylvia?” 

“In that case, it is obvious that 
Aunty Loo ns 

“Exactly; and, with your permis- 
sion, I shall now send a wire to those 
gentlemanly chambers she has set up 
for herself in town, to ask her to re- 
turn to-night to Chelwood.”’ 

“Do so,” said Hugh, with a look of 
relief; “but, on no account, worry 
Sylvia.” 

“Don’t fear for that,’’ Vail said, as 
he went off; then, pausing for a mo- 
ment, as if by an afterthought, “by 
the way, Hugh, old chap, if I were in 
your place now, do you know what I’d 
do, as fast as my legs could carry me?”’ 

“What?” 

‘Go up-stairs!”’ said Vail, smiling. 

“Bachelor’s wives!’’ Hugh said to 
himself, rather grimly. “I wonder if 
Kit has the least idea— By Jove, I 
believe that’s Sylvia coming down!” 

It was, indeed, Sylvia, in a trailing 
robe of white, girdled with gold and 
amethysts, at her breast a knot of 
violets, her splendid locks twisted low 
in her neck behind. She was leaning 
over the baluster, her face in shadow, 
and Sargent felt, rather than heard, 
her speak his name. 

‘““Well?”’ he answered, not too cheer- 
fully. 

““Couldn’t you come up?” the voice 
a little stronger, and full of longing. 

“T think not, thank you.” 

“Then, I'll come down.” 

There was a swift rush downward, a 
billowing behind her of masses of gauze 
and lace, and a happy call from Hugh. 

“Stop! Let us meet half-way!” 

In a moment he had her in his arms, 
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and they came down, lovingly en- 
twined. 

“Want your tea?’’ he asked. 

“Oh, dear, no! Had it long ago! 
What a horrid tea-table—all higglede- 
piggledy! You have been a bachelor 
again all the afternoon, haven’t you? 
Did you like it, Hugh?” 

“TI hated and loathed it, and you 
know I did, you witch!” 

“I was horrid, wasn’t I? 

“Rather. For you, that is, not for 
anybody else.” 

“Sit down, you darling, in our own 
big chair, and let me get on the arm of 
it. There, that’s more comfy for a 
talk. Oh, Hugh, darling, darling, 
what a wretch I was, to stay locked in, 
and hear you tiptoeing off from my 


” 


door! How could I ever give up to 
such mean, jealous feelings as I 
had?” 


“No matter. You won’t have them 
any more?”’ 

“Never. Every minute of the 
time, I was just dying to open that door 
and throw myself into your arms!” 

“Why didn’t you?” 

“Because, when I got over the wick- 
ed temper Natalie had put me in—oh, 
it wasn’t all your being cross to me— 
you can’t imagine how she tortured me, 
after luncheon, when we were alone a 
little while— I wanted to put myself 
under discipline.”’ 

“Rather hard on me,” said Hugh, 
ruefully. 

‘““We can laugh, now that we’re hap- 
py and together, but, while it lasted, 
it was awful.” 

“I feel like a rag after it!’ 

‘“Now comes my penance. Not only 
is Lady Sargent going to behave beauti- 
fully to her guests, all of them, all the 
evening, but she’s going to own to her 
husband that he was right from the 
beginning, and she was wrong.”’ 

‘* Let’s talk of it no more,’’ Hugh ex- 
claimed. 

“But I must!” pretested she. “I 
owe it to you to tell you that, now, I 
perfectly understand your relation to 
Natalie.”’ 

“Sylvia!’’ he began, frowning, and 
rising to leave her in possession of the 
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Jacobean chair that had held them 
both. 

“Please hear me, Hugh. I'll never 
rest till I tell you. The reason you 
bear with her so angelically is because 
she’s my guardian’s wife, and he was 
so good to me when we were married!” 

“Sylvia!” he exclaimed, taking her 
two hands to bury his face in them, in 
relief that it was no worse. 

*“**Oh,’ I said, ‘I shall put myself in 
his place, and say, “I, Hugh Sar- 
gent, can’t stoop to be petty like that 
foolish wife of mine. I'm under end- 
less obligations to the Hillyards. I’ve 
stopped in their house for weeks, dined 
with them a hundred times. I must 
meet this imposition like a gentleman.”’’ 
Oh, Hugh, dear, don’t tell me a man 
isn’t bigger and truer to high instincts 
than a woman. We are little, and 
catty, and resentful. But you'll see, 
I'll be worthy of you! You'll see!” 

“Sylvia, my own wife!”’ he answered, 
deeply moved by her innocent homage. 
‘““Run up-stairs, now, and get dressed 
for the evening. Tell Marie to do her 
very best.” 

‘Yes; and I’ve decided to wear that 
Cleopatra gown we got in Paris, and 
your mother’s jewels. Natalie will be 
surprised at my grandeur!” 

“And then come down and take 
your place at your husband’s side, as 
mistress of his house, during these 
revels thrust upon us. By to-morrow, 
Chelwood will be itself again, and all 
your troubles will have vanished, along 
with the caterer’s folks and the Chinese 
lanterns.”’ 

“That they will,’”’ she said, radiant- 
ly. 

“Oh, we’re dining, I forgot to say, 
at eight-thirty, in the veranda, where 
it’s cool, in order to leave the dining- 
room for the men to prepare the sup- 
per.” 

“Clever idea, that, of yours!” 

“It wasn’t my idea,”’ said he, hesitat- 
ing a little. 

““Oh—Natalie’s?” she 
with a drop in her voice. 

“It seemed a good one,”’ he went on, 
timorously. 

“Certainly, a good one,’”’ she an- 


answered, 


swered; ‘‘only, I think I might have 
been consulted. There I go off again, 
Hugh. Never mind! I’m sorry, al- 
ready!”’ 

Sir Hugh gathered her in a strong 
embrace. 

“Sweetheart, you are still a child! 
Now, I actually must go outside, and 
have an eye on the final preparations.” 

“Come to my room when Marie’s 


done with me,’’ she said. “I am a 
little anxious about Cleopatra’s 
sleeve.”’ 


‘What is the matter with it?”’ asked 
her husband, smiling. 

“There isn’t any. 
spangles. 
spectable with tulle. 
to look my best!” 

“In any case, you'll be the sweetest 
and prettiest Lady Sargent that ever 
stood here!”’ he said, in departing. 

“If you think so—that’s all I ask,” 
she called after him. 

As the door closed upon her husband, 
leaving the girl alone amid the creep- 
ing shadows of the beautiful old hall, 
she uttered a little cry, born of her 
overwhelming feeling. 

“Oh, my God, how I love him! So 
much, that I’m afraid!” 

Singing in her happiness, Lady Sar- 
gent fluttered for a moment about the 
hall, tidying chairs, cushions and 
books, as a nice house-mistress will, 
and in her heart rejoicing that her un- 
congenial visitors still kept themselves 
out of her reach. While so engaged, 
her eye fell upon the letters, and, with 
a sigh, she took up the small heap of 
them intended for herself. The 
thought flashed to her how little one 
cares for letters when one has all the 
world at home! 

Then, the journal deposited by Mrs. 
Fortescue was picked up mechanically, 
with indifferent fingers. The blue 
lines around a certain paragraph 
failed to attract her curiosity. She 
thought it was the usual mention of 
the return of Sir Hugh and Lady Sar- 
gent to Chelwood Park. “Happy 
Lady Sargent,’”’ she said, within her- 
self, ‘““‘to have Chelwood Park to re- 
turn to! Is it I, really I, lonely, un- 


Just a row of 
We must do something re- 
Oh, I do want 
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friended Sylvia Ridgeway, who has 
come into this proud estate?” 

Another moment, and the meaning 
of the marked paragraph was blazed 
into her brain. Vail found her clutch- 
ing the paper, and staring at him with 
wild eyes. 

“Read, Kit, read!’ she gasped, 
thrusting it into his grasp. 

He did not need to obey her. Too 
often had the unhappy story been 
whispered to him, of late, by casual, 
curious people. He knew it had got 
abroad and was beyond recall. But 
if it had only been spared Sylvia! 

“Kit, you don’t answer. Is it 
true?’’ she asked, shuddering. 

“True! Oh, Sylvia, where’s your 
faith, your high spirit, your superi- 
ority to petty gossip?”’ 

“You don’t auswer me. Then, tell 
me only this. Do they say my hus- 
band was there, engaged in a low, 
vulgar intrigue with her when he mar- 
ried me? Why should he have mar- 
ried me? Wasn't the world all be- 
fore him where to choose? Wasn't I 
happy in believing in him? happier 
than in marrying him to fall to this?” 

“Sylvia,” Vail answered, carried 
away by her fiery challenge. “I posi- 
tively won’t talk to you while you are 
in this excited state. You wrong 
Hugh, but, above all, you wrong your- 
self. You couldn’t be more overcome 
if it were true.” 

“If it were true! Then it isn’t true? 
Ah, Kit, dear Kit, tell me it isn’t true? 
He never loved Natalie—that way! 
Tell me only that, and I’ll be grateful 
all my life!’’ 

“Sylvia,” Vail said, after a pause, 
while he chose his words, “ Hugh is 
my best friend, and your husband, the 
man you have sworn to keep to for 
worse or better. Is it fair to either of 
us to ask me that question?” 

“Oh, no, it’s base!’’ cried she, wring- 
ing her hands. “It’s Hugh, Hugh, I 
ought to ask!”’ 

Greatly troubled, Vail answered her 
as if she had been an ailing child. 

“Don’t you believe that Hugh loves 
you?”’ 

“Of course he does!” cried Sylvia. 
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“Why, not ten minutes since—” She 
dropped her head in fond remem- 
brance. 

“I know he does, with his whole, 
honest heart.” 

“What must I do?” she said, cheer- 
ing in spite of herself. 

“Dry your eyes, little girl, and I'll 
tell you. Your house, worse luck, is 
full, and will be fuller, of people, some 
of whom would enjoy no spectacle so 
much as that of the new Lady Sargent 
suffering from a fit of jealousy of a 
suspected rival. For Hugh’s sake, for 
the sake of the happy life I believe 
you will lead together, I implore you 
to give no sign that the story has 
reached your ears.”’ 

“You are right, 
holding up her head. 

“Trust Hugh. Stand by Hugh, and 
that will be the best answer to suspi- 
cion.” 

“T will! I will!” cried Sylvia. 

“That’s better!’ said Vail, taking 
the paper from her hand and putting 
it in his pocket. ‘“‘Now the red has 
come back to your cheeks. Your eyes 
shine as | like toseethem. Bear your- 
self like a soldier, Lady Sargent, and, 
believe me, you'll conquer yet!”’ 

“Oh, you'll see!” she cried, break- 
ing away from him, and running im- 
petuously up the stairs. ‘Good-bye, 
Kit! I must run on, now, and get 
ready. You’ve put new life in me. 
I’m not sad any more—I’m happy. 
Why, I could fight a duel, lead a for- 
lorn hope, trample my enemies under 
foot, defy the universe—anything— 
only to show the world that my hus- 
band is mine, mine, mine!’ 

Vail looked up at her, smiling. 
When she had disappeared, he sighed. 


Kit,’’ she said, 





IV 


EVENING in the gardens of Chel- 
wood Park! Certainly, whatever 
might be said of Mrs. Hillyard’s 
methods of accomplishment, her taste 
was indisputable, and the result as sat- 
isfactory as if she had been an excel- 
lent and scrupulous person, of the 
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highest moral standards. Even Vail, 
wandering about from scene to scene 
of her festivity, in his most cynical 
mood, had to admit the success of the 
féte as a brilliant spectacle, moving 
like clock-work in every detail. 

The dazzling beauty of the dances 
on the old bowling-green, with its 
clipped hedges and box peacocks and 
vases, illuminated with subtle skill, 
had culminated in Natalie’s ‘“‘ Dresden- 
china minuet.’’ In this, Mrs. Hill- 
yard, Mrs. Fortescue, Maudie andthe 
compliant Lady Clanberry took part, 
with O’Rourke, de Lorme, Godfrey and 
Bobby as their cavaliers, all attired in 
costumes of white satin, sprigged with 
flowers of gold and rose, looking as if 
they had stepped out of Marcolini’s 
“Carnival of Venice.” 

Now, the dancers trod their stately 
measures in a flood of rosy radiance; 
again, they assumed the uniform tint 
of palest violet, and so on, through the 
gamut of colors, until, at the very end, 
in a blaze of amber light, they took and 
held the attitudes of a shelf full of 
Dresden figurines, as if stricken to 
porcelain by a wizard unseen in the 
boskage. 

Applause fell like hail from the 
guests looking on. Then, as another 
band struck up a waltz, the bowling- 
green became invaded by people in 
dominoes and masks. [ive Pierrots, 
with linked hands, ran about laughing, 
capering and playing pranks. Sud- 
denly, seized by a spirit of daring, these 
youngsters undertook to bar the way 
before an arch of evergreen at the en- 
trance of a long alley leading to the 
house, demanding that every one who 
came through it should pay toll by a 
dance with them. 

The first victim, as it turned out, 
was a foeman worthy of the steel of 
even the “Invincible Pierrots.’’ Bob- 
by Hillyard, after being told off by 
Natalie to fill the place and wear the 
costume of Maudie’s intended partner 
in the minuet—unfortunately detained 
in town by the cutting of a wisdom 
tooth—felt that, for once, Fortune 
had played into his hands. Certain 
conclusions reached by Miss Fortescue 





and himself during their prolonged in- 
terview in the billiard-room before 
dinner, had fired his blood, and inspired 
his heart to any deed demanding 
action. 

As Maudie and he strolled down the 
cedar walk, and through the arch, 
unconscious of lurking forms on the 
other side, Bobby was overheard to 
say: 

“This way, dearest. 
you can rest.”’ 

“** Dearest’! oh, my heart!’’ whis- 
pered one of the listening Pierrots. 

“Anywhere with you, Robert!” 
Maudie’s voice made answer. 

There was a stifled burst of laughter. 
The Pierrots bounded out to surround 
the incoming couple, and clamorously 
demanded their toll. Bobby, on hear- 
ing the extent of the penalty, threw 
off his domino, and allowed them to 
ring him in, all dancing together in 
mad merriment. Soon, it became 
evident to the Invincible Pierrots that 
they had been out-generaled, Bobby 
continuing to perform surprising feats 
of agility after each of them in turn 
had fallen out of the fray, panting and 
forceless. While the shy Maudie sat 
masked on a bench, looking on, the 
Pierrots fell upon a servant passing 
with a bottle of champagne and glasses, 
and drank unanimously to the health 
and welfare of their gallant captive, 
who was then allowed to pass on with his 
fair one to another part of the garden. 

The next footstep to fall upon the 
ear of the Pierrots was a ponderous 
one. It heralded the appearance, 
beneath the arch, of what they took to 
be the most remarkable travesty of 
the evening—a personage of ample 
dimensions and great height, equipped 
in an automobilist’s outfit, including 
eye-goggles, who, on arrival among 
them, spoke with authority to a foot- 
man following. 

“There, get along with you, young 
man,” said a strident voice. ‘‘No 
need to pilot me around this lunatic 
asylum. Just see that my chauffeur 
gets a bite to eat, will you, and tell 
them to keep my machine waiting first 
in the line at the lodge-gate!”’ 


I know where 
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“‘Capital!”’ cried a Pierrot. 

“Immense, simply immense!”’ cried 
another. 

“Sooner or later, it will be torn 
from us by Madame Tussaud,” ex- 
claimed a third. 

“Fair being, receive our homage!”’ 
cried out a young fellow, kneeling 
fantastically at the apparition’s feet. 

“ Receive all our homages!”’ 

They knelt in a circle, then arose, 
prancing and uttering their war-cry: 

“We are the Invincible Pierrots. 
Dance! dance! dance!”’ 

Miss Lucretia Hillyard, at first in- 
dignant, was forced into taking a few 
steps; then, breaking through their 
line, she faced them, panting. 

“You're a pretty set of madcaps, 
aren’t you?”’ she asked. ‘“ You’re far 
too idiotic to get angry with, but, I’d 
have you to know, I’m not mas- 
querading; I’m simply in the every- 
day costume ofa lady out for a moon- 
light spin, who came down to Chel- 
wood for the purpose of looking after 
a young relative believed to be making 
even more of a fool of himself than 
nature intended. I am told he was 
seen going in this direction. Under 
these circumstances, I trust the In- 
vincible Pierrots will see the propriety 
of not interrupting me further.” 

There was something in her tone 
that commanded respect, and the 
Pierrots, one and all, lined up like 
gentlemen. 

““Whom have we the honor of ad- 
dressing?’’ asked their leader. 

“TI forgot to say that I’m Lady 
Sargent’s aunt,” observed Miss Hill- 
yard, blandly. 

The Pierrots, muttering apologies, 
fled incontinently. Aunty Loo, look- 
ing after them with twinkling eyes, 
decided to rest upon a tempting seat 
within a rose-arbor at hand, before 
resuming her quest of Robert. 

“Bless me! I haven’t cut the 
pigeon wing in a hundred years!” 
she said. “I must get my wind 
again, for the charge on Bobby.” 

As she ensconced herself in a nook 
created for youth and tender senti- 
ment, the old lady’s face grew grim. 
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She heard the approaching Bobby’s 
voice, in earnest conversation, and 
what he said was plainly audible. 

“Hang these people for taking that 
place 1 wanted! No, Maudie, don’t 
try to change now. My mind’s made 
up. Nobody shall say I’ve ridden at 
a fence I’m afraid to take! I may 
break my neck going over it, but at 
least I won’t have shirked!”’ 

“ Right stuff!’’ muttered Aunty Loo, 
hesitating greatly whether or not to 
declare her presence as the couple 
strayed into the moonlit bit of path, 
full in her line of vision. But 
Maudie’s answer decided her to keep 
silence. 

“Dearest, have you considered all 
the consequences of our rash action?” 

“What are consequences, beside 
you and happiness?’’ answered the 
lad. 

“Your—your father?’’ ventured the 
lady. 

““He’s sworn he’ll disinherit me if I 
marry you, but what’s that, provided 
I have you, and you have me?” 

“Nothing; of course not,” said she, 
faintly, “since there’s your aunt os 

“Aunty Loo?” repeated Bobby. 

“Yes, hasn’t she said—doesn’t she 
mean to leave you half her fortune?” 

“Haven't heard of it!”’ responded 
he, cheerfully. “She might be good 
for a wedding-present, the dear old 
lady might, but I'll be hanged if I 
begin married life by sponging on her 
for a living.” 

“Oh!” answered Maudie, in a 
deeply disappointed tone. ‘Perhaps, 
Robert, we are too rash—too daring. 
Let us wait ‘i 

“Wait! What for? You wrote me 
you’d join me here to-night, and told 
me to get everything ready. I’ve the 
special license in my pocket. We'll 
slip into the house now, and change 
our clothes. These dominoes, the 
crowd, are in our favor. The motor- 
car I ordered from town is waiting 
at the lodge-gate. We can get off 
like a streak of lightning. I'll take 
you straight to your friend in Mount 
street, then go to my hotel, and to- 
morrow we'll be married hard and 
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fast! Come, Maudie, cheer up! If 
the worst comes to the worst, I won’t 
be the first fellow that’s had to work 
for the girl he loves.” 

“Families rarely hold out,” said 
Maudie; “ but—but “ 

“No ‘buts’!” cried the gallant 
Bobby. “It’s all settled, I tell you. 
Take me now or never! Come!”’ 

“Oh, Robert!” began the still doubt- 
ful bride-elect; but her remonstrance 
was lost to Miss Lucretia’s ear, by 
Bobby’s hurrying her away. As the 
two dominoes disappeared up the 
cedar walk, Aunty Loo emerged from 
her retirement, with a queer look on 
her face. 

“Nice boy, that! Worth saving!” 
She paused, for a moment, thinking. 
‘“**Now or never.’ Poor, fleeced lamb! 
H’m! ‘Motor-car waiting at the gate!’ 
So’s mine waiting at the gate. Well, 
as we say in America, though I 
wouldn’t let Bobby hear me speak it, 
‘“What’s the matter with my driving 
that party up to town?’”’ 

With a brisk step, the grotesque 
figure marched away into the shadows, 
turning up a side-path just in time to 
avoid meeting Sylvia, gorgeous in her 
Cleopatra gown, who had begged Vail 
to take her for a few moments out of 
the crowd to where it was cool and 
restful. 

“* How delicious!’’ the girl exclaimed, 
when they reached the rose-arbor. 
“Kit, I think I could never weary of 
the nooks in this dear old garden. 

But you have not once told me how 
you like my dress!’’ 

“It may be the costumer’s idea of 
Cleopatra, right enough,” said the 
truthful Vail, “but it’s all out as to 
facts. And, besides, it isn’t Sylvia.” 

“Crusty fellow! I knew you’d say 
so. I felt that when I first took it 
from the box. We had ordered it 
from Paris for a fancy ball at Cannes, 
where I ended by going as a fisher-girl 
in a stuff petticoat—price, fifteen 
francs—a bodice compounded by my 
maid, a peasant’s neck-handkerchief, 
and any quantity of coral beads 
bought on the quay!”’ 
“You are over-tired,”’ 





Vail said, 





looking at the charming vision—how 
charming to him he dared not let her 
know!—with solicitude. 

She was apparently keyed to the 
highest pitch of excitement. The 
evening had proved to her more than 
a success. She had been like a boat 
tossed from wave to wave of flattery 
and adulation. The mistress of Chel- 
wood had, indeed, taken her new 
place dashingly. 

“Don’t say anything to make me 
drop!” cried she, “‘or I'll go down like 
an omelette soufflée.”’ 

“You've been splendid,” Vail went 
on. “Again and again, I’ve seen 
Hugh’s eyes turn to you with pride.” 

“To the costumer’s idea of Cleo- 
patra, you mean?” she said, with a 
happy smile. 

“Your jewels, too, are the best in 
sight!” 

“Now, that is something like a 
Kit!” she exclaimed, joyously. ‘“‘They 
are Hugh’s family-jewels, of course. 
I knew they’d be a surprise, even to 
him. I had told him I could never 
fancy myself daring to put them all 
on!” ; 

“Ah, well, my Sylvia will always 
wear a hat trimmed with salmon- 
flies.” 

“And a very muddy skirt and 
squashing boots,’”’ she added. “Kit, 
in those days at Ballyrig, I didn’t 
have to dress up and make a show of 
myself to prove that I’d a right to my 
place in life.” 

“No, dear, but, after to-night, you 
may defy the gossips, frustrate their 
knavish tricks, and all the rest of it. 
In this world we live in, if you want to 
avoid slander, better disport yourself 
in the broad light of public notice. 
Dance, sing, laugh, where all may 
look on. No one ever sympathizes 
with the ones who sigh alone in the 
shadows.” 

“Kit, that sounded almost bitter.”’ 

‘““Nonsense, I’m not bitter. I’m 
only wondering when supper’s to be.” 

‘“As soon as they’ve had the barn- 
dance, and that’s next on the pro- 
gramme. I’m engaged for it to dear 
old Sir Claud Doncaster.”’ 
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“Your heart is lighter, Sylvia?” 

“Yes, thanks to you. If you’re 
bitter sometimes, you’re always a 
tonic, Kit. Then, those subtle flat- 
teries about my looks, my jewels—I 
saw through them, but I rose to the 
bait, and it agreed with me.” 

“T’m glad I’ve put you in my 
debt.” 

“Why?” 

“Because I want a promise from 
you in return.” 

“What is it?” 

“That you'll forget Mrs. Fortescue’s 
treachery, and Natalie’s insolence, and 
not speak to Hugh of either.”’ 

“I won’t speak to Hugh, if you like, 
Kit, though the trouble is, he sees into 
my heart! But don’t ask me not to 
treat myself to putting those two wo- 
men back into their proper places, for 
I must.” 

“Don’t, Sylvia! Let sleeping dogs 
lie.” 

“T must, I tell you, Kit. I’m only 
human, and very feminine. Besides, 
how can I fear them, or any one, so 
long as I’ve got Hugh?” 

““How my lady feels her power!’’ 

““Of course she does. I’m proud as 
a peacock, and strong as a giant—so 
long as I’ve got Hugh! Now, Kit, I’ve 
had a breath of fresh air, take me back 
to the barn-dance, or my dear old part- 
ner will never approve of me again!”’ 


In another part of the garden, Nat- 
alie had bid the participants in her 
Dresden-china minuet await her for a 
grand entry to supper in procession, 
and here Mrs. Fortescue, de Lorme and 
O’ Rourke were first at the tryst. 

“How is it with yourself, de Lorme? 
For me, I’m deuced tired o’ bein’ a 
Chaney image!’’ said the Irishman, 
laughing as he mopped his brow, after 
dancing. “I wish they’d put me on 
the shelf.” 

“Has any one seen Natalie?’’ inter- 
rupted Mrs. Fortescue, in a vexed tone. 
“Surely, she should be here by this.”’ 

“T had a glimpse of her a few mo- 
ments since,’’ said de Lorme, with em- 
phasis, “going into the long walk to- 
ward the fish-pond.” 
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“The only dark walk—alone?”’ asked 
Fair-and-Forty, eagerly. 


“Not alone,” said the baron. ‘‘She 
was with our host.”’ 
“‘How provoking of her! But every- 


thing has gone wrong with me this 
evening. Just now, I was called into 
the house by a telegram about my hus- 
band.” 

“Your late husband?” asked 
O’Rourke, with studied simplicity. 

“Oh, dear, no! Ex—notlate. This 
time, it seems, he is dangerously ill. 
If anything happens to him, my ali- 
mony stops.” 

“Let us pray for the preservation 
of his valuable life,” said the captain, 
piously. 

“Oh, but he always does everything 
he can to spite me,”’ pursued Mrs. For- 
tescue, in a melancholy tone. “It 
would be just like him to go and die!”’ 

“Take it aisy, ma’am. It’s al- 
ways darkest just before the dawn,” 
said O’Rourke, consolingly. ‘Grand 
success, this ball! Did you see how 
my Lady Sargent swept all before her? 
She that expected to be queen of the 
evenin’ was outshone entoirely.” 

“But she has taken an early re- 
venge,’’ answered Mrs. Fortescue, ma- 
liciously. ‘*‘ Don’t speak to me of that 
under-bred Sylvia Ridgeway! Why, 
the way she’s given some of her guests 
the cold shoulder to-night, is simply 
scandalous.”’ 

“Fortune of war, Mrs. Fortescue. 
You and I are old soldiers. Isn’t re- 
pulse what we expect, when we go 
raidin’ in the enemy’s country?” 

“I’m sure I don’t know what you 
mean? When she was nobody, I 
was always Sylvia’s friend.” 

“O Friendship, what crimes are 
committed in thy name!’ went on 
O’Rourke, meaningly. 

“Really, Captain O’Rourke,”’ said 
the lady, with an assumption of inno- 
cence attacked, “‘I am just a little tired 
of yourinsinuations. The baron, here, 
agrees with me.” 

“But certainly, madame,” said de 
Lorme, ranging himself beside her, and 
casting a vengeful look at the captain, 
“I, too, am very tired of them.” 
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fast! Come, Maudie, cheer up! If 
the worst comes to the worst, I won’t 
be the first fellow that’s had to work 
for the girl he loves.” 

“Families rarely hold out,’’ said 
Maudie; “ but—but e 

“No ‘buts’! cried the gallant 
Bobby. “It’s all settled, I tell you. 
Take me now or never! Come!”’ 

“Oh, Robert!’’ began the still doubt- 
ful bride-elect; but her remonstrance 
was lost to Miss Lucretia’s ear, by 
Bobby’s hurrying her away. As the 
two dominoes disappeared up the 
cedar walk, Aunty Loo emerged from 
her retirement, with a queer look on 
her face. 

“Nice boy, that! Worth saving!” 
She paused, for a moment, thinking. 
‘*** Now or never.’ Poor, fleeced lamb! 
H’m! ‘Motor-car waiting at the gate!’ 
So’s mine waiting at the gate. Well, 
as we say in America, though I 
wouldn’t let Bobby hear me speak it, 
‘“What’s the matter with my driving 
that party up to town?’”’ 

With a brisk step, the grotesque 
figure marched away into the shadows, 
turning up a side-path just in time to 
avoid meeting Sylvia, gorgeous in her 
Cleopatra gown, who had begged Vail 
to take her for a few moments out of 
the crowd to where it was cool and 
restful. 

“‘ How delicious!”’ the girl exclaimed, 
when they reached the rose-arbor. 
“Kit, I think I could never weary of 
the nooks in this dear old garden. . 
But you have not once told me how 
you like my dress!” 

“It may be the costumer’s idea of 
Cleopatra, right enough,” said the 
truthful Vail, “but it’s all out as to 
facts. And, besides, it isn’t Sylvia.” 

“Crusty fellow! I knew you’d say 
so. I felt that when I first took it 
from the box. We had ordered it 
from Paris for a fancy ball at Cannes, 
where I ended by going as a fisher-girl 
in a stuff petticoat—price, fifteen 
francs—a bodice compounded by my 
maid, a peasant’s neck-handkerchief, 
and any quantity of coral beads 
bought on the quay!”’ 

“You are over-tired,”’ 





Vail said, 


looking at the charming vision—how 
charming to him he dared not let her 
know!—with solicitude. 

She was apparently keyed to the 
highest pitch of excitement. The 
evening had proved to her more than 
a success. She had been like a boat 
tossed from wave to wave of flattery 
and adulation. The mistress of Chel- 
wood had, indeed, taken her new 
place dashingly. 

“Don’t say anything to make me 
drop!”’ cried she, “or I'll go down like 
an omelette soufflée.”” 

“You've been splendid,” Vail went 
on. “Again and again, I’ve seen 
Hugh’s eyes turn to you with pride.”’ 

“To the costumer’s idea of Cleo- 
patra, you mean?” she said, with a 
happy smile. 

“Your jewels, too, are the best in 
sight!” 

“Now, that is something like a 
Kit!’ she exclaimed, joyously. ‘They 
are Hugh’s family-jewels, of course. 
I knew they’d be a surprise, even to 
him. I had told him I could never 
fancy myself daring to put them all 
on!” 

“Ah, well, my Sylvia will always 
wear a hat trimmed with salmon- 
flies.”’ 

“And a very muddy skirt and 
squashing boots,’’ she added. “Kit, 
in those days at Ballyrig, I didn’t 
have to dress up and make a show of 
myself to prove that I’d a right to my 
place in life.” 

“No, dear, but, after to-night, you 
may defy the gossips, frustrate their 
knavish tricks, and all the rest of it. 
In this world we live in, if you want to 
avoid slander, better disport yourself 
in the broad light of public notice. 
Dance, sing, laugh, where all may 
look on. No one ever sympathizes 
with the ones who sigh alone in the 
shadows.” 

“Kit, that sounded almost bitter.”’ 

“Nonsense, I’m not bitter. I’m 
only wondering when supper’s to be.” 

““As soon as they’ve had the barn- 
dance, and that’s next on the pro- 
gramme. I’m engaged for it to dear 
old Sir Claud Doncaster.” 
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“Your heart is lighter, Sylvia?” 

“Yes, thanks to you. If you’re 
bitter sometimes, you’re always a 
tonic, Kit. Then, those subtle flat- 
teries about my looks, my jewels—I 
saw through them, but I rose to the 
bait, and it agreed with me.” 

“I’m glad I’ve put you in my 
debt.” 

“Why?” 

“Because I want a promise from 
you in return.” 

“What is it?” 

“That you'll forget Mrs. Fortescue’s 
treachery, and Natalie’s insolence, and 
not speak to Hugh of either.” 

“IT won’t speak to Hugh, if you like, 
Kit, though the trouble is, he sees into 
my heart! But don’t ask me not to 
treat myself to putting those two wo- 
men back into their proper places, for 
I must.” 

“Don’t, Sylvia! Let sleeping dogs 
lie.” 

“T must, I tell you, Kit. I’m only 
human, and very feminine. Besides, 
how can I fear them, or any one, so 
long as I’ve got Hugh?”’ 

‘““How my lady feels her power!’ 

“Of course she does. I’m proud as 
a peacock, and strong as a giant—so 
long as I’ve got Hugh! Now, Kit, I’ve 
had a breath of fresh air, take me back 
to the barn-dance, or my dear old part- 
ner will never approve of me again!” 


In another part of the garden, Nat- 
alie had bid the participants in her 
Dresden-china minuet await her for a 
grand entry to supper in procession, 
and here Mrs. Fortescue, de Lorme and 
O’Rourke were first at the tryst. 

“How is it with yourself, de Lorme? 
For me, I’m deuced tired o’ bein’ a 
Chaney image!’’ said the Irishman, 
laughing as he mopped his brow, after 
dancing. “I wish they’d put me on 
the shelf.” 

““Has any one seen Natalie?’’ inter- 
rupted Mrs. Fortescue, in a vexed tone. 
“Surely, she should be here by this.’’ 

“T had a glimpse of her a few mo- 
ments since,’’ said de Lorme, with em- 
phasis, “going into the long walk to- 
ward the fish-pond.” 
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“The only dark walk—alone?”’ asked 
Fair-and-Forty, eagerly. 


**Not alone,’”’ said the baron. ‘‘She 
was with our host.”’ 
“‘How provoking of her! But every- 


thing has gone wrong with me this 
evening. Just now, I was called into 
the house by a telegram about my hus- 
band.” 

“Your late husband?’ asked 
O’Rourke, with studied simplicity. 

“Oh, dear, no! Ex—notlate. This 
time, it seems, he is dangerously ill. 
If anything happens to him, my ali- 
mony stops.”’ 

“Let us pray for the preservation 
of his valuable life,” said the captain, 
piously. 

“Oh, but he always does everything 
he can to spite me,’’ pursued Mrs. For- 


tescue, in a melancholy tone. “It 
would be just like him to go and die!”’ 
“Take it aisy, ma’am. It’s al- 


ways darkest just before the dawn,” 
said O’Rourke, consolingly. ‘Grand 
success, this ball! Did you see how 
my Lady Sargent swept all before her? 
She that expected to be queen of the 
evenin’ was outshone entoirely.”’ 

“But she has taken an early re- 
venge,’’ answered Mrs. Fortescue, ma- 
liciously. ‘‘ Don’t speak to me of that 
under-bred Sylvia Ridgeway! Why, 
the way she’s given some of her guests 
the cold shoulder to-night, is simply 
scandalous.” 

“Fortune of war, Mrs. Fortescue. 
You and I are old soldiers. Isn’t re- 
pulse what we expect, when we go 
raidin’ in the enemy’s country?” 

“I’m sure I don’t know what you 
mean? When she was nobody, I 
was always Sylvia’s friend.” 

“OQ Friendship, what crimes are 
committed in thy name!’’ went on 
O’Rourke, meaningly. 

“Really, Captain O’Rourke,”’ said 
the lady, with an assumption of inno- 
cence attacked, ‘‘I am just a little tired 
of your insinuations. The baron, here, 
agrees with me.”’ 

“But certainly, madame,” said de 
Lorme, ranging himself beside her, and 
casting a vengeful look at the captain, 
“I, too, am very tired of them.” 





When we get back to town,” went 
on Mrs. Fortescue, “I’m afraid I sha’n’t 
see as much of you in the future, as in 
the past.” 

“As you like, ma’am,”’ answered 
O’Rourke, imperturbably. ‘‘Certain- 
ly, I should not think Baron de Lorme 
would ask to see too much of me. If 
he did, I should be only too happy to 
exchange any compliments he can sug- 
gest. But, if the two of ye’d take my 
advice, ye’d not be tarrying overlong 
at Chelwood. It’s my candid opinion, 
this air’s not the wholesomest for ye.”’ 

“Nonsense! You’re impertinent. 
What have I to fear—?’’ began Mrs. 
Fortescue, visibly nervous. 

She was interrupted by the arrival of 
Hallett, pausing at her elbow, his usual 
smug serenity completely ruffled. 

“It you please, madam,”’ said the 
butler, “it is my duty to inform you 
that Miss Fortescue has eloped with 
Master Robert!’’ 

Mrs. Fortescue tried to turn pale, but 
her rouge would not admit of it. She 
also tried to look overwhelmed with 
grief, and only succeeded in keeping 
her satisfaction within decent bounds. 

““Eloped! Impossible!’’ she ex- 
claimed, then added, unconsciously, 
““Maudie would never have had the 
pluck. Goon, Hallett. Tell me what 
you know?” 

“T had just stepped down to the 
lodge-gate, madam, to serve a little 
refreshment to a pal of mine who 
couldn’t leave his ’orses, when I see 
two dominoes—one of ’em carryin’ a 
lady’s dressing-bag and a gentleman’s 
kit as looked familiar. They came 
stealing down under the laurels and out 
by the side-gate into the driveway. A 
motor-car was blocking the way first 
in the line of carriages, but the chauf- 
feur was nowhere in sight. Quick as a 
flash, the domino tossed the two bags 
into it, assisted the other to get into 
the car, and then called out for the 
chauffeur—most impatiently, and with 
an expression I’d scorn to use myself.” 

“Go on, Hallett. Tell us exactly 
what occurred!’’ 

“He called out to know where his 
damned, loafing motorman was hidin’. 
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I knew Master Robert’s voice in an in- 
stant, ma'am. Then, running out of 
the bushes, came the chauffeur. I’m 
blest if ever I see such a queer figure 
of aman! He popped into his seat— 
there was a moment of delay 4 

“But they got offi—they got off?’ 
queried Maudie’s mama, anxiously. 

“Lord love you, ma’am, they did— 
in a whiff,’’ answered her minion, drop- 
ping into homely vernacular; then, re- 
covering himself, “‘while I was stand- 
ing, open-mouthed, as one might say. 
At the very moment of leaving, I heard 
Miss Fortescue exclaim, ‘Oh, Robert!’ 
and then I knew my suspicions was 
correct.” 

“Don’t faint, Mrs. Fortescue!’’ said 
O’Rourke, smiling. De Lorme, read- 
justing his eye-glasses, offered his aid in 
recovering her lost treasure, and Hal- 
lett stood statuesquely by. 

“Any orders, ma’am?”’ he said, pro- 
fessionally. 

“TI must think,”’ answered she, feign- 
ing emotion. ‘‘My naughty, impul- 
sive child—only a dressing-bag! Of 
course, she will send home for her 
things. Go away, Hallett, and don’t 
open your lips about this affair till I 
give you leave.” 

“Yes, Mrs. Fortescue,’’ the man an- 
swered. 

“T said, don’t open your lips. 
understand?” 

“IT understand,” he repeated, back- 
ing out, nervously, as she took two 
steps toward him. 

“Now, I can’t tell her that I consid- 
ered it my duty to inform my lady, 
first,” passed through his perturbed 
mind. ‘“‘Neither is this the time to 
obey orders, and put into her hands the 
note Sir Hugh give me to give my lady, 
before he left the rooms with Mrs. Hill- 
yard kinder sudden like, a while ago.”’ 
And Hallett fairly ran away. 

“Heavens! what an evening of emo- 
tions!’’ exclaimed Mrs. Fortescue, tri- 
umph rising in her voice. ‘“I’d like to 
see Sylvia Ridgeway’s face, when she 
hears Maudie has married Bobby!” 

At that moment, Sylvia, erect, fear- 
less, trailing her splendid draperies be- 
hind her, swept down upon them. The 
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two men instinctively fell back, leaving 
her face to face with her enemy. 

‘You wish to see me, Mrs. Fortes- 
cue?’’ asked Lady Sargent, in a cold, 
contemptuous tone. 

“It is evident you know what has 
occurred,’’ answered Mrs. Fortescue, 
disagreeably taken by surprise. 

“Yes, I have heard of the success of 
your plot to entrap my cousin,”’ said 
Sylvia, indignantly. 

“Don’t you think, since our families 
are now to be allied, it would be more 
graceful for us to accept the situation 
like women of the world?’ asked Forty, 
in an insinuating, but patronizing, tone. 

“TI do not call myself a woman of 
your world. That you have strayed 
from its limits into mine is my misfor- 
tune. Mrs. Fortescue, you have taxed 
my hospitality and not found it want- 
ing. But the experiment ends here, 
and forever.” 

“Oh, if you’re going to get up and 
ramp like that,’ said Mrs. Fortescue, 
with an unpleasant laugh, “I’ve no 
further use for you. So, ta-ta, Sylvia; 
we'll try to take care of Bobby!” 

Beckoning de Lorme to follow her, 
she had started to leave the place, when 
intercepted by Hallett, who ap- 
proached his mistress with a note upon 
a salver. 

“For Mrs. Fortescue, m’lady,’”’ he 
said, with an unmoved face. ‘Just ar- 
rived by special messenger from Fox- 
bury.” 


“Give it to me!” exclaimed Mrs. 
Fortescue, returning hurriedly, and 
snatching up the envelope. ‘ Fox- 


bury! Where’sthat? The stuffy little 
village two miles from here? 
Who can—?”’ Tearing open the note, 
she uttered a faint scream. 

“Oh, this is beyond belief! Listen, 
everybody, to the way these people are 
insulting me: 


“*THe HEART oF Oak, 
‘“** ROXBURY. 
**Mapam_E: It was my privilege to accom- 
pany your daughter and my nephew in 
their attempted elopement as far as this 
place, where, an unaccountable accident 
happening to my machine, we have put up for 
the night. Your daughter, after some con- 
versation with me as to my nephew’s finan- 
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cial status, has concluded to try matrimony 
in some other quarter than our family. My 
nephew has already gone on to town. Miss 
Fortescue thinks that perhaps you will wish 
to join her here, which I hope will be very 
soon, as I am sleeping on a sofa a foot too 
short for me, and the landlady is not what I 
call respectful. 
** Yours obediently, 
“*LucRETIA HILLYARD.’’ 


Sylvia’s eyes brightened with sup- 
pressed laughter. Mrs. Fortescue 
looked like a thunder-cloud. 

“So much for the manners and cus- 
toms of Lady Sargent’s world!’’ she ex- 
claimed, furiously. “ But I do not stop 
to discuss with you the doings of this 
mad-woman. I dare say, I can have 
a trap to take me to Foxbury——”’ 

“Certainly, Mrs. Fortescue.” 

Hallett, who had wisely 
behind the shrubbery, 
forward again. 

“I beg pardon, m’lady. There is 
also a telegram for Mrs. Fortescue.”’ 

He took a telegram from his pocket, 
and, laying it upon a salver, presented 
it ceremoniously. 

“Why was I not given this at once?”’ 
cried the ireful Forty. 

“TI was afraid, ma’am, you would 
not feel able to stand so much.” 

“You afraid! Off with you!” she 
cried, scornfully, opening the second 
envelope with feverish fingers, and 
uttering a heartfelt cry. 

“T knew it! Any other man would 
have had the decency to die at a better 
time!”’ 

She rushed away, Hallett in her 
wake, Sylvia locking after them in as- 
tonishment. 

“What is it?’’ she asked O’ Rourke. 

“Her husband, poor soul, is after 
goin’ to his rest!’’ said the captain. 

‘*Permit me, miladi,’’ now observed 
de Lorme, who thought he saw his op- 
portunity to cover, successfully, his 
own retreat, “to offer my congratula- 
tions upon your skill in ridding your- 
self of a very dangerous woman.” 

‘““Pardon me, Baron de Lorme, if I 
decline to accept them from one whom 
I choose to include no longer among 
my acquaintances,”’ said Sylvia, look- 
ing him straight in the eyes. 


retired 
now came 
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“‘Miladi!”’ he said, reddening darkly. 

“T thought, at least,” she went on, 
“that people of your stripe and hers, 
stood together. I understand, upon 
good authority, that yours and Mrs. 
Fortescue’s is a partnership, not in cards 
only, but in the promulgation of slan- 
derous assertions about people whose 
bread and salt you eat. Perhaps you 
will feel like joining her, also, in the 
trap that will take her from my 
house!”’ 

“Is it the custom of English gentle- 
women to insult their guests?”’ he 
cried. But, seeing her back turned 
on him, he prudently contented him- 
self with a quick departure from the 
scene. 

“My turn next, Lady Sargent?” 
asked O’Rourke. “If I’m routed, I'll 
try to meet it like a soldier, and re- 
treat with my colors flying.” 

“No, captain,’’ she answered, smil- 
ing. ‘I think yours is simply a case of 
abnormal infatuation for bridge, and 
poor judgment in associates. Please 
try to forget how rude I’ve had to be 
in your hearing, and do me a little 
service.” 

‘“‘Bedad, I’d go barefoot to Land’s 
End to please your ladyship!”’ he ex- 
claimed. 

“Not so far as that. Look for my 
husband, who’s probably showing or- 
chids to fat old Lady Stratharden, and 
tell him I——”’ 

Sylvia, flushed with her triumphs, 
beamingly confident, had, involuntari- 
ly, turned her head at the sound of a 
rustle in the shrubbery beside her. A 
couple of dark forms were coming out 
of darker shadows into the brilliancy 
of the illuminations around a fountain 
close at hand. They were talking 
earnestly together, and did not see her, 
so that she had full time to note them 
carefully before they parted, the man to 
go on toward the house, the woman— 
whither, Sylvia neither knew nor cared. 

In one moment, the mad, unreason- 
ing jealousy of the day arose up within 
her, throbbing with renewed life. To 
conquer it, tocast it back into bondage 
was her first wish. 

“No, you needn’t look for my hus- 





band,” she said to O’Rourke, in a 
totally changed voice. “I forgot that 
he is otherwise engaged. But—I’m 
very tired, if you wouldn’t mind leav- 
ing me here for a little while alone r 

“Faith, that’s harder than fightin’ 
your battles, my lady!” exclaimed the 
enthusiastic captain. 

He left her, nevertheless, and Sylvia 
stood holding her rebellious heart, in 
shame at her speedy fall from grace. 

Now were all the glories of her even- 
ing become like Dead Sea apples upon 
her palate! But amid these tumultuous 
thoughts arose the remembrance of her 
pledges to Vailand Hugh. She would 
be brave; she would trust, trust, for- 
ever trust, until from Hugh’s own lips 
should come confirmation of her 
fears. 

Thus Natalie, hastening in search of 
her scattered party for supper, found 
her rival, and in Sylvia’s ingenuous 
face read what filled her with satis- 
faction. 

“Sylvia, child!” she exclaimed, let- 
ting slip her domino from the glisten- 
ing beauties of her costume, “why 
aren’t you doing the honors to Lord 
Stratharden? Didn’t I meet O’Rourke 
hurrying away from you? My dear, 
you are advanced! However, in your 
case every one makes allowances, 
don’t you see?” 

“‘I have seen more than that, 
Sylvia, firmly. 

“What! You were peeping at Hugh 
and me? Qh, that’s too dreadfully 
bourgeoise. Doesn’t it occur to you 
that it may be something of a relief for 
Hugh to get back among his own set 
again? What! still huffy? My dear 
child, your temper is execrable. You 
certainly need training in the outward 
seeming of good society.” 

“Perhaps so, for consider my models 
when in your house,” said Sylvia, 
quietly. 

“If you go on in this way, you will 
soon make yourself ridiculous. Just 
now, no doubt, Hugh, flattered by 
your heroics, laughs at you, and rallies 
you. By-and-bye, you will weary 
him, and, at the end of a few months, 
he’ll be glad enough to get back to 
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reasonable beings. Perhaps, that 
time has already come.”’ 

“I think not,” said Sylvia, calmly. 
“Hugh and I know each other per- 
fectly.”’ 

“He knows you, perfectly, no doubt 
—but, do you know him?” 

The insulting meaning she put into 
her query stung Sylvia to the quick. 

“What do you mean?” the girl said, 
haughtily. 

“Oh, nothing,’”’ answered Natalie, in 
the same tone. 

“A nothing like that must mean 
everything to a wife.” 

“Let us talk about your costume!” 
exclaimed Natalie, airily. ‘Whoever 
made it for you, don’t go to him again. 
And all those jewels, child! You might 
lead the procession in a Christmas pan- 
tomime!”’ 

“They are the Sargent jewels. I 
am proud to wear them. Wouldn’t 
you be if they were yours?” said 
Sylvia, innocently assuming the great 
lady. 

‘You know very well William is only 
a parvenu, and has no ancestral jevvels 
to bestow,’’ snapped Natalie. 

“Hugh says the rubies are yet to 
come—a complete parure—necklace, 
tiara and all. Think of it!” 

Natalie, who had a passion for jew- 
els, could not endure this final 
touch. 

“All this to bedeck the child of a 
pauper artist!” she said, sneeringly. 

‘All this to bedeck Lady Sargent, of 
Chelwood Park!” returned Sylvia, 
who, Natalie felt with rage, was cer- 
tainly getting the better of their war of 
words. 

“Well, my dear,” Mrs. Hillyard re- 
sumed, with mild contempt, “‘there’s 
no dealing with one so absurdly puffed 
up as you are. Every one’s laughing 
at it behind your back, to-night. For 
Hugh’s sake, try to keep it in. He 


shouldn’t be made a laughing-stock, 
should he, just because he did rather 
the most heroic thing a man can do— 
sacrifice himself, to pull a woman out 
of the hole he’d got her into.” 

Sylvia looked her opponent full in 
She had realized her danger 


the face. 
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in their unequal conflict, had known 
that the poisoned dart would fall some- 
where. Now, it had fallen. 

“What you are hinting at, I do not 
ask to know—”’ she began; but Natalie 
cut her short. 

“That’s right. Be trustful. It’s 
beautiful, and, under your circum- 
stances, comforting. Now, I think I 
shall leave you to your reflections. I 
am sure those minuet people mistook 
my directions, and are waiting for me, 
indoors. You know our party at supper 
is to be quite unique—the table set 
with all-gold plate, pink roses, and the 
pink Dresden candelabra from Hugh’s 
mother’s cabinet. Hugh is the only 
outsider we shall allow to sit with us at 
table.”’ 

“I am sorry,” said Sylvia, contain- 
ing herself with an effort, “but you 
must give up your minuet supper- 
table.” 

“Why, pray?” asked Natalie, su- 
perbly. 

“For one thing, because your party 
is broken up. Miss Fortescue and 
Bobby are absent, and I was obliged 
to ask Mrs. Fortescue and Baron de 
Lorme also to leave Chelwood.”’ 

‘““You—you presumed to insult my 
friends?” 

“I requested those low and scur- 
rilous persons to leave my house,” Syl- 
via answered, steadily. 

“Your house! your house!’’ cried 
Natalie, with blazing eyes. ‘‘Who 
put you here, I’d like to know?” 

“Who, but my husband?” said Sylvia, 
simply. 

“If you prefer to think so! Really, 
this pretense at ignorance is the merest 
affectation.” 

“T believe my husband. No slander 
of vile tongues shall come between us. 
Take care! For my guardian’s sake, 
I’m doing my best to bear with you; 
but, after this, there can be no pretense 
of intercourse between us. When you 
leave Chelwood to-morrow, understand 
that I will never know you again—-still 
less, under any circumstances, receive 
you here.” 

Natalie could not believe her ears. 
The girl she had snubbed and patron- 
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ized, rising upon her in such fearless 
contempt, and dismissing her the house 
like an offending lady’s maid! She 
would dispense with hints, and give her 
her punishment in plain words, and 
speedily, at no matter what cost! 

“You!”’ she said, “‘you! The beg- 
gar I set on horseback, the nobody 
Hugh took up and married, to save me 
from my husband’s fearful jealousy! 
Surely, you remember the day at Bal- 
lyrig!”’ 

“Have you no shame?”’ cried Sylvia. 

Natalie shrugged her shoulders. 
“Since you force me to dot my i’s!” 

“It’s not true, not true!” 

“Think anything you choose, but, 
for heaven’s sake, cultivate common- 
sense, and treat me, before others, with 
a show of civility. In this way, we 
may still manage to run along to- 
gether, fairly well—really, the only 
way to manage these affairs.” 

“It’s not true, not true!’’ repeated 
Sylvia, shuddering away from her. 

“Still incredulous?” said Natalie, 
with a triumphant laugh. ‘“ Well, my 
dear, in that case, all you’ve got to do 
is to ask Hugh.” 

“T will ask him!’ exclaimed Sylvia, 
stoutly. 

“Sylvia, sweetheart! Sylvia!” 

It was her husband calling. He 
had been seeking her everywhere, and 
by O’Rourke’s direction now came 
hurrying toward the fountain. Never 
had the sound of her own name been 
so dear to her. Hugh was coming. 
He would defy Natalie, and put her 
wicked words to confusion. 

““Hugh!’’ she cried out. He recog- 
nized in her voice a poignant appeal, 
and ran to her protection. 

Full in his path stood Natalie, her 
dainty beauty unchanged by the evil 
thoughts and inspirations of her 
scheme to punish Sylvia. One 
glance at her, and one at Sylvia, was 
enough to reveal to him what had 
been passing between the two. Know- 
ing Natalie as he did, he had always 
dreaded it. 

“Hugh, tell her that she lies!’’ cried 
Sylvia, clinging to him, her whole 
anguished heart in her appeal. 


“What has she said?’’ he answered, 
hoarsely. 

“Ask Sir Hugh Sargent to deny,” 
interposed Natalie, distinctly, “‘that 
when that jealous, furious old bore of 
mine surprised us in conversation 
about our own affairs in the woods at 
Ballyrig, to save myself I deliberately 
threw you upon his hands, forcing you 
to propose tor her in marriage when 
you had not intended to, and thereby 
substantially composing my husband’s 
mind, since he, like you, fell into the 
net at once!” 

“Mrs. Hillyard—” began Sargent, 
desperately. 

“Deny the facts as I have stated 
them,” she said. “Ah! you can’t. I 
thought so. Sylvia, won’t that do?” 

“Hugh, Hugh!” cried his wife, pas- 
sionately. ‘“‘What she’s making you 
suffer is nothing to what I’m feeling. 
Only two words—a movement—and 
I'll believe you utterly. Never again 
shall she come between us, my 
husband! Never, I swear it, Hugh!” 

There was a moment’s silence. 
They could hear the band in the dis- 
tance change to “‘La Donna e Mobile.”’ 
The five Pierrots, scenting supper 
from afar, dashed up an alley, calling 
out: ‘Dance! dance! dance!” The 
three persons who stood near the 
illuminated fountain did not stir. 

Then, despair gripped Sylvia’s 
heart. She cared nothing for Natalie 
standing there with her mocking smile, 
and listening to her cry of the heart. 

“Hugh!” she implored again, “I 
can’t bear this awful silence! I 
haven’t deserved it! It kills me! 
Speak! Think that my whole life’s 
happiness hangs on your answer. It’s 
false, isn’t it? False! false! Answer 
me that, and all the rest of our married 
life shall be like one long, bright Sum- 
mer’s day, Hugh. I’ve had you such 
a little while, I can’t lose you so soon. 
Don’t let her take you from me. If 
she does, I shall want to die. Answer 
me! Say it’s false!’’ 

Hugh Sargent bowed his head. 

“T cannot.” 

Both women heard him, though he 
spoke under his breath. 
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“T thought not!” said Natalie, in a 
pleasant and equable tone. ‘‘Good- 
bye, for the present, Hugh, and, for 
the sake of old times, bear me no 
malice.” 

She did not notice Sylvia, but flut- 
tered off, airy and exquisite, taking 
the arm of a man she met going in to 
supper, and laughing with him, un- 
concernedly. 

Sylvia, following her with bewildered 
eyes, dropped upon a bench, burying 
her hot face in her hands. Her hus- 
band, the first miserable moment at 
an end, went to her impulsively, and 
tried to take her in his arms; but she 
drew away from him with an unmis- 
takable shudder; then, arising sud- 
denly, she fled into the fragrant dark- 
ness of the night. 

Kit Vail hastened to Hugh pres- 
ently, asking, in cheery tones, what 
had become of their host, who was 
wanted to take Lady Stratharden 
down to supper. 

“And Sylvia—where is she?’ he 
added, a great change manifest in his 
voice when he caught sight of his 
friend’s woe-stricken face. 

‘“‘A moment ago, I lost her, Kit,” 
said Hugh, “‘and it is just as if she 
had died.”’ 


V 


ALMOST a year after the disastrous 
events of the féte at Chelwood— 
which, happily, did not become public 
gossip—a little group of three were 
variously engaged in the great hall of 
the manor-house, which frequently 
served the purposes of a family sit- 
ting-room. 

Sylvia, who had lain low under 
suffering, and had forced herself to 
arise and come out again into every- 
day life, looked handsomer than of 
old, in her simple house-gown. She 
was engaged in making the toilette of 
her Chow puppy that whimpered a 
little under her vigorous brushing, but 
resigned himself to stand still in the 
grasp of Bobby Hillyard, who, in 
riding clothes, was at Sylvia’s elbow. 
Away over by the window, where 
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from time to time she could look at 
the ever-deepening verdure of the 
Park, sat Aunty Loo, knitting a golf 
stocking. 

Upon none of the three was change 
so manifest as in the truculent old 
lady, whose countenance wore a peace- 
fulness of expression in harmony with 
her tranquil attitude and feminine oc- 
cupation. Her very dress had lost its 
uncompromising masculinity of cut 
andtexture. She looked years younger, 
and happy in spite of an anxious care 
that ever haunted the recesses of her 
sunny heart to see certain things 
righted in the lives of those now ab- 
sorbing her daily thoughts. 

“There, he’s finished, the beautiful 
angel!’ said Sylvia. ‘‘ Thanks, Bobby, 
you may let him go. Now you shall 
be rewarded by getting a scamper 
down to the fish-pond, and a good 
bark at the swans.” 

“Who? I?” asked Bobby. 

““Nonsense!’’ Sylvia answered, tap- 
ping him on the cheek with the handle 
of the Chow’s hair-brush. Then she 
released the joyous and most human 
little beast, who fled in front of her to 
the door that Bobby opened for the 
pair. 

“You'll tell her now?” asked Sylvia, 
in an undertone, as she was going out. 
‘““Must I1?’’ Bobby said, reluctant. 

“You promised,’”’ said Sylvia, van- 
ishing with a sigh which would not be 
smiled away. 

Bobby came back with slow steps to 
where Miss Hillyard sat. 

“And to think of me sitting with- 
out a creep in the room with a pet 
dog!’ remarked aunty. 

“Oh, you’re a good sort, aunty. 
That isn’t the only young animal 
you’ve allowed to impose on you!” 
said her nephew. 

Aunty Loo answered him with be- 
grudging gentleness. ‘‘Mustn’t let 
you bore yourself to death, boy, 
down here in the country, seeing no 
one, going nowhere, leading this quiet 
life with two humdrum women.”’ 

“Nobody’d think of calling you 
humdrum, Aunty Loo. And as for 
Sylvia, she’s the best, the pluckiest, 
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the most charming creature that ever 
drew breath!” 

Miss Hillyard dropped her knitting, 
and looked at him. 

“Robert, perhaps you’d better go 
back to town.” 

“Don’t fear that for me, aunty,’’ he 
said, laughing. “I’m safe—bomb- 
proof. But you can’t think what 
Sylvia’s been to me since my father’s 
been so hard on me, keeping me back 
from where I long to be.”’ 

““Where poor Sir Hugh is,” sup- 
plemented Miss Lucretia, sighing. 

“Where all the best fellows I know 
are—down yonder, in South Africa.” 

“‘Ah, well! you’re your father’s only 
son, Bobby, and since that wretched 
woman ran away from him with a 
miserable, limp. little, weak-kneed 
object of a poet, who can’t buy her a 
mutton-chop i 

“Yet, I’m told the Godfreys have 
got quite a decent little flat. Who 
supports ’em, Aunty Loo?” 

““Don’t know. Ravens, I suppose,” 
said Miss Lucretia, gruffly. 

“Don’t call yourself names, old 
lady. I know your little tricks— 
trouble hasn’t softened my governor. 
He’s harder than ever to me. If it 
wasn’t for you and Sylvia, and the 
hope that some day my father will re- 
member an only son isn’t an unusual 
apparition when the British army is at 
the front a 

““There, boy, don’t talk of it. Maybe 
things will come around your way. If 
you've got bothers, look at Sylvia’s. 
See how she bears ’em—how she’s 
borne ’em all these months.” 

Bobby had picked up her knitting, 
and now made havoc of it in his nerv- 
ousness. 

“‘Aunty Loo,” he said, clearing his 
throat, “I’ve got something to tell 
you. Sylvia’s meditating what you 
and my friend Capper would call ‘a 
bad break.’”’ 

Miss Hillyard snatched at her knit- 
ting. 

“Robert, don’t be saucy. 
you mean?”’ 

“‘Ever since she heard Sir Hugh has 
got safely over his illness, and has 
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been ordered home, she has been mak- 
ing up her mind to leave Chelwood.” 

‘“‘Leave Chelwood!—when I con- 
sented to give up my home and come 
here that she might continue to live 
under her own husband’s roof?”’ 

“But you don’t know. She wants 
me to tell you. Some time ago, she 
engaged Vail to get her a divorce.”’ 

Miss Hillyard lost all her acquired 
suavity, and became the only original 
Aunty Loo. 

“* Divorce? Fiddlesticks! Vail? 
Ridiculous! Sylvia drag her affairs 
into court after all these months of 
behaving like a quiet Christian wo- 
man? I don’t believe you, Bobby 
Hillyard. Divorce? Poppycock! And 
on what grounds, pray?” 

‘““Between you and me and the lord 
chancellor,” said Bobby, bowing be- 
fore the blast, “‘Sylvia’s greener than 
grass about the law. She wants to be 
free from Hugh, but knows no more 
than a babe unborn how to set about 
it. She trusts the whole blessed busi- 
ness to Vail, whom she’s expecting any 
day to tell her how far it’s got 
along.”’ 

“Did you say it’s Sir Hugh’s ap- 
proaching return that’s driving her 
to this foolery?’’ asked Miss Hillyard, 
fiercely. 

“So it appears. I'll swear, the way 
Sargent’s been raking in glory, I’d 
have thought Sylvia would be worship- 
ing him in secret instead of planning 
to cut loose; but, with women, you 
can’t tell!” 

“And Kit Vail lends himself to this 
egregious, unspeakable folly?”’ 

“T’ve told you all I know, aunty,” 
Bobby replied, in a tone the more sub- 
dued because he fully agreed with her. 
“T told Sylvia I would, and I have. 
She said she didn’t like to.” 

““Humph!” snorted the 
“no wonder she’s ashamed. Prepos- 
terous! Why can’t she wait till Sir 
Hugh comes home, and at least give 
him a chance to patch things up be- 
tween ’em? Outrageous!” 

“Thought you didn’t approve of 
marriage, Aunty Loo?” ventured he, 
slyly. 
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“Don’t answer back! I never could 
abide being answered back.” 

“T’ve my suspicions she thinks Sar- 
gent wants to be free as much as she 
does.” 

“Has he ever said so? Robert, 
this is a lesson to you. If ever a 
couple began by adoring each other, 
that one did. A little trust, a little 
patience—but no! Seems to me peo- 
ple nowadays rush into matrimony 
by one door, and out of it by another.” 

“The moral for the likes of us is to 
keep single, aunty.” 

“But Vail, Vail—the one sensible 
man of her acquaintance » 

“Thanks,” said Bobby, smiling. 

“You abet her, boy. That Kit 
Vail should deliberately lend himself 
to the monstrosity of getting her a di- 
vorce! He’s disappointed me! And 
as to Sylvia— Robert,” she added, 
rising with all her old abruptness, “I’m 
going to my room. If anybody asks 
for me, say I’ve taken a hot foot-bath, 
and am reading Jeremiah!’’ And, 
knitting in hand, Miss Hillyard ma- 
jestically mounted the stairs, and went 
into afflicted seclusion. 

“Good old Aunty Loo!’ murmured 
Robert, with something like a cloud 
over his wide-awake, blue eyes. 

Truly, the world seemed out of 
joint for him and everybody. As he 
crossed the hall to pick up his hat and 
crop, and go out for his ride, a servant 
passed him, hastening discreetly to 
open the front door. It was a new 
butler, vice the late Hallett, dismissed 
for sundry offenses directly after the 
night of the fancy ball. 

“Mr. Vail is just arriving, sir,” ex- 
plained the man, “and, as my lady is 
still out, perhaps you'll receive him.” 

The door swung open to admit Kit 
Vail, whose bags and impedimenta the 
butler proceeded to gather in after 
him, disappearing with them up the 
stairs. 

“Ha, Bobby! Glad you’re stopping 
on,” said Vail, in his customary friendly 
way. 

Bobby, who secretly resented his 
coming on the proposed mission, tried 
to be dignified; but a few words passing 





HUSBAND 45 
between them banished the effort. 
It was difficult to mistrust Kit Vail, 
no matter how appearances went 
against him. 

“You’ve been a blessing to Sylvia, 
poor girl,’”’ said Kit. 

“You see, I’m rather out of a job, 
just now,” answered Bobby, who did 
not choose te touch on a sore subject. 
“It isn’t money, as it used to be. My 
aunt, good soul, has set me up with 
more of an allowance than I deserve. 
But my governor’s dead set on putting 
me in the bank, and I’m dead set on 
the army and active service.” 

“You don’t want to eat fatted calf 
at home, when there are soldiers’ ra- 
tions and fighting at the front? I 
see. I was that way myself, before I 
settled down to consume veal, or bacon, 
or whatever I could get my clients to 
pay for.. Cheer up, old man; it’ll 
straighten out, I hope. Sylvia well?” 

‘““Bloomin’,’’ said Bobby, reacting 
under the other’s genial influence. 
“But, I say, Vail, this is a devilish 
poor business she’s brought you here 
about!” 

“You are in her confidence?’ asked 
Vail, with a non-committal smile. 

“I’m next to her brother, don’t you 
see? I wish I were her brother, and 
had some real authority.” 

“Authority doesn’t count for much, 
when a woman is set on astep like this.”’ 

“T’ll swear, what I’ve seen of mar- 
riage doesn’t make me sicken for it. 
Sargent’s a fellow any girl should be 
proudof. That wretched Natalie busi- 
ness—whatever it amounted to—was 
knocked out long ago. Now, why in 
the world : 

“Ask Sylvia. 
said Vail. 

Sylvia entered, running like a school- 
girl, and greeted Vail eagerly. 

“How good of you, Kit! You knew 
how I hate being kept in suspense. I 
saw your fly turn in at the lodge-gate, 
and I called and whistled, but you 
wouldn’t hear me. Had luncheon? 
Have tea, B-and-S, or anything? No? 
Then, shall we go into the library, 
or stay here?”’ 

“Here, if you like Bobby.” 
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“Oh, Bobby knows!’ said she, 
naively. ‘He was the first whose ad- 
vice I asked.”’ 

“Then, I am surprised you found it 
necessary to consult counsel,” said 
Vail, mildly. 

“Bobby doesn’t exactly approve,” 
she went on, nodding her head; “ but 
he thinks I ought to do exactly what I 
think best.” 

“ Bobby has in him the makings of a 
diplomat,’’ observed Vail, drily. 

“Oh, but Sylvia, I say!” interposed 
Bobby, growing red with suppressed 
emotion. ‘ You know perfectly well I 
think you'll be sorry for this all your 
life. If I were a girl and had a man 
like Sargent coming back to me all used 
up by the war, and such a splendid 
name as he’s won in service, do you 
think I’d turn my back on him? By 
Jingo, 1 wouldn’t,then! That’s all I’ve 
got to say about it, and I’m going for 
my ride.”’ 

“Even Bobby forsakes me,” said 
Sylvia, dropping into melancholy as the 
front door closed on Hugh’s advocate. 

“ Now, Sylvia,” said Vail, in a brisk 
and businesslike tone, “let us lose no 
time in preamble. You are still re- 
solved?”’ 

“I am still resolved,’’ she answered, 
dropping her eyes before him. 

“Think again. You have borne 
your trial for a year—nobly and becom- 
ingly. You have lived here with Miss 
Hillyard, giving no one a chance to 
breathe a word to your discredit. In 
all these months, has the thought of 
Hugh had no softening influence? 
Hasn't his gallant and brilliant career 
in the army kindled your pride? Didn’t 
the tears come unbidden to your eyes 
when you heard of his illness, and your 
heart bound with joy at his recovery? 
Above all, haven’t you felt, convinc- 
ingly, that not one man in fifty would 
have shown you such manly forbear- 
ance and generosity in all matters con- 
nected with your residence at Chel- 
wood?” 

“You know, Aunty Loo has just 
given me money enough to be inde- 
pendent. The first use I make of it is 
to spend no more of Sir Hugh’s.” 


“Then, I wish the old lady had held 
on to her purse-strings.”’ 

“T shall probably return with her to 
America, where the dear old soul is 
longing to be.” 

“And pass the rest of your life in 
solitude?” 

“IT shall find some object,” Sylvia 
answered, compressing her lips. “In 
forgetting self, I shall win happiness.” 

In her heart, she was thinking how 
dreadfully dreary this life she 
planned for herself would be. Her 
heart was echoing still to the appeal 
Vail had made to it. 

“You are very young, Sylvia,” Vail 
said, looking at her with something of 
wistfulness; “‘and your life, please God, 
may be a long one.” 

“IT hope so,”’ she said, with her vivid 
smile. “I love living, Kit.” 

“You will be lonely after such inti- 
mate companionship as you have 
had - 

“Don’t I know it? Haven't I 
felt—? There, Kit, let me only say 
that I can’t and won’t stay here. It 
was possible, so long as Hugh kept 
away. Now that he’s coming home, 
how could we live under the same roof, 
and be merely speaking acquaintances? 
It would be too hard for both of us. 
Therefore, I have decided that the only 
remedy for this embarrassment is to 
be legally separated, to give him a new 
chance, and, once and forever, set my 
own mind at rest.” 

“You are obstinate, Sylvia, under 
that mask of soft femininity. I have 
seen it in you before. Very well, then; 
this much is decided. Would you 
mind repeating to me the reasons for 
your rupture with your husband?” 

“You can’t have forgotten them?” 
she cried. 

“In my legal capacity,”’ Vail said, 
taking out a note-book and pencil, and 
looking at her in an inscrutable sort of 
fashion. “By the way, I believe you 
told me you have no knowledge what- 
ever of the laws of divorce in Eng- 
land?” 

“Of course not. 
said, girlishly. 

“And you have placed your suit in 








How could I?’’ she 
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my hands, to be dealt with according 
to my best judgment and conscience?’’ 

“Certainly.” 

“Please recapitulate your ideas of 
the causes why you and Hugh should 
be no longer man and wife.” 

“T told you,” she said, with a deep, 
deep sigh, ‘about that dreadful scene 
with Natalie, and afterward with him, 
the night before he went away. Oh, 
Kit!” 

“Courage, Sylvia. 

“No; I can’t. You know it all— 
every bit. And you know he left 
Chelwood without seeing me after I left 
him in the garden, and that I have 
never seen him since.”’ 

“TI believe that, if you had both had 
patience—particularly you—the af- 
fair would have blown over long ere 
this.” 

“Patience—when he did not deny, 
when he has never since denied? Oh, 
Kit, let us have no more of it! I can- 
not live over again the suffering of this 
year. I have myself in check now, 
and I mean to keep so. Set me free 
from Hugh—the sooner the better, for 
both of us.” 

Vail pondered for a moment before 
he spoke. 

“Sylvia, if there were a child you 
loved lying ill, and she would not take 
any remedies proposed, and you felt 
sure, entirely sure you could cure her 
by a method—extreme, perhaps— 
wouldn’t you » 

There was an interruption in the per- 
son of Gibson, the butler, who came 
into the hall with a genteel expression 
of countenance. 

“Beg pardon, m’lady; there’s a per- 
son outside who says he has a piece of 
property of your ladyship’s which he 
desires to put into your ladyship’s own 
hands.” 

“What sort of a person, Gibson?’’ 
asked my lady, annoyed. 

“Beg, pardon, m’lady, I am in- 
formed by the other servants that he 
was my predecessor in office—Hallett, 
by name. But I must ask you to ex- 
cuse his dilapidated appearance.” 

* Hallett! the tool of those women!” 
said Sylvia, apart to Vail, a flood of red 


Go on!”’ 
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streaming into hercheeks. ‘I thought 
we were done with him, and the like 
of him. What can he presume to 
want of me?”’ 

*“While I am here, it will do no harm 
to see.” 

“You may show Hallett in, Gibson,”’ 
said Lady Sargent; and, when the man 
had gone, she resumed her specula- 
tions. A piece of property, some or- 
nament lost and forgotten? Strange 
he should wish to return it. 

“Very strange, if it’s of any value,” 
said Vail. 

Gibson came back at once, followed 
by Hallett in shabby clothes, wearing 
a depressed expression, and keeping 
his eyes cast down. 

“Hallett, m’lady,’”’ said Gibson, re- 
tiring with the expression of one who 
has known no sin. 

“Good morning, m’lady. Good 
morning, Mr. Vail, sir,” said a feeble 
echo of Hallett’s once pompous voice. 
“T have took this liberty, impelled 
by the voice of conscience.”’ 

““A voice to which you had better 
have listened,’’ said Vail, Lady Sar- 
gent giving no recognition of the man’s 
presence, “‘before you were arrested 
for blackmail against your most recent 
employer, and sentenced to six months 
at hard labor.” 

“Oh, Mr. Vail, you are aware of the 
circumstances? Then, I need not en- 
large on them, further than to say that 
I am but just emerged from my—er— 
enforced retirement.’’ 

“So I should have supposed. And 
you have stopped somewhere, by the 
way, to console yourself for long ab- 
stention from the bottle. Come, man, 
be quick. What have you to say to 
her ladyship?”’ 

“Her ladyship will, perhaps, re- 
member the evening of the féte nearly 
a year ago—beautiful scene, sir, a 
dream of fairy-land; often has it arisen 
to cheer me in my hours of gloom.” 

‘“‘Never mind your hours of gloom,”’ 
said Vail, sharply. 

“Ah, sir, I have been an author, 
and my imagination naturally soars! 
That evening, Mr. Vail, just before it 
was time for me to announce the 
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supper, Sir Hugh came to me, looking 
vexed like, and asked me to hunt up 
m’lady, and give her a note he had 
scribbled on one of his cards.”’ 

Sylvia, interposing, spoke imperi- 
ously. 

“Why did you not obey him?” 

“My lady, with shame, I ac- 
knowledge that I was—to use a legal 
phrase, Mr. Vail—retained—by a—er 
—fellow-contributor whom I will not 
name, to give her every scrap of in- 
formation concerning the private af- 
fairs of Sir Hugh and her ladyship.”’ 

“And you dare—!”’ cried Sylvia. 
“Go! Don’t darken my doors again!” 

“One moment, Lady Sargent,” said 
Vail. “What became of that card, 
Hallett?” 

Hallett took out, with deliberation, 
a greasy pocket-book. 

“I ’ave it here, sir. The oppor- 
tunity never arising to deliver it, I 
kept it as a memento of happier days.”’ 

“You mean you kept it, hoping 
somehow or other to see your way to 
selling it? That’s what you’ve come 
here now for, isn’t it?”’ 

Hallett coughed, deprecatingly. 

“Oh, Mr. Vail!” 

Vail took out his own pocket-book. 

“Very well. To start you on your 
way in the new life which I trust is 
awaiting you, we'll give you five 
pounds—not a penny more—when I 
am assured the note is genuine.” 

“Give it to me,” said Sylvia; and 
the card was passed into her hand. 
With a glance, she satisfied herself of 
its contents. 

“Well?” said Vail. 

“It is genuine,’ she answered, walk- 
ing away to look out of the window. 

“There, my man, a larger sum than 
you deserve,” said Vail, bestowing the 
money on Hallett. ‘And now, be off 
with you, and let us never hear of you 
again.” 

“Yes, Mr. Vail,’”’ responded Hallett, 
sweetly. ‘‘Oh, when I look around 
these halls that I nevermore may 
tread, how forcibly am I reminded 
of the poet’s words: 


“* A sorrow’s crown of sorrow is remember: 
ing happier things.’”’ 


“Get out!” said Vail, impatiently. 

“Yes, Mr. Vail. Good day, sir. 
Good day, m’lady.” 

On the threshold of the door by 
which he had been wont to come and 
go in his pride of power, the man 
stopped, and delivered a parting senti- 
ment: 

“I should like to say, in my own de- 
fense, that my downfall dates from my 
début as a society author!” 

““Get out!”’ reiterated Vail. 

“Well, Sylvia?” Kit said, joining 
her at the window-seat, and trying 
not to notice the tears that dimmed 
her eyes. 

“* Kit, if I hed had this, it would have 
explained what just set me on fire with 
jealousy that fatal night. Hugh tells 
me there is a row on between Natalie’s 
electricians, and he has to go with her 
to settle it. They had begun by cut- 
ting off the lights in the cedar walk, 
and were threatening to do so with the 
rest.” 

“Nothing more?”’ 

“Only to ask me to keep back sup- 
per, till he could get there to take in 
Lady Stratharden.” 

She stood mournfully looking at the 
card. 

“Doesn't that show you how easily 
things may be explained? Isn’t there 
a chance that the other—the supreme 
cause of offense—might be also 

“Kit, why in God’s name, didn’t he 
say so? I’m going to talk to you as 
my friend, first, and afterward as my 
lawyer. In my first hot burst of in- 
dignation at finding that I had been 
tricked into marriage by Hugh and 
Natalie, I shut myself in my room 
alone. The great blow was that Hugh 
didn’t even try to come there. He 
just went away from me—almost a 





year ago! If he loved me, why didn’t 
he come to me? Why didn’t he come 
to me?” 


“What use would his denials have 
been? Sylvia, surely you believe 
Hugh loved you when he married 
rou?” 

“TIT thought so—before darkness 
fell.” 

“If he has suffered as you have, 
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shouldn’t that bring you together 
now?” 

“Could he have felt as I did?” 

“TI believe he went out to South 
Africa a broken-hearted, hopeless man, 
taking his life in his hand, and now, 
on the whole, rather disappointed 
than otherwise that he hasn’t suc- 
ceeded in parting with it.”’ 

‘““While I, to keep up appearances,” 
cried she, passionately, “have stayed 
on here, hiding my misery and being 
forgotten by the world! I’ve let 
everybody but you and Aunt Loo 
and Bobby think I’m duly and prop- 
erly waiting for my husband to re- 
turn and take up his old place in the 
county and in affairs. I’ve gone and 
come with a hard little lump here 
where a heart should be. Now, don’t 
try to soften me. Let me keep my 
hard little lump—it’s better than a 
heart alive and quivering, longing 
and yearning. It'll help me to leave 
Chelwood that I’ve grown to love so 
dearly.” 

“T have done with remonstrance,”’ 
said Vail, after a pause. “I mean to 
act according to my discretion.” 

“According to your 
she repeated. 

“And now, to business! Be so 
kind as to convey to me, in brief, your 
conception of the methods you ex- 
pect to pursue in prosecuting your 
suit for divorce against Sargent.” 

Sylvia answered with animation. 

“TI have thought it all over, again 
and again. Of course, I don’t know 
exactly how, Kit!” 

“T am aware of that,’ 
swered, drily. 

‘““My idea was that, as you mightn’t 
like to do it—plead it, argue it, what- 
ever you call the thing—being my 
cousin and Hugh’s friend, you might 
engage for me some nice, refined, con- 
siderate lawyer and a fatherly sort of 
judge.” 

“And after that?” said Vail, with 
difficulty suppressing his smile. 


'? 


discretion! 


Vail an- 


“Then, I supposed that you—” 
began Sylvia. 
“_or the nice, refined, consid- 
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“would draw up the papers in 
the case,’”” went on Sylvia, glibly. 

“Next?” 

““Of course, as I said,’’ resumed she, 
“T don’t know the exact prelimin- 
aries. I only know that I want the 
thing managed so that nobody out- 
side can have the smallest idea of 
what is going on.” 

“But your allegations 
Hugh?” 

““My what?” she asked, puzzled. 
“Oh, yes, I understand. Certainly, I 
want that to be stated, but with re- 
straint. I don’t want to make it too 
strong, you know. No need of telling 
all—just enough to show it is impossi- 
ble for Hugh and me ever to live to- 
gether again.”’ 

“The law, unfortunately, makes no 
bones of people’s feelings. It must 
know all—the whole, absolute truth 
of what led to your rupture with your 
husband, and what will keep you 
apart from him in future.” 

Sylvia hung her lovely head, and 
blushed. 

“Then, if you must, Kit, tell it— 
but only to the judge.”’ 

“Had you expected to appear in 
court, to give your own testimony 
against Hugh?” asked Vail, after 
withdrawing to gaze at one of Hugh’s 
ancestors upon the wall. 

“Oh, dear, no!” exclaimed she, 
much frightened. ‘‘Wouldn’t go there 
for the world!” 

“Suppose this, too, becomes nec- 
essary?” 

“Oh, but I couldn’t, Kit. Really, 
I couldn’t. I’d be limp with fear. 
You’d have to explain it to the judge. 
I’m sure he would let me off.” 

“Some women have no such reti- 
cence.” 

“Oh, I know. I used to hear Nat- 
alie’s friends talk of going to a 
divorce trial as if it were a matinée at 
the opera.” 

“Have you ever thought what it 
would be to hear your letters and 
Hugh’s read aloud before a callous, 
curious audience; to have every inci- 
dent of your intimate life together 
dragged out by the roots, and dis- 
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played for the amusement of the pub- 
lic; to have these details and the dis- 
cussion of them hawked next day over 
all the land by the newsboys; to know 
that wherever you go, henceforth, you 
will be blazoned as the heroine of a 
scandal? For that’s what a young 
woman gets, when she goes into 
seeking a divorce!” 

“Horrible, Kit!” she said, shiver- 
ing. “It makes me ill. But, of 
course, in my case, there’ll be nothing 
of that kind! Not when you have 
the management of it—oh, no!” 

Vail walked to and fro for a few 


moments, while she stood ruefully 
contemplating the picture he had 
drawn. 

Finally, he came back to _ her. 


“Sylvia, I have a surprise for you. 
Hugh is in England!” 

He never forgot the illumination of 
her face at that instant. 


“Hugh! Hugh!” she cried, her 
voice thrilling. ‘“‘Whereishe? When 
will he—? Oh, I forgot!” 


The illumination was extinguished 
as if a shade had been suddenly drawn 
down. : 

“He landed last night at South- 
ampton. I had a letter there wait- 
ing for him, and received in return 
for it a wire, stating that he will reach 
Chelwood this afternoon.” 

“Is he well, quite well—not over- 
tired by his voyage—the old wound 
quite healed?” 

She could not keep that tell-tale 
thrill from her broken sentences. 
Vail did not trust himself to look at 
her. 

“Quite well, it 
without emotion. 

“T must hurry and tell them to have 
Hugh’s rooms ready!’’ cried she, plung- 
ing into a tremor of nervous excite- 
ment. “I wonder if there’s anything 
he ought to have to eat. Hugh can’t 
endure beef-tea—says it might as well 
be baby food. Won’t Bobby and 
Aunty Loo be astonished! How the 
servants and tenants will-rejoice!’’ 

“Don’t trouble yourself, Sylvia,” 
said Vail, arresting her flight. “‘Hugh 
will come here for only a short visit, 


seems,” he said, 





without announcing himself before- 
hand, keeping his fly waiting at the 
door.”’ 

“His fly—waiting? at this door?’ 
gasped she. 

‘““As soon as he hears what you and 
I have decided about this matter of the 
divorce, he will go back to town. A 
gentleman could do no less.”’ 

“Oh, of course!”’ said Sylvia, deject- 
edly dropping into a chair. 

“ And now, Sylvia, for the last of my 
surprises,’ said her cousin, watching 
her narrowly. “It was in order to 
make sure that you thoroughly under- 
stood your position in the matter of 
this divorce 25 

“I do, thoroughly. 
that.” 

“—-that I asked you to recapitu- 
late the instructions previously re- 
ceived from you~—under these circum- 
stances dd 

“Yes, under the circumstances. Go 
on; why do you hesitate?”’ 

“TI have felt justified—I feel justi- 
fied—in adopting a course of procedure 
I should not, perhaps, employ with 
another.” 

“How good of you, Kit!” she cried, 
fervently. “Go on!” 

“Anxious above all things to meet 
your wishes at the earliest moment and 
in the most thorough manner possible, 
I have had this case conducted on the 
lines laid down by you.” 

There was a longish pause. 

“Do hurry, Kit!’ she said, rather 
pettishly. 

“Owing to peculiar facilities pos- 
sessed by me,”’ he resumed, rapidly, “I 
was able to have the case pushed up 
the list of causes with quite surprising 
rapidity—er—er—er—it was finally set 
down to be heard to-day.” 

“To-day!” cried Sylvia, horrified. 

“T shall spare you the tedious and, 
perhaps, incomprehensible particu- 
lars—” he went on, addressing himself, 
apparently, to an oak-tree seen through 
the window. 

“But to-day, Kit!’’ interrupted she, 
reproachfully; “wasn’t that dreadfully 
soon ?”’ 

“The law, my dear Lady Sargent,” 
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he answered, oracularly, ‘““moves when 
and where it wills.” 

“T suppose so,” said Sylvia, wiping 
her eyes. 

Vail gathered all his courage. “I 
had started for the train—had reached 
Paddington—was, in fact, engaged in a 
discussion with my cabby because I 
had given him the exact legal fare. 
With sublime hauteur, he drew himself 
up upon his perch, money in hand, and 
remarked, witheringly: ‘Might I harsk 
‘ow long you ’ave bin a-savin’ up for 
this ’ere little treat?’”’ 

“Tell me the story another time,” 
said she, without the ghost of a smile. 
“T’m anxious to get on.” 

““So was I,”’ said Kit, warming to his 
task. ‘‘ Looking around, I saw myself 
pursued by a clerk from my chambers, 
inacab. He put a note into my hand. 
It was from the solicitor—the ‘ nice, re- 
fined lawyer’ to whom I had entrusted 
the management of your exceedingly 
delicate affair i 

“T don’t think I like his mixing up 
in it,’’ said Sylvia, her lip curling. 

“Neither did I. But the result jus- 
tifies my confidence. By one of those 
curious accidents of our profession, 
your case had been shoved up to the 
very top of the list.” 

“Don’t say shoved!” interpolated 
Sylvia. “It doesn’t sound—respect- 
ful.” 

“I beg your pardon. Prepare for 
the greatest surprise of all. The case 
was heard to-day, and was decided in 
your favor!”’ 

Sylvia uttered a cry. 
am——?”’ 

“What do you most desire to be?” 
he said, evasively. “No longer Sar- 
gent’s wife?”’ 

“Oh!” said Sylvia, blankly. 

“You don’t seem pleased,” said Vail. 

“It is, of course, a shock—being di- 
vorced,”’ she faltered. 

To Vail’s relief, a diversion here oc- 
curred—no less a one than the frantic 
entrance of Bobby Hillyard by the 
front door, waving his cap, and ap- 
parently hoarse from much shouting. 

“ Hurray, Sylvia and Vail!”’ he cried. 
“Hugh’s coming! He’s nearly here! 
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I met his fly at the cross-roads, and the 
tenants had somehow got wind of his 
return, and were there to welcome him. 
They’re bringing him home in triumph! 
Jove, but it’s rippin’ to talk with a 
man fromthefront! Hurray!hurray!”’ 

In the general excitement that en- 
sued, oniy Vail noticed Sylvia’s face 
growing more pale and wan. The 
house servants came into the halls, as 
shouts were heard drawing nearer on 
the outside. Bobby danced a fan- 
dango of joy all by himself, and Miss 
Lucretia, in short gown and petticoat, 
ran to look over the banisters, above. 

““Whatever’s the matter? Is the 
house on fire?” called Aunty Loo. 

““Hugh’s coming, aunty!’’ answered 
Bobby. “Run down, and welcome 
Colonel Sir Hugh Sargent, of the 
Second Blankshire Volunteers! Wel- 
come to the master of Chelwood! 
Hurray! hurray!’’ And, seizing a 
flag from the wall, he ran to wave it 
from the door. Miss Lucretia, scarcely 
less moved, ran out and stood behind 
him. The shouting came nearer. 

“Kit, Kit, I can’t meet him! Take 
me away!”’ said Sylvia, in Vail’s ear. 

He looked at her for a moment, witha 
strange expression in his eyes, a blend- 
ing of pity and uncertainty. © Then, as 
the two great doors were thrown wide 
open by his servants, and Sir Hugh, 
pale and feeble, appeared on the thresh- 
old, followed by a troop of his tenants 
and beneficiaries, Sylvia urged Vail 
again to take her from the hall. 

Hugh, looking at her eagerly, yearn- 
ingly, saw only that she avoided him, 
and clung to Vail; and, as the two dis- 
appeared within the library, the mas- 
ter of Chelwood felt black wrath enter 
into, and possess, his soul. 

He hardly knew how he endured the 
greetings of the others, the speeches 
and congratulations of the older and 
more dignified of his tenants, who, 
having ranged themselves in order, in 
the great hall, had each to be listened 
to with patience, and replied to with 
courtesy. 

Miss Hillyard and Bobby, as soon as 
the place was again clear of outsiders, 
felt that there would be scant satis- 
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faction in an interview with Hugh, un- 
til after he had seen Sylvia. 

The ‘old lady, especially, who cher- 
ished a secret hope that on Hugh’s re- 
turn things would adjust themselves be- 
tween himself and Sylvia in the natu- 
ral, old-fashioned way, was in the 
greatest hurry to bring them together 
speedily. She coaxed Bobby away 
up-stairs, and sincerely wished that she 
could do the same by Vail. 

When, at last, he stood alone, Hugh 
cast one glance around him at the dear, 
familiar spot, and sank, physically ex- 
hausted, into a chair. 

At the same moment, the door of the 
library opened, and Vail hastened to- 
ward him with outstretched hand. 

“Hugh! dear old boy! How I’ve 
longed for this I can’t begin to tell 
you!” 

There was no answering light in Sar- 
gent’s eye, and his hand was not ex- 
tended in return. 

“Agreeably to your instructions,” 
he said, coldly, ““I come to Chelwood 
for the interview with my wife, which 
you thought desirable. Arriving, un- 
expectedly, I have seen you in your 
attitude of consoler—that is enough. 
I neither wish to see Sylvia, nor to talk 
to you.” 

‘Give me a hearing, Hugh,”’ pleaded 
Vail, good-humoredly; but he was 
checked by a burst of passion. 

“To the devil with your explana- 
tions!’”’ Sargent cried. “To you, I 
saw her look for consolation, in the 
shock of my unwelcome return! You 
are her refuge! She is weaned from 
me. You are her supporter. Once, I 
told you to win her if you could; but 
I did not mean you to win away from 
me my wife, whom I’d trusted to you, 
while I was leading a dog’s life, and you 
had all the chance. Damn you, Kit 
Vail, I'll kill you, if you have!”’ 

Sylvia ran out, impetuously. The 
ring of her husband’s voice had reached 
her in the library. Too well, she saw 
that Vail’s intermediation had proved 
a failure. But she would not let Hugh 
insult them both, like that. 

“Hugh,” she said, breathlessly, 
“what you are saying is a shame to 


yourself and me. Isn’t it enough that 
you’ve robbed me of happiness, that 
you try to put this foul blot on the best 
friendship of my life? Kit, please 
don’t answer—please. Just go into 
the library, till after I have spoken with 
Sir Hugh. Kit, I entreat you—l1 in- 
sist!” 

Sargent, whom the exertion of his 
outburst had considerably weakened, 
lay back wearily in his chair. He felt, 
rather than saw, Vail withdraw at 
Sylvia’s bidding, and spoke to her in 
broken sentences: 

“If—I’ve wronged you—or Vail— 
I can only beg your pardon; but you 
must own it was a cruel home-coming. 
I’m a bit weak—not long off the sick- 








list ™" 
Sylvia, who had seen him only in 
full health, was inexpressibly dis- 


tressed when, at this point, his head 
fell back upon the cushions of the chair 
—their chair, she had always thought 
it—and his face grew deathly pale. 

In an instant, she was at his side, 
clasping his dear head in her arms, 
pleading to him to speak to his own 
Sylvia, and to forgive her what had 


passed. 
As Hugh revived, he said, dreamily: 
“Sylvia! This is heaven!” To 


which, obtaining no verbal answer, 
he went on to murmur, 


‘«*__after long grief and pain 
To feel the arms of my true love 


tio 


Around me once again! 


And Sylvia, in return, clung to him, 
and whispered in his ear words of in- 
finite tenderness. Poor Vail was for- 
gotten, with all the world beside, 
while the lovers exchanged their joys 
of reunion. 

Suddenly; a lightning-like thought 
pierced Sylvia’s consciousness. 

She drew away from Hugh,: left a 
kiss unkissed, a fond word unspoken. 
Silent and wretched, she stole farther 
and farther off. 

‘““Come back, darling. Why onearth 
are you leaving me? I want you 
to say again, ‘Hugh, my own hus- 
band.’”’ 

‘“T have no right!” she said, plain- 
tively. 
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**Come back!” he repeated. ‘ Ridic- 
ulous as itseems, I’m actually too shaky 
to come to you.” 

“It’s dreadful, but I can’t,’’ breathed 
Sylvia, woebegone. 

“What can you mean?” 

‘When you are stronger, I'll ex- 
plain.” 

‘You find you don’t love me well 
enough?”’ he cried, bitterly. 

“You know I have loved you, 
with all the power and passion of my 
youth, with the love that comes but 
once,’ she answered. 

“And from the moment the precious 
boon came to me,” he answered, sol- 
emnly, “that love was returned in 
fullest measure. A terrible misfor- 
tune came between us; you misjudged 
me, and I could not set you right. 
But, oh, Sylvia, wife, even if I had been 
what you believed me, haven’t I ex- 
piated my offense?’ 

“Don’t! don’t!’ she said, in trem- 
bling tones. ‘‘You make my heart 
ache. All you are saying of yourself, 
Kit has said of you, over and again, to 
me. He is the truest, most loyal of 
your friends. But, alas! I was stub- 
born in my belief. Nothing moved 
me. I thought you and I could be 
happy only apart from each other, and 
so—oh, Hugh! Hugh!” 

She broke down in a flood of weeping. 

“Sylvia, finish what you began to 
say,” said her husband, sternly. 

‘“*T did—something—that has parted 
us forever,’’ she answered, with a 
wretched face. 

‘“‘What?”’ shouted Hugh. 

“T must leave you. There is now 
no excuse for me to stay.” 

‘“*Excuse?” he repeated. 

“Tt would be—improper,’ 
blushing. 

“Improper ?”’ shouted Sargent, louder 
than before. 

“T can’t answer anything, Hugh, if 
you shout at me like that! I will leave 
you, and go up to my room. And, 
oh, Hugh, when I am far away 4 

“Where, may I ask, are you going?” 
he interrupted, sardonically. 

“Probably to America,’”’ she said, 
trying to wipe her eyes. 


, 


she said, 
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“T’ll come, too,” he exclaimed, his 
face brightening; “‘we’ll shake Aunty 
Loo, and go on a little bat all by our- 
selves!” 

“Hugh, don’t jest. We can’t,” she 
said, desperately. ‘‘Circumstances, of 
which you evidently know nothing, 
have arisen like a wall between us. 
But Ican’t tell you, 1 can’t! Kit must. 
I'll fetch Kit.” 

As she ran into the library, return- 
ing with her cousin, Sargent said, within 
himself: 

“T’ll be hanged if I hear anything 
from Kit!” 

Sylvia, having arraigned Kit before 
their common judge, appealed to him. 

“ Kit, Hugh must be made to under- 
stand that I am—that we are—no 
longer married.”’ 

“No longer married? 
bish!’’ said Sargent. 

“Tell him—tell him!’’ urged Sylvia. 

“Yes, I'll tell you, dear old boy,” 
began Vail, looking from one to the 
other with beaming eyes, “‘that, see- 
ing your poor, self-willed little wife 
bent upon the destruction of her and 
your married happiness—and in de- 
spair of effecting a cure by any other 
means—I have, in order to bring Sylvia 
to her senses—like the ‘nice, refined 
lawyer’ that I am, Sylvia—told her 
an awful, absurd, impossible whop- 
per 

Sylvia, starting joyfully, cut him 
short. ‘Oh, Kit! then I’m not rr 

‘““Not in the least,’’ he said, smiling. 

Sylvia drew closer to Sargent. “I’m 
still——?” 

‘Just as much as ever you were. In 
fact, to judge from appearances, rather 
more so—if you mean Hugh’s devoted 
wife!’’ 

Sylvia’s scream of delight brought 
Aunty Loo and Bobby back into the 
hall, and made Vail’s eyes fill with 
some very babyish tears. Directly, 
her arms were again around her hus- 
band’s neck, and she was crying out: 

“Oh, Hugh, Hugh! I thought I 
was divorced. Thank God, you're 
mine still, and nothing on earth can 
part us!” 

“Don’t cry, Sylvia; don’t cry, dear!”’ 


What rub- 
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said Hugh. ‘‘ What all this nonsense 
of yours and Kit’s means, I won’t 
stop to ask, now. You are already 
too much upset. Please wipe your 
eyes.” 

“TI can’t,” said Sylvia, feeling every- 
where for her, as usual, absent hand- 
kerchief. Then, struck with a happy 
thought, she put her hand into Hugh’s 
breast-pocket and possessed herself of 
his, using and returning it with the 
fervent comment: 

“You would never believe how I’ve 
missed that handkerchief!”’ 

Tears of joy dry fast, and Sylvia’s 
face was presently again wreathed in 
the smiles long absent from it—smiles 


that warmed Aunty Loo’s old heart 
to look upon. Neither she nor Bobby 
ever knew more than the fact of the 
reconciliation. 

Bobby was made glad by Sargent’s 
information that he had met his father 
at a club in town, and been told 
that Bobby was soon to have a com- 
mission in the Second Blankshires. 

Kit Vail, alone, going back to town 
by an evening train, failed to realize 
how he had profited by the situation. 
He felt himself to have played a most 
unthankful part in the affair. 

“But, as long as Sylvia has her hus- 
band, what’s the odds?” he con- 
cluded, lighting a fresh cigar. 


oe 


WHERE DID LOVE GOP 


HERE did Love go? 


I only know that he 


Unbound his wings, and boasted he was free, 
And scorned my faith, and laughed to see my tears— 
Though once he swore to serve me through the years, 
And vowed he had no thought apart from me. 


Should he return, his face I would not see, 
And neither ask nor take his sympathy; 
I question night and day, but no one hears, 
Where did Love go? 


Fool that I was, to harken to his plea, 
Who showed me joy to make it mockery! 
Was it another voice sang in his ears, 
Traitor, the while he kissed away my fears? 
Ah, Love, come back, and bid me pardon thee! 
Where did Love go? 


CHARLOTTE BECKER. 
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VERY LIKELY 


‘ST ROUDLEY is very haughty because of his descent.” 
“ Because it’s such a great one?”’ 
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ON MIDSUMMER NIGHT 


By Madison Cawein 


LL the poppies in their beds, 
A Nodding crumpled crimson heads; 
And the larkspurs, in whose ears 
Twilight hangs, like twinkling tears, 
Sleepy jewels of the rain; 
All the violets, that strain 
Eyes of amethystine gleam; 
And the clover-blooms that dream 
With their baby fists closed tight— 
They can hear upon this night, 
Noiseless as the moon’s soft light, 
Footsteps and the glimmering flight, 
Shimmering flight, 
Of the Fairies. 


Il 


Every sturdy four-o’clock, 
In its variegated frock; 
Every slender sweet-pea, too, 
In its hood of pearly hue; 
Every primrose pale that dozes 
By the wall, and slow uncloses 
A sweet mouth of dewy dawn 
In a little silken yawn— 
On this night of silvery sheen, 
They can see the Fairy Queen, 
On her palfrey white, I ween, 
Tread dim cirques of haunted green, 
Moonlit green, 
With her Fairies. 


III 


Never a foxglove bell, you see, 
That’s a cradle for a bee; 

Never a lily, that’s a house 
Where the butterfly may drowse; 
Never a rose-bud or a blossom, 
That unfolds its honeyed bosom 
To the moth, that nestles deep, 
And there sucks itself to sleep— 
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But can hear and also see, 
On this night of witchery, 
All that world of Faérie, 
All that world where airily, 
Merrily, 
Dance the Fairies. 


IV 


It was last Midsummer Night, 
In the moon’s uncertain light, 
That I stood among the flowers, 
And, in language unlike ours, 
Heard them speaking of the Pixies, 
Trolls and Gnomes and Water-Nixies; 
How in this flow’r’s ear a Fay 
Hung a gem of rainy ray; 
And round that flow’r’s throat had set, 
Dim, a dewdrop carcanet; 
Then among the mignonette 
Stretched a cobweb-hammock wet, 
Dewy wet, 
For the Fairies. 


V 


Long I watched, but never a one, 
Ariel, Puck or Oberon, 
Mab or Queen Titania— 
Fairest of them all they say— 
Clad in morning-glory hues, 
Did I glimpse among the dews. 
Only once I thought the torch 
Of that elfin-rogue and arch, 
Robin Goodfellow, afar 
Flashed along a woodland bar— 
Like a jack-o’-lantern star, 
Or a lamp of firefly spar, 
Glow-worm : spar, 
Tossed by Fairies. 


Ya 


IN CHICAGO 


ISS SMYTHE—Oh, I had such a lovely time yesterday! I went to Celia’s 
silver wedding, and— 
Miss TomKyns—Why, she hasn’t been married anything like twenty-five 
years! 
Miss SMytTHE—NoO, dear, twenty-five times. 




















THE BELL IN 


THE FOG 


By Gertrude Atherton 


, ‘HE great author had realized 


one of the dreams of his am- 
bitious youth, the possession of 
an ancestral hall in England. it was 
not so much the good American’s rev- 
erence for ancestors that inspired his 
longing to have his being in stately 
decorum among the ghosts of an an- 
cient line, as artistic appreciation of 
the mellowness, the dignity, the aristo- 
cratic aloofness of walls that have 
sheltered, and furniture that has em- 
braced, generations and generations of 
the dead. To mere wealth, only his 
astute and incomparably modern brain 
yielded respect; his ego raised its goose- 
flesh at the sight of rooms furnished 
with a single cheque, exceptional as the 
taste might be. The dumping of the 
old interiors of Europe into the glis- 
tening shells of the United Statés 
not only roused him almost to passion- 
ate protest, but offended his patriotism 
which he classified among his un- 
worked ideals. The average American 
was not an artist, therefore he had no 
excuse for even the affectation of cos- 
mopolitanism. Heaven knew he was 
national enough in everything else, 
from his accent to his lack of repose; 
let his surroundings be in keeping. 
Orth had left the United States 
soon after his first successes, and, his 
art being too great to be confounded 
with locality, he had long since ceased 
to be spoken of as an American author. 
All civilized Europe, indeed, furnished 
stages for his puppets, and if never 
picturesque nor impassioned, his origin- 
ality was as overwhelming as,his style. 
His subtleties might not always be un- 
derstood—indeed, as a rule, they were 
not—but the musical mystery of his 
57 





language and the penetrating charm 
of his lofty and cultivated mind, in- 
duced raptures in the initiated, forever 
denied to those who failed to appre- 
ciate him. 

His following was not a large one, 
but it was very distinguished. The 
aristocracies of the earth gave to it; and 
not to understand and admire Ralph 
Orth was deliberately to relegate one’s 
selftotheranks. But the elect are few, 
and they frequently subscribe to the cir- 
culating libraries; on the Continent, 
they buy the Tauchnitz edition; and 
had not Mr. Orth inherited a sufficiency 
of ancestral dollars to enable him to 
keep rooms in Jermyn street, and the 
wardrobe of an Englishman of leisure, 
he might have been forced to consider 
the tastes of the middle-class at a 
desk in Hampstead. But, as it mer- 
cifully was, the fashionable and exclu- 
sive sets of London knew and sought 
him. He was too wary to become a fad, 
and too sophisticated to grate or bore; 
consequently, his popularity continued 
evenly from year to year, and long 
since he had come to be regarded “‘as 
one of them.’’ He was not keenly ad- 
dicted to sport, but he could handle a 
gun, and all men respected his dignity 
and breeding. They cared less for his 
books than women did, perhaps be- 
cause patience is not a characteristic 
of their sex. I am alluding, however, 
in this instance to men-of-the-world. 
A group of young literary men—and 
one or two women—put him on a ped- 
estal and kissed the earth before it. 
Naturally, they imitated him, and as 
this flattered him, and he had a kindly 
heart deep among the cere-cloths of 
his formalities, he sooner or later wrote 
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“appreciations’”’ of them all, which 
nobody living could understand, but, 
owing to the sub-title and signature, 
they answered every purpose. 

With all this, however, he was not 
utterly content. From the twelfth of 
August until late in the Winter—when 
he did not go to Homburg and the Ri- 
viera—he visited the best houses in 
England, slept in state chambers, and 
meditated in historic parks; but the 
country was his one passion, and he 
longed for his own acres. 

He was turning fifty when his great- 
aunt died and made him her heir: “as 
a poor reward for his immortal serv- 
ices to literature,’’ read the will of this 
phenomenally appreciative relative. 
The estate was alarge one. There was 
a rush for his books which ran each 
into three new editions. He smiled 
with cynicism, not unmixed with sad- 
ness; but he was very grateful for the 
money, and, as soon as his fastidious 
taste would permit, he bought him a 
country-seat. 

The place gratified all his ideals and 
dreams—for he had romanced about 
his sometime English possessions as he 
had never dreamed of woman. It had 
once been the property of the church, 
and the ruin of cloister and chapel 
above the ancient wood was sharp 
against the low pale sky. Even the 
house itself was Tudor, but wealth from 
generation to generation had kept it 
in repair; and the lawns were as vel- 
vety, the hedges as rigid, the trees as 
aged as any in his own works. It was 
not a castle nor a great property, but 
it was quite perfect; and for a long 
while he felt like a bridegroom on a 
succession of honeymoons. He often 
laid his hand against the rough ivied 
walls in a lingering caress. 

After a time, he returned the hos- 
pitalities of his friends, and his invita- 
tions, given with the exclusiveness of 
his great distinction, were never re- 
fused. Americans visiting England 
eagerly sought for letters to him; and if 
they were sometimes benumbed by that 
cold and formal presence, and awed by 
the silences of Chillingsworth—the few 
who entered there—they thrilled at 





the verbal prospect of the memory, 
and forthwith bought an entire set of 
his books. It was characteristic that 
they dared not ask him for his auto- 
graph. 

Although women invariably described 
him as “‘brilliant,’”’ a few men af- 
firmed that he was gentle and lovable, 
and any one of them was well con- 
tent to spend weeks at Chillingsworth 
with no other companion. But, on 
the whole, he was rather a lonely 
man. 

It occurred to him how lonely he 
was, one gay June morning when the 
sunlight was streaming through his 
narrow windows, illuminating tapes- 
tries and armor, the family portraits 
of the young profligate from whom he 
had made this splendid purchase, 
dusting its gold on the black wood of 
wainscot and floor. He was in the 
gallery at the moment, studying one of 
his two favorite portraits, a gallant little 
lad in the green costume of Robin 
Hood. The boy’s expression was im- 
perious and radiant, and he had that 
perfect beauty which in any disposi- 
tion appealed so powerfully to the 
author. But as Orth stared to-day 
at the brilliant youth, of whose life 
he knew nothing, he suddenly became 
aware of a human stirring at the 
foundations of his esthetic pleasure. 

“‘I wish he were alive and here,”’ he 
thought, with a sigh. ‘‘What a jolly 
little companion he would be! And this 
fine old mansion would make a far 
more complimentary setting for him 
than for me.” 

He turned away, abruptly, only to 
find himself face to face with the por- 
trait of a little girl who was quite unlike 
the boy, yet so perfect in her own way, 
and so unmistakably painted by the 
same hand, that he had long since con- 
cluded they had been brother and sister. 
She was angelically fair, and, young as 
she was—she could not have been 
more than six years old—her dark- 
blue eyes had a beauty of mind which 
must have been remarkable twenty 
years later. Her pouting mouth was 
like a little scarlet serpent, her skin 
almost transparent, her pale hair fell 
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waving—not curled with the orthodoxy 
of childhood—about her tender bare 
shoulders. She wore a long white 
frock, and clasped tightly against her 
breast a doll far more gorgeously 
arrayed than herself. Behind her 
were the ruins and the woods of Chill- 
ingsworth. 

Orth had studied this portrait many 
times, for the sake of an art which 
he understood almost as well as his 
own; but to-day he saw only the 
lovely child. He forgot even the boy 
in the intensity of this new and per- 
sonal absorption. 

“‘ Did she live to grow up, I wonder?”’ 
he thought. “She should have made 
a remarkable, even a famous woman, 
with those eyes and that brow, but— 
could the spirit within that ethereal 
frame stand the enlightenments of 
maturity? Would not that mind— 
purged, perhaps, in a long probation, 
from the dross of other existences— 
flee in disgust from the commonplace 
problems of woman’s existence? Such 
perfect beings should die while they 
are still perfect. Still, it is possible 
that this little girl, whoever she was, 
was idealized by the artist, who painted 
into her his own dream of exquisite 
childhood.” 

Again he turned away impatiently. 
“T believe I am rather fond of chil- 
dren,” he admitted. “I catch myself 
watching them on the street when they 
are pretty enough. Well, who does 
not like them?” he added, with some 
defiance. 

He went back to his work; he was 
chiseling a story which was to be the 
foremost excuse of a magazine as yet 
unborn. At the end of half an hour 
he threw down his wondrous instru- 
ment—which looked not unlike an ordi- 
nary pen—and making no attempt to 
disobey the desire that possessed him, 
went back to the gallery. The dark 
splendid boy, the angelic little girl were 
all he saw—even of the several chil- 
dren in the gallery—and they seemed 
to look straight down his eyes into 
depths where the fragmentary ghosts 
of unrecorded ancestors gave faint 
musical response. 


“The dead’s kindly recognition of 
the dead,” he thought. ‘“‘But I wish 
these children were alive.” 

For a week he haunted the gallery, 
and the children haunted him. Then 
he became impatient and angry. “I 
am mooning like a barren woman,” he 
exclaimed. ‘‘I must take the briefest 
way of getting those youngsters off my 
mind.”’ 

With the help of his secretary, he 
ransacked the library, and _ finally 
brought to light the gallery catalogue 
which had been named in the inven- 
tory. He discovered that his children 
were the Viscount Tancred and the 
Lady Blanche Mortlake, son and 
daughter of the second Earl of Teign- 
mouth. Little wiser than before, he 
sat down at once and wrote to the 
present earl, asking for some account 
of the lives of the children. He 
awaited the answer with more restless- 
ness than he usually permitted himself, 
and took long walks, ostentatiously 
avoiding the gallery. 

‘“‘T believe those youngsters have ob- 
sessed me,” he thought, more than 
once. “They certainly are beautiful 
enough, and the last time I looked at 
them in that waning light they were 
fairly alive. Would that they were, 
and scampering about this park.” 

The earl, who was intensely grateful 
to him, answered promptly. 

“I am afraid,’ he wrote, ‘‘that I 
don’t know much about my ancestors 
—those who didn’t do something or 
other; but I have a vague remembrance 
of having been told by an aunt of mine, 
who lives on the family traditions— 
she isn’t married—that the little chap 
was drowned in the river, and that the 
little girl died, too—I mean when she 
was a little girl—wasted away, or 
something—I’m such a beastly idiot 
about expressing myself, that I 
wouldn’t dare to write to you at all if 
you weren’t really great. That is 
actually all I can tell you, and Iam 
afraid the painter was their only biog- 
rapher.”’ 

The author was gratified that the 
girl had died young, but grieved for the 
boy. Although he had avoided the 
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gallery of late, his practised imagina- 
tion had evoked from the throngs of 
history the high-handed and brilliant, 
surely adventurous career of the third 
Earl of Teignmouth. He had pon- 
dered upon the deep delights of direct- 
ing such a mind and character, and had 
caught himself envying the dust that 
was older still. When he read of the 
lad’s early death, in spite of his regret 
that such promise should have come 
to naught, he admitted to a secret thrill 
of satisfaction that the boy had so soon 
ceased to belong to any one. Then, 
he smiled with both sadness and hu- 
mor. 

“What an old fool I am!” he ad- 
mitted. “I believe I not only wish 
those children were alive, but that 
they were my own.” 

The frank admission proved fatal. 
He made straight for the gallery. The 
boy, after the interval of separation, 
seemed more spiritedly alive than ever, 
the little girl to suggest, with her faint 
appealing smile, that she would like 
to be taken up and cuddled. 

“I must try another way,” he 
thought, desperately, after that long 
communion. ‘I must write them out 
of me.” 

He went back to the library and 
locked up the tour de force which had 
ceased to command his classic faculty. 
At once, he began to write the story of 
the brief lives of the children, much to 
the amazement of that faculty, which 
was little accustomed to the simplic- 
ities. Nevertheless, before he had 
written three chapters, he knew that 
he was at work upon a masterpiece— 
and more; that he was experiencing a 
pleasure so keen that once and again 
his hand trembled, and he saw the page 
through a mist. Although his char- 
acters had always been, in a measure, 
realized by himself and his more pa- 
tient readers, none knew better than 
he—a man of no delusions—that they 
were but mentalities, not the pulsing, 
living creations of the more full- 
blooded genius. But he had been con- 
tent to have it so. His creations 
might find and leave him cold, but he 
had known his highest satisfaction in 


chiseling the statuettes, extracting 
subtle and elevating harmonies, while 
combining words as no man of his 
tongue had combined them before. 

But the children were not puppets. 
He had loved and brooded over them 
long ere he had thought to tuck them 
into his pen, and on its first stroke they 
danced out alive. The old mansion 
echoed with their laughter, with their 
delightful and original pranks; Mr. 
Orth knew nothing of children; there- 
fore, all the pranks he invented 
were as original as his faculty. 
The little girl clung to his hand or knee 
as they both followed the adventur- 
ous course of their common idol, the 
boy. When he realized how alive 
they were he opened each room of the 
house to them in turn, that evermore 
he might have sacred and poignant 
memories with all parts of the habita- 
tion where he must dwell alone to the 
end. He selected their bedrooms, and 
hovered over them—not through in- 
fantile disorders, which were beyond 
even his imagination, but through those 
painful intervals incident upon the en- 
terprising spirit of the boy and the de- 
voted obedience of the girl to fraternal 
command. He ignored the second 
Earl of Teignmouth; he was himself 
their father, and he admired himself 
extravagantly for the first time; 
art had chastened him long since. 
Oddly enough, the children had no 
mother, not even the memory of one. 

He wrote the book more slowly than 
was his wont, and spent delightful 
hours pondering upon the chapter of 
the morrow. He looked forward to 
the conclusion with a sort of terror, and 
made up his mind that when the inevi- 
table last word was written he would 
start at once for Homburg. Incal- 
culable times a day he went to the 
gallery, for he no longer had any desire 
to write the children out of his mind, 
and his eyes hungered forthem. They 
were his now. It was with an effort 
that he sometimes humorously re- 
minded himself that another man had 
fathered them and that their little 
skeletons were under the choir of the 
chapel. Not even for peace of mind 
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would he have descended into the 
vaults of the lords of Chillingsworth 
and looked upon the marble effigies of 
his children. Nevertheless, when in a 
super-humorous mood, he dwelt upon 
his high satisfaction in having been en- 
abled by his great-aunt to purchase all 
that was left of them. 

For two months he lived in his fool’s 
paradise, and then he knew that the 
book must end. He nerved himself 
to nurse the little girl through her 
wasting illness, and when he clasped 
her hands, his own shook, his knees 
trembled. Desolation settled upon the 
house, and he wished he had left one 
corner of it to which he could retreat 
unhaunted by the child’s presence. 
He took long tramps, avoiding the 
river with a sensation next to panic. 
It was two days before he got back to 
his table, and then he had made up his 
mind to let the boy live. To kill him 
off, too, was more than his augmented 
stock of human nature could endure. 
After all, the lad’s death had been 
purely accidental, wanton. It - was 
just that he should live—with one of 
the author’s inimitable suggestions of 
future greatness; but, at the end, the 
parting was almost as bitter as the 
other. Orth knew then how men feel 
when their sons go forth to encounter 
the world and ask no more of the old 
companionship. 

The author’s boxes were packed. 
He sent the manuscript to his pub- 
lisher an hour after it was finished— 
he could not have given it a final read- 
ing to have saved it from failure— 
directed his secretary to examine the 
proof under a microscope, and left the 
next morning for Homburg. There, 
in inmost circles, he forgot his children. 
He visited in several of the great houses 
of the Continent until November; then 
returned to London to find his book 
the literary topic of the day. His sec- 
retary handed him the reviews; and for 
once he read the finalities of the name- 
less. He found himself hailed as a 
genius, and compared in astonished 
phrases to the prodigiously clever 
talent which the world for twenty years 
had isolated under the name of Ralph 


Orth. This pleased him, for every 
writer is human enough to wish to be 
hailed as a genius, and immediately. 
Many are, and many wait; it depends 
upon the fashion of the moment, and 
the needs and bias of those who write 
of writers. Orth had waited twenty 
years; but his pathway was strewn with 
the head-stones of geniuses long since 
forgotten. He was gratified to come 
thus publicly into his estate, but soon 
reminded himself that all the adula- 
tion of which a belated world was capa- 
ble could not give him one thrill of the 
pleasure which the companionship of 
that book had given him, while creat- 
ing. It was the keenest pleasure in his 
memory, and when a man is fifty and 
has written many books, that is saying 
a great deal. 

He allowed what society was in town 
to lavish honors on him for something 
over a month, then, canceled all his 
engagements and went down to Chill- 
ingsworth. 

His estate was in Hertfordshire, 
that county of gentle hills and tangled 
lanes, of ancient oaks and wide wild 
heaths, of historic houses, and dark 
woods, and green fields innumerable— 
a Wordsworthian shire, steeped in the 
deepest peace of England. As Orth 
drove toward his own gates he had the 
typical English sunset to gaze upon, a 
red streak with a church spire against 
it. His woods were silent. In the 
fields, the cows stood as if conscious 
of their part. The ivy on his old gray 
towers had been young with his chil- 
dren. 

He spent a haunted night, but the 
next day stranger happenings began. 


II 


HE rose early, and went for one of 
his long walks. England seems to 
cry out to be walked upon, and Orth, 
like others of the transplanted, ex- 
perienced to the full the country’s 
gift of foot-restlessness and mental 
calm. Calm flees, however, when the 
ego is rampant, and to-day, as upon 
others too recent, Orth’s soul was as 
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restless as his feet. He had walked 
for two hours when he entered the 
wood of his neighbor’s estate, a do- 
main seldom honored by him, as it, too, 
had been bought by an American—a 
flighty hunting widow, who dis- 
pleased the fastidious taste of the 
author. He heard children’s voices, 
and turned with the quick prompting 
of retreat. 

As he did so, he came face to face 
on the narrow path with a little girl. 
For the moment he was possessed by 
the most hideous sensation which can 
visit a man’s being—abject terror. He 
believed that body and soul were dis- 
integrating. The child before him 
was his child, the original of a portrait 
in which the artist, dead two centuries 
ago, had missed exact fidelity, after all. 
The difference, even his rolling vision 
took note, lay in the warm pure living 
whiteness and the deeper spiritual 
suggestion of the child in the path. 
Fortunately for his self-respect, his 


surrender lasted but amoment. The 
little girl spoke. 
“You look real sick,’”’ she said. 


“Shall I lead you home?” 

The voice was soft and sweet, but the 
intonation, the vernacular, were Ameri- 
can, and not of the highest class. The 
shock was, if possible, more agonizing 
than the other, but this time Orth rose 
to the occasion. 

“Who are you?”’ he demanded, with 
asperity. “What is your name? 
Where do you live?” 

The child smiled, an angelic smile, 
although she was evidently amused. 
“T never had so many questions asked 
me all at once,” she said. “But I 
don’t mind, and I’m glad you're not 
sick. I’m Mrs. Jennie Root’s little 
girl—my father’s dead. My name 
is Blanche—you are sick! No?—and 
I live in Rome, New York state. 
We've come over here to visit pa’s 
relations.”’ 

Orth took the child’s handin his. It 
was very warm and soft. 

“Take me to your mother,” he 
said, firmly; ‘‘now, at once. You can 
return and play afterward. And as I 
wouldn’t have you disappointed for 








the world, I'll send to town to-day 
for a beautiful doll.” 

The little girl, whose face had fallen, 
flashed her delight, but walked with 
great dignity beside him. He groaned 
in his depths as he saw that they were 
pointing for the widow’s house, but 
made up his mind that he would know 
the history of the child and of all her 
ancestors, if he had to sit down at 
table with his obnoxious neighbor. 
To his surprise, however, the child did 
not lead him into the park, but toward 
one of the old stone houses of the ten- 
antry. 

“Pa’s great-great-great-grandfather 
lived there,’”’ she remarked, with all an 
American’s pride of ancestry. Orth 
did not smile, however. Only the 
warm clasp of the hand in his, the soft 
thrilling voice of his still mysterious 
companion, prevented him from feel- 
ing as if moving through the mazes of 
one of his own famous ghost stories. 

The child ushered him into the din- 
ing-room, where an old man was seated 
at the table reading his Bible. The 
room was at least eight hundred years 
old. The ceiling was supported by 
the trunk of a tree, black, and prob- 
ably petrified. The windows had still 
their diamond panes, separated, no 
doubt, by the original lead. Beyond 
was a large kitchen in which were sev- 
eral women. The old man, who looked 
patriarchal enough to have laid the 
foundations of his dwelling, glanced 
up and regarded the visitor without 
hospitality. His expression softened 
as his eyes moved to the child. 

“Who ’ave ye brought?” he asked. 
He removed his spectacles. ‘‘Ah!”’ 
He rose, and offered the author a chair. 
At the same moment, the women en- 
tered the room. 

“Of course you've fallen in love 
with Blanche, sir,’’ said one of them. 
““Everybody does.” 

“Yes, that is it. Quite so.” Con- 
fusion still prevailing among his facul- 
ties, he clung to the naked _ truth. 
“This little girl has interested and 
startled me because she bears a pre- 
cise resemblance to one of the por- 
traits in Chillingsworth—painted about 

















two hundred years ago. Such extra- 
ordinary likenesses do not occur with- 
out reason, as a rule, and, as I admired 
my portrait so deeply that I have 
written a story about it, you will not 
think it unnatural if I am more than 
curious to discover the reason for this 
resemblance. The little girl tells me 
that her ancestors lived in this very 
house, and as my little girl lived next 
door, so to speak, there undoubtedly 
is a natural reason for the resem- 
blance.”’ 

His host closed the Bible, put 
his spectacles in his pocket, and hobbled 
out of the house. 

“‘He’ll never talk of family secrets,’ 
said an elderly woman, who intro- 
duced herself as the old man’s daughter, 
and had placed bread and milk before 
the guest. ‘‘ There are secrets in every 
family, and we have ours, but he'll never 
tell those old tales. All I can tell you 
is that an ancestor of little Blanche 
went to wreck and ruin because of 
some fine lady’s doings, and killed 
himself. The story is that his boys 
turned out bad. One of them saw his 
crime, and never got over the shock; 
he was foolish like, after. The mother 
was a poor scared sort of creature, and 
hadn’t much influence over the other 
boy. There seemed to be a blight 
on all the man’s descendants, until one 
of them went to America. Since then, 
they haven’t prospered, exactly, but 
they’ve done better, and they don’t 
drink so heavy.” 

“They haven’t done so well,” re- 
marked a worn patient-looking wo- 
man. Orth typed her as belonging to 
the small middle-class of an interior 
town of the eastern United States. 

“You are not the child’s mother?” 

“Yes, sir. Everybody is surprised; 
you needn’t apologize. She doesn’t 
look like any of us, although her 
brothers and sisters are good enough 
for anybody to be proud of. But we 
all think she strayed in by mistake, for 
she looks like any lady’s child, and, of 
course, we’re only middle-class.” 

Orth gasped. It was the first time 
he had ever heard a native American 
use the term middle-class with a per- 
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sonal application. For the moment, 
he forgot the child. His analytical 
mind raked in the new specimen. He 
questioned, and learned that the 
woman’s husband had kept a hat- 
store in Rome, New York; that her 
boys were clerks, her girls in stores, or 
type-writing. They kept her and little 
Blanche—who had come after her 
other children were well grown—in 
comfort; and they were all very happy 
together. The boys broke out, occa- 
sionally; but, on the whole, were the 
best in the world, and her girls were 
worthy of far better than they had. 
All were robust, except Blanche. 
“She coming so late, when I was no 
longer young, makes her delicate,” 
she remarked, with a slight blush, the 
signal of her chaste Americanism; 
“but I guess she’ll get along all right. 
She couldn’t have better care if she was 
a queen’s child.”’ 

Orth, who had gratefully consumed 
the bread and milk, rose. “Is that 
really all you can tell me?” he asked. 

“That’s all,” replied the daughter 
of the house. ‘‘And you couldn’t pry 
open father’s mouth.” 

Orth shook hands cordially with all 
of them, for he could be charming 
when hechose. He offered to escort 
the little girl back to her playmates in 
the wood, and she took prompt pos- 
session of his hand. As he was 
leaving, he turned suddenly to Mrs. 
Root. “Why did you call her 
Blanche?” he asked. 

“She was so white and dainty, she 
just looked it.” 

Orth took the next train for London, 
and from the Earl of Teignmouth ob- 
tained the address of the aunt who 
lived on the family traditions, and a 
cordial note of introduction to her. 
He then spent an hour anticipating, in 
a toy-shop, the whims and pleasures 
of a child—an incident of paternity 
which his book-children had not in- 
spired. He bought the finest doll, 
piano, French dishes, cooking appa- 
ratus, and playhouse in the shop, and 
signed a cheque for thirty pounds with 
a sensation of positive rapture. Then 
he took the train for Lancashire, 
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where the Lady Mildred Mortlake lived 
in another ancestral home. 

Possibly there are few imaginative 
writers who have not a leaning, secret 
or avowed, tothe occult. The creative 
gift is in very close relationship with 
the Great Force behind the universe; 
for aught we know, each may be an 
atom thereof. It is not strange, there- 
fore, that the lesser and closer of the 
unseen forces should send their vibra- 
tions to it occasionally; or, at all events, 
that the imagination should incline its 
ear to the most mysterious and pictur- 
esque of all beliefs. Orth frankly dal- 
lied with the old dogma. He formu- 
lated no personal faith of any sort, but 
his creative faculty, that ego within an 
ego, had made more than one excur- 
sion into the invisible and brought 
back literary treasure. 

The Lady Mildred received with 
sweetness and warmth the generous 
contributor to the family sieve, and 
listened with fluttering interest to all 
he had not told the world—she had 
read the book—and to the strange, 
Americanized sequel. 

““T am all at sea,’’ concluded Orth. 
“What had my little girl to do with 
the tragedy? What relation was she to 
the lady who drove the young man to 
destruction ‘i 

“The closest,” interrupted 
Mildred. ‘“‘She was herself!”’ 

Orth stared at her. Again he had 
a confused sense of disintegration. 
Lady Mildred, gratified by the success 
of her bolt, proceeded less dramatic- 
ally: 

“Wally was up here just after I 
read your book, and I discovered he 
had given you the wrong history of the 
picture. Not that he knew it. It is 
a story we have left untold as often as 
possible, and I tell it to you only be- 
cause you would probably become a 
monomaniac if I didn’t. Blanche 
Mortlake—that Blanche—there had 
been several of her name, but there has 
not been one since—did not die in 
childhood, but lived to be twenty-four. 
She was an angelic child, but little 
angels sometimes grow up into very 
naughty girls. I believe she was deli- 
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cate as a child, which probably gave 
her that spiritual look. Perhaps she 
was spoiled and flattered, until her 
poor little soul was stifled, which is 
likely. At all events, she was the 
coquette of her day—she seemed to 
care for nothing but breaking hearts; 
and she did not stop when she married, 





either. She hated her husband, and 
became reckless. She had no chil- 
dren. So far, the tale is not an uncom- 


mon one; but the worst, and what 
makes the ugliest stain in our annals, 
is to come. 

“She was alone one Summer at 
Chillingsworth—where she had taken 
temporary refuge from her husband— 
and she amused herself—some say, 
fell in love—with a young man of the 
yeomanry, a tenant of tne next estate. 
His name was Root. He, so it comes 
down to us, was a magnificent speci- 
men of his kind, and in those days the 
yeomanry gave us our great soldiers. 
His beauty of face was quite as re- 
markable as his physique; he led all 
the rural youth in sport, and was a bit 
above his class in every way. He had 
a wife in no way remarkable, and two 
little boys, but was always more with 
his friends than his family. Where he 
and Blanche Mortlake met I don’t 
know—in the woods, probably, al- 
though it has been said that he had the 
run of the house. But, at all events, 
he was wild about her, and she pre- 
tended to be about him. Perhaps 
she was, for women have stooped be- 
fore and since. Some women can be 
stormed by a fine man in any circum- 
stances; but, although I am a woman 
of the world, and not easy to shock, 
there are some things I tolerate so 
hardly that it is all I can do to bring 
myself to believe in them; and stooping 
is one of them. Well, they were the 
scandal of the county for months, and 
then, either because she had tired of 
her new toy, or his grammar grated 
after the first glamour, or because she 
feared her husband, who was returning 
from the Continent, she broke off with 
him and returned to town. He fol- 
lowed her, and forced his way into her 
house. It is said she melted, but made 
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him swear never to attempt to see her 
again. He returned to his home, and 
killed himself. A few months later she 
took her own life. That is all 1 know.” 

“It is quite enough for me,’’ said 
Orth. 

The next night, as his train traveled 
over the great wastes of Lancashire, 
a thousand chimneys were spouting 
forth columns of fire. Where the sky 
was not red it was black. .The place 
looked like hell. Another time Orth’s 
imagination would have gathered im- 
mediate inspiration from this wildest 
region of England. The fair and 
peaceful counties of the south had 
nothing to compare in infernal gran- 
deur with these acres of flaming col- 
umns. The chimneys were invisible 
in the lower darkness of the night; the 
fires might have leaped straight from 
the angry caldron of the earth. 

But Orth was in a subjective world, 
searching for all he had ever heard of 
occultism. He recalled that the sin- 
ful dead are doomed, according to this 
belief, to linger for vast reaches of time 
in that borderland which is close to 
earth, eventually sent back to work out 
their final salvation; that they work it 
out among the descendants of the peo- 
ple they have wronged; that suicide is 
held by the devotees of occultism to 
be a cardinal sin, abhorred and exe- 
crated. 

Authors are far closer to the truths 
enfolded in mystery than ordinary peo- 
ple, because of that very audacity of 
imagination which irritates their plod- 
ding critics. As only those who dare 
to make mistakes succeed greatly, only 
those who shake free the wings of their 
imagination brush, once in a way, the 
secrets of the great pale world. If 
such writers go wrong, it is not for the 
mere brains to tell them so. 

Upon Orth’s return to Chillings- 
worth, he called at once upon the child, 
and found her happy among his gifts. 
She put her arms about his neck, and 
covered his serene unlined face with 
soft kisses. This completed the con- 
quest. Orth from that moment adored 
her as a child, irrespective of the psy- 
chological problem. 

Aug. 1903 


Gradually, he managed to monopo- 
lize her. From long walks it was but a 
step to take her home for luncheon. 
The hours of her visits lengthened. 
He had a room fitted up as a nursery 
and filled with the wonders of toy- 
land. He took her to London to see 
the pantomimes; two days before 
Christmas, to buy presents for her 
relatives; and together they strung 
them upon the most wonderful Christ- 
mas tree that the old hall of Chillings- 
worth had ever embraced. She had a 
donkey-cart and a trained nurse, dis- 
guised as a maid, to wait upon her. 
Before a month had passed she was 
living in state at Chillingsworth and 
paying daily visits to her mother. 
Mrs. Root was deeply flattered, and 
apparently well content. Orth told 
her plainly that he should make the 
child independent, and educate her, 
meanwhile. Mrs. Root intended to 
spend six months in England, and 
Orth was in no hurry to alarm her by 
broaching his ultimate design. 

He reformed Blanche’s accent and 
vocabulary, and read to her out of 
books which would have addled the 
brains of most little maids of six, but 
she seemed to enjoy them, although 
she seldom made a comment. He 
was always ready to play games with 
her, but she was a gentle little thing, 
and, moreover, tired easily. She pre- 
ferred to sit in the depths of a big chair, 
toasting her bare toes at the log-fire in 
the hall, while her friend read or talked 
to her. Although she was thoughtful, 
and, when left to herself, given to 
dreaming, his patient observation 
could detect nothing uncanny about 
her. Moreover, she had a quick sense 
of humor, she was easily amused, and 
could laugh as merrily as any child in 
the world. He was resigning all hope 
of further development on the shad- 
owy side when one day he took her to 
the picture gallery. 

It was the first warm day of Sum- 
mer. The gallery was not heated, 
and he had not dared to take his frail 
visitor into its chilly spaces during 
the Winter and Spring. Although he 
had wished to see the effect of the pic- 
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ture on the child, he had shrunk from 
the bare possibility of the very develop- 
ment the mental part of him craved; 
the other was warmed and satisfied 
for the first time in his life, and with- 
held itself from disturbance. But one 
day the sun streamed through the old 
windows, and, obeying a sudden im- 
pulse, he led Blanche to the gallery. 

It was some time before he ap- 
proached the child of his earlier love. 
Again he hesitated. He pointed out 
many other fine pictures, and Blanche 
smiled appreciatively at his remarks, 
that were wise in criticism and inter- 
esting in matter. He never knew just 
how much she understood, but the 
very fact that there were depths in the 
child beyond his probing riveted his 
chains. 

Suddenly, he wheeled about and 
waved his hand to her prototype. 
“What do you think of that?” he 
asked. ‘‘ You remember, I told you 
of the likeness the day I met you.” 

She looked indifferently at the 
picture, but he noticed that her color 
changed oddly; its pure white tone 
gave place to an equally delicate 
gray. 

“IT have seen it before,’’ she said. 
“I came in here one day to look at it. 
And I have been quite often since. 
You never forbade me,” she added, 
looking at him appealingly, but drop- 
ping hereyes quickly. “And I like the 
little girl—and the boy—very much.” 

“Do you? Why?” 

“I don’t know ’”’—a formula in which 
she had taken refuge before. Still her 
candid eyes were lowered; but she was 
quite calm. Orth, instead of ques- 
tioning, merely fixed his eyes upon 
her, and waited. In a moment she 
stirred uneasily, but she did not laugh 
nervously, as another child would have 
done. He had never seen her self- 
possession ruffled, and he had begun 
to doubt he ever should. She was 
full of human warmth and affection. 
She seemed made for love, and every 
creature who came within her ken 
adored her, from the author himself 
down to the litter of puppies presented 
to her by the stable-boy a few weeks 


since; but her serenity would hardly be 
enhanced by death. 

She raised her eyes, finally, but not 
to his. She looked at the portrait. 

“Did you know that there was 
another picture behind?”’ she asked. 

“No,” replied Orth, turning cold. 
“How did you know it?” 

““One day I touched a spring in the 
frame, and this picture came forward. 
Shall I show you?” 

“Yes!”” And crossing curiosity and 
the involuntary shrinking from im- 
pending phenomena was a sensation of 
esthetic disgust that he should be 
treated to a secret spring. 

The little girl touched hers, and that 
other Blanche sprang aside so quickly 
that she might have been impelled by 
a sharp blow from behind. Orth nar- 
rowed his eyes and stared at what she 
revealed. He felt that his own 
Blanche was watching him, and set his 
features, although his breath was short. 

There was the Lady Blanche Mort- 
lake in the splendor of her young 
womanhood, beyond a doubt. Gone 
were all traces of her spiritual child- 
hood, except, perhaps, in the shadows 
of the mouth; but more than fulfilled 
were the promises of her mind. As- 
suredly, the woman had been as bril- 
liant and gifted as she had been restless 
and passionate. She wore her very 
pearls with arrogance, her very hands 
were tense with eager life, her whole 
being breathed mutiny. 

Orth turned abruptly to Blanche, 
who had transferred her attention to 
the picture. 

“What a tragedy is there!” he ex- 
claimed, with a fierce attempt at light- 
ness. ‘Think of a woman having all 
that pent up within her two centuries 
ago! And at the mercy of a stupid 
family, no doubt, and a still stupider 
husband. No wonder— To-day, a 
woman like that might not be a model of 
all the virtues, but she certainly would 
use her gifts and become famous, the 
while living her life too fully to have any 
place in it for yeomen and such, or 
even for the trivial business of break- 
ing hearts.” He put his finger under 
Blanche’s chin, and raised her face, 
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but he could not compel her gaze. 
“You are the exact image of that little 
girl,”’ he said, “except that you are 
even purer and finer. She had no 
chance, none whatever. You live in 
the woman’s age. Your opportunities 
will be infinite. I shall see to it that 
they are. What you wish to be you 
shall be. There will be no pent-up 
energies here to burst out into disaster 
for yourself and others. You shall 
be trained to self-control—that is, if 
you ever develop self-will, dear child— 
every faculty shall be educated, every 
school of life you desire knowledge 
through shall be opened to you. You 
shall become that finest flower of civil- 
ization, a woman who knows how to 
use her independence.” 

She raised her eyes, slowly, and gave 
him a look which stirred the roots of 
sensation—a long look of unspeakable 
melancholy. Her chest rose once; 
then, she set her lips tightly, and 
dropped her eyes. 

“What do you mean?” he cried, 
roughly, for his soul was chattering. 
“Is—it—do you—?’’ He dared not 
go too far, and concluded lamely, 
‘* You mean you fear that your mother 
will not give you to me when she 
goes—you have divined that I wish 
to adopt you? Answer me, will 
you?” 

But she only lowered her head and 
turned away, and he, fearing to 
frighten or repel her, apologized for 
his abruptness, restored the outer 
picture to its place and led her from 
the gallery. 

He sent her at once to the nursery, 
and when she came down to luncheon 
and took her place at his right hand, 
she was as natural and childlike as 
ever. For some days he restrained his 
curiosity, but one evening, as they 
were sitting before the fire in the hall 
listening to the storm, and just after 
he had told her the story of the erl- 
king, he took her on his knee and asked 
her gently if she would not tell him 
what had been in her thoughts when 
he had drawn her brilliant future. 
Again her face turned gray, and she 
dropped her eyes. 


“T cannot,” she said. ‘ I—per- 
haps—I don’t know.” 

“Was it what I suggested?” 

She shook her head, then looked at 
him with a shrinking appeal which 
forced him to drop the subject. 

He went the next day alone to the 
gallery, and looked long at the por- 
trait of the woman. She stirred no re- 
sponse in him. Nor could he feel that 
the woman of Blanche’s future would 
stirthemaninhim. The paternal was 
all he had to give, but that was hers 
for ever. 

He went out into the park and found 
Blanche digging in her garden, very 
dirty and absorbed. The next after- 
noon, however, entering the hall noise- 
lessly, he saw her sitting in her big 
chair, gazing out into nothing visible, 
her whole face settled in melancholy. 
He asked her if she were ill, and she re- 
called herself at once, but confessed to 
feeling tired. Soon after this he no- 
ticed that she lingered longer in the 
comfortable depths of her chair, and 
seldom went out, except with himself. 
She insisted that she was quite well, 
but after he had surprised her again 
looking as sad as if she had renounced 
every joy of childhood, he invited from 
London a doctor renowned for his suc- 
cess with children. 

The scientist came and questioned 
and examined her. When she had 
left the room he shrugged his shoulders. 

“She might have been born with 
ten years of life in her, or she might 
grow up into a buxom woman,” he 
said. ‘I confess I cannot tell. She 
appears to be sound enough, but I 
have no X-rays in my eyes, and for all 
I know she may be on the verge of de- 
cay. She certainly has the look of 
those whodie young. Ihave never seen 
so spiritual a child. But I can put my 
finger on nothing. Keep her out of 
doors, don’t give her sweets, and don’t 
let her catch anything if you can help 
2.” 

Orth and the child spent the long 
warm days of Summer under the trees 
of the park, or driving in the quiet 
lanes. Guests were unbidden, and his 
pen was idle. All that was human in 
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him had gone out to Blanche. He 
loved hes, and she was a perpetual de- 
light to him. The rest of the world re- 
ceived the large measure of his indif- 
ference. There was no further change 
in her, and apprehension slept and let 
him sleep. He had persuaded Mrs. 
Root to remain in England for a year. 
He sent her theatre tickets every week, 
and placed a horse and phaéton at her 
disposal. She was enjoying herself 
and seeing less and less of Blanche. 
He took the child to Bournemouth for 
a fortnight, and again to Scotland, 
both of which outings benefited as 
much as they pleased her. She had 
begun to tyrannize over him amiably, 
and she carried herself quite royally. 
But she was always sweet and truth- 
ful, and these qualities, combined with 
that something in the depths of her 
mind which defied his explorations, 
held him captive. She was devoted 
to him, and cared for no other com- 
panion, although she was demon- 
strative to her mother when they met. 

It was in the tenth month of this 
idyll of the lonely man and the lonely 
child that Mrs. Root flurriedly entered 
the library of Chillingsworth, where 
Orth happened to be alone. 

“Oh, sir,” she exclaimed, “I must go 
home. My daughter Grace writes me 
—she should have done it before—that 
the boys are not behaving as well as 
they should—she didn’t tell me, as I 
was having such a good time she just 
hated to worry me—heaven knows 
I’ve had enough worry—but now I 
must go—I just couldn’t stay—boys 
are an awful responsibility—girls ain’t 
a circumstance to them, although mine 
are a handful sometimes.” 

Orth had written about too many 
women to interrupt the flow. He let 
her talk until she paused to recuperate 
her forces. Then, he said, quietly: 

“I am sorry this has come so sud- 
denly, for it forces me to broach a sub- 
ject, at once, which I would rather have 
postponed until you could have ac- 
customed yourself to the idea by de- 
grees “ 

“TI know what it is you want to say, 
sir,’’ she broke in, “‘and I’ve reproached 








myself that I haven’t warned you be- 
fore, but I didn’t like to be the one to 
speak first. You want Blanche—of 
course, I couldn’t help seeing that; but 
I can’t let her go, sir, indeed, I can’t.” 

“Yes,” he said, firmly, “I want to 
adopt Blanche, and I hardly think you 
can refuse, for you must know how 
greatly it will be to her advantage. 
She is a wonderful child; you have 
never been blind to that; she should 
have every opportunity, not only of 
money, but of association. If I adopt 
her legally, I shall, of course, make her 
my heir, and—there is no reason why 
she should not grow up as great a lady 
as any in England.” 

The poor woman turned white, and 
burst into tears. “I’ve sat up nights 
and nights, struggling,’’ she said, when 
she could speak. ‘‘ That, and missing 
her. I couldn’t stand in her light, and 
I let her stay. I know I oughtn’t to, 
now—lI mean, stand in her light—but, 
sir, she is dearer than all the others put 
together.”’ 

“Then, live here in England—at 
least, for some years longer. I will 
gladly relieve your children of your 
support, and you can see Blanche as 
often as you choose.” 

“IT can’t do that, sir. After all, she 
is only one, and there are six others. 
I can’t desert them. They all need 
me, if only to keep them together— 
three girls unmarried and out in the 
world, and three boys just a little 
inclined to be wild. There is another 
point, sir—I don’t exactly know how 
to say it.” 

“Well?” asked Orth, kindly. This 
American woman thought him the 
ideal gentleman, although the mistress 
of the estate on which she visited 
called him a boor and a snob. 

“It is—well—you must know—you 
can imagine—that her brothers and 
sisters just worship Blanche. They 
save their pennies to buy her every- 
thing she wants—or used to want. 
Heaven knows what will satisfy her 
now, although I can’t see that she’s 
one bit spoiled. But she’s just like 
a religion to them; they’re not much 
on church. I'll tell you, sir, what I 
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couldn’t say to any one else, not even 
to these relations who’ve been so kind 
to me—but there’s wildness, just a 
streak, in all my children, and I be- 
lieve, I_ know, it’s Blanche that keeps 
them straight. My girls get bitter, 
sometimes; work all the week and lit- 
tle fun, not caring for common men 
and no chance to marry gentlemen; 
and sometimes they break out and 
talk dreadful; then, when they’re over 
it, they say they’ll live for Blanche— 
they’ve said it over and over, and they 
meanit. Every sacrifice they’ve made 
for her—and they’ve made many— 
has done them good. It isn’t that 
Blanche ever says a word of the 
preachy sort, or has anything of the 
Sunday-school child about her, or 
even tries to smooth them down when 
they’re excited. It’s just herself. The 
only thing she ever does is sometimes 
to draw herself up and look scornful, 
and that nearly kills them. Little as 
she is, they’re crazy about having her 
respect. I’ve grown _ superstitious 
about her. Until she came I used to 
get frightened, terribly, sometimes, 
and I believe she came forthat. So— 
you see! I know Blanche is too fine for 
us and ought to have the best; but, 
then, they are to be considered, too. 
They have their rights, and they’ve 
got much more good than bad in them. 
I don’t know! I don’t know! It’s 
kept me awake many nights.” 

Orth rose, abruptly. ‘“‘ Perhaps you 
will take some further time to think it 
over,” he said. “You can stay a few 
weeks longer—the matter cannot be 
so pressing as that.” 

The woman rose. “I’ve thought 
this,’’ she said; “let Blanche decide. 
I believe she knows more than any of 
us. I believe that whichever way she 
decided would be right. I won’t say 
anything to her, so you won’t think 
I’m working on her feelings; and I can 
trust you. But she’ll know.”’ 

“Why do you think that?” asked 
Orth, sharply. ‘There is nothing un- 
canny about the child. She is not 
yet seven years of age. Why should 
you place such a responsibility upon 
her?” 


“Do you think she’s like other chil- 
dren?” 

“I know nothing of other children.” 

“I do, sir. I’ve raised six. And 
I’ve seen hundreds of others. I never 
was one to be a fool about my own, 
but Blanche isn’t like any other child 
living—I’m certain of it.”’ 

“What do you think?” 

And the woman answered, according 
to her lights: ‘‘I think she’s an angel, 
and came to us because we needed 
her.” 

““And I think she is Blanche Mort- 
lake working out the last of her sal- 
vation,” thought the author; but he 
made no reply, and was alone in a mo- 
ment. 

It was several days before he spoke 
to Blanche, and then, one morning, 
when she was sitting on her mat on the 
lawn with the light full upon her, he 
told her abruptly that her mother 
must return home. 

To his surprise, but unutterable de- 
light, she burst into tears and flung 
herself into his arms. 

“You need not leave me,” he said, 
when he could find his own voice. 


“You can stay here always and 
be my little girl. It all rests with 
you.” 

“TIT can’t stay!” she sobbed. “I 
can’t!” 


“And that is what made you so sad 
once or twice?” he asked, with a 
double eagerness. 

She made no reply. 

“Oh!” he said, passionately, “give 
me your confidence, Blanche. You 
are the only breathing thing that I 
have ever loved.” 

“Tf I could, I would,” she said. 
I don’t know—not quite.”’ 

“How much do you know?” 

But she sobbed again, and would not 
answer. He dared not risk too much. 
After all, the physical barrier between 
the past and the present was very 
young. 

“Very well, then, we will talk about 
the other matter. I will not pretend 
to disguise the fact that your mother 
is distressed at the idea of parting 
from you, and thinks it would be as 


“But 
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sad for your brothers and sisters, 
whom she says you influence for their 
good. Do you think that you do?” 

“Yes.” 

“How do you know this?”’ 

“Do you know why you know every- 
thing?’”’ 

“No, my dear, and I have great 
respect for your instincts. But your 
sisters and brothers are now old 
enough to take care of themselves. 
They must be of poor stuff if they can- 
not live properly without the aid 
of a child. Moreover, they will be 
marrying soon. That will also mean 
that your mother will have many lit- 
tle grandchildren to console her for 
your loss. I will be the one bereft, if 
you leave me. Iam the only one who 
really needs you. I don’t say I will 
go to the bad, as you may have very 
foolishly persuaded yourself your fam- 
ily will do without you, but I trust to 
your instincts to make you realize how 
unhappy, how inconsolable, I shall be. 
I shall be the loneliest man on earth. 
And without hope!” 


She rubbed her face deeper into his 
flannels, and tightened her embrace. 
“Can’t you come, too?”’ she asked. 

““No; you must live with me wholly, 
or not at all. Your people are not my 
people, their ways are not my ways. 
We should not get along. And if you 
lived with me over there you might as 
well stay here, for your influence over 
them would be quite as removed. 
Moreover, if they are of the right stuff 
the memory of you will be quite as 
potent for good as your actual pres- 
ence.”’ 

““Not unless I died.” 

Again, something within him trem- 
bled. ‘‘Do you believe you are going 
to die young?”’ he blurted out. 

But she would not answer. 

He entered the nursery abruptly 
the next day and found her packing 
her dolls. When she saw him, she sat 
down and began to weep hopelessly. 
He knewthen that his fate was sealed. 
And when, a year later, he received 
her last little scrawl, he was almost 
glad that she went when she did. 








De 
TRAGEDY 


ONLY a simple woman she, whom Love, 
In some sad, listless way, grew weary of. 


So plain the fact, so commonplace the thing, 
Empty and cheap and void of coloring. 


Yet all the tragedies of earth, I wis, 
Have nothing in their wounds that hurt like this. 


No grand, sharp blow, sudden to ease the pain; 
Only the ceaseless ache of heart and brain. 


The uselessness of toil and life and soul— 
A causeless journey to a dreary goal. 


Only a simple woman she, whom Love 
Waxed weary of. 


* 


At his own wedding a man is never the best man—and but rarely afterward. 


McCreA PICKERING. 























THE WIRE-TAPPERS 


By Arthur Stringer 


HE discharged prisoner hung 
back, blinking out at the strong 


sunlight. When the way at 
last seemed clear, he thrust his hands 
deep in his pockets, and sauntered 
carelessly toward Sixth avenue. At 
the corner, a crowd of idlers watched 
two men on a scaffolding, cleaning the 
stone of Jefferson Market with a sand- 
blast. It was not until he had shuffled 
his way in on one side of this crowd, 
and edged circuitously out on the other 
that he felt at ease with the world. It 
was like dipping into a stream; it 
seemed to wash away something scar- 
let and flaming. A touch of the fa- 
miliar bravado came back to his boy- 
ish face; each insouciant shoulder took 
on its old line of reckless amiability. 

He crossed Sixth avenue with 
quicker steps, and pushed his way into 
a saloon on the corner of Tenth street, 
vaguely wondering what the next turn 
of life’s wheel would bring to him. But, 
at heart, he was still sick and shaken 
and weak. He called for a beer, and, 
between gulps of it, swallowed down 
slices of pickled beets and the last of 
the free-lunch bread and crackers. See- 
ing the bartender eying him angrily, he 
laughed, conciliatingly, and put down 
his last nickel for another beer. 

It was not until then that he noticed 
the stranger beside him, looking at him 
pointedly. He was corpulent, and 
friendly enough of face, but for the 
blocked squareness of the flaccid jaw 
and the indefinite pale-green glint to 
the deep-set, predatory eyes. He was 
floridly dressed, with a heavy, chased- 
gold band on one fat finger, and a 
small, diamond stud in his shirt-front. 
There was, too, something beefily ani- 
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mal-like in his confident, massive neck, 
and the discharged prisoner returned 
his half-quizzical gaze of inspection 
with a glare unmistakably belligerent. 
The stranger merely smiled, and leaned 
amiably against the bar. 

“What’ll you have, 
asked, easily. 

The other still glared at him in si- 
lence. 

“Climb down, my boy; climb down, 
and have something with me!”’ 

‘““Who’re you, anyway?’ demanded 
Durkin, coldly. 

“Oh, I was just watchin’ you over 
yonder!’ The stout man jerked his 
head vaguely toward Jefferson Market, 
and turned to the bartender. ‘‘Give 
us some brandy, Terry, and a plate o’ 
hot beans and sandwiches. Yes, I was 
kind o’ lookin’ on over there; you’re up 
against it, aren’t you?” 

“How d’you mean?” asked the 
young man, hungrily eying the leg of 
ham, from which the bartender was 
shaving dolefully thin slices. 

“Here, brace up on a swig of Terry’s 
nose-paint; then we can talk easier. 
Hold on, though; let’s get comfort- 
able!” 

He ordered the lunch over to a little 
round table in the corner. Durkin 
could already feel the liquor singing 
through his veins; and he decided to 
get some hot beans inside him before 
trying to break away. 

“Now, first thing, do you want a 
cinch on a good job?”’ 

““Maybe,”’ said Durkin, through a 
mouthful of beans. ‘‘ Doing what?’ 

“Same old thing—operating, of 
course.”’ 

Durkin hated to fall out with the 


Durkin?” he 
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stranger while that plate of steaming 
beans stood still unconsumed; so, he 
parried for time. 

“I’m kind o’ sick of operating,”’ he 
mumbled, washing a mouthful of his 
lunch down with a glass of brandy. 
““My arm’s giving out.” 

“Well, I want a man, and I want him 
quick. You’re not very well fixed, 
maybe?”’ 

‘““Oh, I’m broke, all right!”’ laughed 
the other, weakly, surrendering to some 
clutching tide of alcoholic recklessness. 

‘Well, you’re a fool to go broke in 
the teeth of a cinch like this. But first 
thing, how’d you ever get pinched by 
Doogan? Here, take a drink—hot 
stuff, eh? Now, how’d you get pulled 
that fool way?”’ 

“Oh, I’d been living like a street-cat 
for a week,” said Durkin, wiping his 
mouth, ‘‘and a friend of mine showed 
me a wire back of his roof, and ad- 
vanced me five dollars to short-circuit 
it. Doogan’s men caught me at it, 
and Doogan tried to make me out an 
ord’nary overhead guerrilla.”” And, 
through a mouthful of hot beans, he 
cursed his captor roundly. 

“But you saw he didn’t appear 
against you?” 

“Yes, and that’s more’n I can get 
onto,” he answered, puzzled by the 
stranger’s quiet smile. 

“Say, Durkin, you didn’t think it 
was your good looks got you off, did 
you?” The younger man looked at him 
out of half-angry eyes, but the stranger 
only continued to chuckle in his throat. 

“I fixed Doogan for you,’”’ he went 
on, easily. ‘‘ You’re the sort of man I 
wanted—I saw that, first thing; and a 
friend o’ mine kind o’ dropped in and 
saw Doogan!”’ 

The younger man gazed at him in 
dreamy wonder, trying to grope 
through the veil of unreality that 
seemed falling about him. Then, he 
listened, with suddenly alert eyes, as 
the stranger, to make sure of his man, 
tapped with a knife on the edge of his 
plate. Durkin read the Morse easily— 
“Don’t talk so loud’’—and wagged his 
head childishly over the little message, 
under the keen eyes of the stranger. 








“Where'd you work, before you went 
with the Postal Union?”’ 

“Up in the woods,” laughed the 
other, as he rambled. “I was a de- 
spatcher for the Grand Trunk at Ko- 
moko, where the tunnel trains cut off 
west for Chicago; and they work their 
men like dogs. Some way or other, I 
sent an Oddfellows’ excursion head on 
into a gravel-train—saw it twenty min- 
utes before they touched, and wired in 
my resign.” 

“But how’d you come to leave the 
Postal Union?”’ 

A momentary slyness crept into his 
eyes, but he laughed weakly, and 
reached out for another drink; the 
older man shook his head, and held 
back the bottle. 

“Oh, that’s another dose of my 
luck! They black-listed me, damn 
’em!”’ 

The other held up a warning finger. 
“Not so loud! Go on.” 

“Of course, I went into the P. 
U. carrying a fly, so I got along all 
right. But I kind o’ wanted to see a 
little life, and had telegrapher’s paraly- 
sis coming on, and got sick of the grind. 
So, when some of the Aqueduct races 
were going through on a repeater next 
to me, to Reedy’s pool-rooms, I just 
reached over and held up one side of 
the repeater. Then, say third horse 
won, I got over to the window, and 
took out my handkerchief three times. 
Then, a friend of mine ’phoned to our 
man, and when he’d had time to get 
his money up I sent the result through. 
But they got onto the dodge, and 
soaked me!’ Then, he added, regret- 
fully, ‘‘I’d have made a clear five hun- 
dred, if they’d given me another day’s 
chance!”’ 

“Well, I guess maybe you can even 
up with us.””’ The younger man looked 
at the other narrowly, unsteady of eye, 
but still suspicious. Good grafts, he 
knew, had to be sought for long and 
arduously on this earth. “I guess I'd 
rather get something decent,” he grum- 
bled, pushing away his bean-plate, but 
still waiting, with some anxiety, for the 
other to explain. 

““We all would, maybe; but a dead 
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sure thing’s good enough, now and 
then.” 

“But where’s all the money, in this 
cinch?’’ demanded Durkin. 

“T can’t tell you that here, but I’m 
no piker! Get in a cab with me, and 
then I'll lay everything out as we drive 
up to the house. But here, have a 
smoke!’’ he added, as he got up and 
hurried out to the door. Durkin had 
never dreamed that tobacco—even 
pure, Havana tobacco—could be so 
suave and mellow and fragrant. 

“Now, you asked me about the 
money in this deal,’’ the older man be- 
gan, when he had slammed to the cab- 
door, and they went rumbling toward 
Fifth avenue. ‘Well, it’s right here, 
see!’’ And, as he spoke, he drew a roll 
of bills from his pocket. Durkin could 
see that it was made up of many fifties 
and one-hundreds. He wondered, 
dazedly, how many thousands it 
held; it seemed, of a sudden, to put 
a new and sobering complexion on 
things. 

“Now, if you want to swing in with 
us, here’s what you get a week.”’ The 
stranger pulled out four crisp fifty-dol- 
lar bills, and placed them in the other’s 
bewildered fingers. ‘“‘And, if our coup 
goes through, you get your ten-per- 
cent. rake off—and that ought to run 
you up from five to seven thousand 
dollars, easy!’’ 

Durkin’s fingers closed more tightly 
on his bills, and he drew in his breath, 
sharply. 

““Who are you, anyway?” he asked, 
slowly. 

“Me? Oh, I’m kind of an outsider 
operator, same as yourself!’’ He looked 
at Durkin, steadily, for a moment, and 
then, seeming satisfied, suddenly 
changed histone. ‘‘ Did you ever hear 
of Penfield, the big pool-room man? 

Vell, I’ve been a plunger at Penfield’s 

now for two months—long enough to 
see that he’s as crooked as they make 
them. I’m going to give him a dose of 
his own medicine, and hit that gilt- 
edged gambler for a slice of his genteel 
bank-roll—and a good, generous slice, 
too!” 

“But what’s—er—your special line 





of business? How’re you going to get 
at Penfield, I mean?” 

“Ever hear of the Miami outfit?’’ 
asked the other. 

“That cut in and hit the Montreal 
pool-rooms for eighty thousand ?—well, 
I guess I have—a little!’” He looked 
at the other man,in wonder. Then, it 
all seemed to dawn on him, in one illu- 
minating, almost bewildering flash. 

““You—you’re not MacNutt?” he 
cried, reading his answer almost as he 
spoke. Half a year before, the Postal 
Union offices had been full of talk of 
the Miami Outfit and MacNutt, buzzing 
with meager news of the audacity and 
cool insolence of Miami’s “lightning- 
slingers,’’ who, when they saw they had 
worked their game to a finish, cut in 
with their, ““We’ve got your dough, 
now you can go to—”’ as they made 
for cover and ultimate liberty ten min- 
utes before their hillside cave was 
raided, and nothing more than a pack- 
ing-case holding three dozen Brumley 
dry batteries, a bunch of “KK” and 
a couple of Crosby long-distance tele- 
phones were found. 

Durkin looked at the other man once 
more, almost admiringly, indetermi- 
nately tempted, swayed against his 
will, in some way, by the splendor of a 
vast and unknown hazard. 

“You're pretty confidential,’ he 
said, slowly, looking the other up and 
down. ‘‘What’s to stop me squealing 
on you and the whole gang?”’ 

MacNutt smiled, gently, and stroked 
his scrawny beard, touched here and 
there with gray. ‘‘What good would 
all that do you?”’ he asked. 

“You are a cool cuss!” 
the other. 

“Oh, I guess I know men; and I 
sized you up, first thing, in the court- 
room. You’re the make of man I 
want, and—well, if you don’t come out 
of this quite a few thousand tothe good, 
it’s all your own fault!” 

Durkin whistled softly, and looked 
out at the flashing carriages as they 
threaded their way up the crowded 
Avenue. “Well, I guess I’m game 
enough!” he said, hesitatingly, still 
trying to sweep from his brain the 
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teasing mental cobweb that it was 
nothing more than a vivid nightmare. 
“I guess I’m your man,”’ he repeated, 
as they turned off the Avenue, and 
drew up in front of a house with a 
brown-stone front, much like other 
private houses in New York’s upper 
Thirties. They jumped out, and went 
quickly up the broad, stone steps. 

“So you’re with us, all right?’’ asked 
MacNutt, as his finger played oddly 
on the electric button beside the 
door. 

“Yes, I’m with you,” assented Dur- 
kin, stoutly, “to the finish!’ 

It was a full minute before the door 
opened, and the unlooked-for wait in 
some way keyed the younger man’s 
curiosity up to the snapping point. 
As the door swung back, he had the 
startled vision of a young woman, 
dressed in sober black, looking half- 
timidly out at them with her hand still 
onthe knob. As he noticed the wealth 
of her waving, chestnut hair, and the 
poise of the head, and the quiet calm- 
ness of the eyes, that appeared almost 
a violet-blue in contrast to the soft 
pallor of her face, Durkin felt that they 
had made a mistake in the house num- 
ber. But, seeing MacNutt step quick- 
ly inside, he himself awkwardly took 
off his hat, and, under the spell of her 
quiet, almost pensive, smile, he de- 
cided that she could be little more than 
a mere girl, until he noticed the woman- 
ly fullness of her breast and hips and 
what seemed a languid weariness about 
the eyesthemselves. He also noted the 
sudden telepathic glance that passed 
between MacNutt and the woman, a 
questioning flash on her part, an an- 
swering flash on the other’s. Then 
she turned to Durkin, with her quiet, 
carelessly winning smile, and held out 
her hand, and his heart thumped and 
pounded more drunkenly than it had 
with all MacNutt’s brandy and seltzer. 
Then, he heard MacNutt speaking, 
quickly and evenly. 

“This is Mr. Jim Durkin; Durkin, 
this is Miss Mame Candler. You 
two’re going to have lots o’ trouble 
together, so I guess you’d better get 
acquainted right here—might as well 
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make it Mame and Jim—you’re going 
to see a mighty good deal of each 
other!” 

“All right, Jim,” said the woman, 
girlishly, in a mellow, English con- 
tralto voice; then, she laughed, and 
Durkin flushed hot and cold as he felt 
her shaking hands with him once more. 
Strangely sobered, he stumbled over 
rugs and polished floors after them, 
up two flights of stairs, listening, still 
dazed, to MacNutt’s hurried questions 
and the woman’s low answers, which 
sounded thin and far away to him. 

A man named Mackenzie, Durkin 
gathered from their talk, had been 
probing about the subway for half a 
day, and had just strung a wire on 
which much seemed to depend. They 
stopped before a heavy, oak-paneled 
door, on which MacNutt played a six- 
stroked tattoo. A key turned, and the 
next moment a middle-aged man in 
the cap and blue suit of a Consolidated 
Gas Company inspector, thrust his 
head cautiously through the opening. 
The sweat was running down his oily, 
dirt-smeared face; a look of relief 
spread over his features at the sight of 
the others. 

The room into which Durkin stepped 
had once been a sewing-room. In 
one corner still stood a sewing-machine, 
in the shadow, incongruously enough, 
of a large safe with combination lock. 
Next to this stood a stout work-table, 
on which was a box relay and a Bunnell 
sounder. Around the latter were clus- 
tered a gaivanometer, a 1-2 duplex 
set, a condenser, and a Wheatstone 
bridge of the post-office pattern, while 
about the floor lay coils of copper wire, 
a pair of lineman’s pliers, and a num- 
ber of scattered tools. Durkin’s trained 
eye saw that the condenser had been 
in use, to reduce the current from a 
tapped electric-light wire; while the 
next moment, his glance fell on a com- 
plete wire-tapping outfit, snugly packed 
away in an innocent-enough looking 
suit-case. Then, he turned to the two 
men and the woman, as they bent 
anxiously over the littered table, where 
Mackenzie was once more struggling 
with his instrument, talking quickly 
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and tensely as he tested and worked 
and listened. 

“Great Scott, Mack, it’s easy enough 
for you to talk, but it was fool’s luck, 
pure fool’s luck, I ever got this wire up! 
First, I had forty feet o’ water-pipe, 
then eighty feet o’ brick-wall, then over 
fifty feet o’ cornice, and about twice as 
much eave-trough, hangin’ on all the 
time by my eye-lashes, and dog-sick 
waitin’ to be pinched with the goods 
on! Hold on there—what’s this?’ 

The sounder had given out a tremu- 
lous little quaver; then a feeble click 
or two; then was silent once more. 
‘Lost it again!’’ said Mackenzie, under 
his breath. 

‘“‘Let me look over that relay a min- 
ute!’ broke in Durkin. It was the 
type of box-relay usually used by line- 
men, with a Morse key attached to the 
base-board, and he ran his eye over it 
quickly. Then, with a deft movement 
or two he released the binding of the 
armature lever screws, and, the next 
moment, the instrument felt the pulse 
of life, and spoke out clearly and dis- 
tinctly. 

“‘Listen!’’ he cried, gleefully, holding 
up a finger. ‘“‘That’s Corcoran, the 
old slob! He’s sending through the 
New Orleans _ returns!” And he 
chuckled as he listened with inclined 
ear. “That’s Corcoran—same old 
slob as ever!” 

The four silent figures leaned a little 
closer over the clicking instrument of 
insensate brass—leaned, intent and 
motionless, with quickened breathing, 
and strangely altering faces. 

“We've got ’em at last!’’ said 
MacNutt, quietly, mopping his face and 
pacing the little room with feverish 


steps. 

“Yes, we've got ’em!”’ echoed 
Mackenzie. 

Durkin could feel the woman’s 


breath playing on his neck, and he 
turned to her, and could see by her 
quick breath and dilated pupils that 
she, too, had been reading the wire. 
And again he wondered, as he looked 
at her, how she ever came to such a 
place. To Durkin—who had heard of 
women bookies and touts in his day— 


she seemed so soft, so flowerlike, in her 
pale womanhood, that she still re- 
mained to him one of the mysteries 
of a mysterious day. 

The woman saw the impetuous 
warmth in his eyes as he gazed up 
at her, and quickly looked away. 
“No goo-gooing there, you folks!” 
broke in MacNutt, brusquely. Then, 
he turned quickly to the other man. 
‘““Now, Mack, we've got to get a move 
on! Get some of that grime off, and 
your clothes on—quick!’’ He turned 
back to the other two at the operating- 
table. 

“T’ve certainly got a couple o’ good- 
lookers in you two, all right, all right!” 
he said, Durkin thought, half-mock- 
ingly. “But I want you to get 
groomed up, Durkin—rigged out com- 
plete—before trouble begins, for you’re 
going to move among some kind 0’ 
swell people. You two’ve got to put 
on a lot of face, to carry this thing 
through. Remember, I want you to 
do the swell restaurants, and drive 
round a good deal, and haunt the Ave- 
nue a bit, and drop in at Penfield’s lower 
house whenever you get word from 
me. You'd better do the theatres now 
and then, too—I want you to be seen, 
remember—but always together! It 
may be kind o’ hard, not bein’ able to 
pick your friend, Durkin; but Mame 
knows the ropes, and she'll explain 
things as you go along.”’ 

He turned back, once more, from 
the doorway. 

‘*Now, remember, don’t answer that 
‘phone unless Mack or me gives the 
three-four ring! If she rings all night 
don’t answer; and ‘Battery Park,’ 
mind, means trouble. When you’re 
tipped off with that get the stuff in the 
safe, if youcan, before you break away. 
That’s all, I guess, for now!’’ And he 
joined the man called Mack in the hall, 
and together they hurried dow1:-stairs, 
and let themselves out, leaving Durkin 
and his quiet-eyed colleague alone. 

He sat and looked at her, dazed, be- 
wildered, still teased by the veil of un- 
reality which seemed to sway between 
him and the world about him. It 
seemed to him as though he were watch- 
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ing a hurrying, shifting drama from a 
distance—watching it as he used to 
watch the Broadway performances 
from his cramped little gallery seat. 

“‘Am I awake?” he asked, weakly. 
Then, he laughed recklessly, and turned 
to her once more, abstractedly rubbing 
his stubbled chin, and remembering, 
to his sudden shame, that he had gone 
unshaved for half a week. 

“Yes, it’s all very real!’’ laughed the 
woman herself, now unrestrainedly; 
and, for the first time, he noticed her 
white, regular teeth, as she hurried 
about, straightening up the belittered 
room. 

‘ During his narrow and busy life Dur- 
kin had known few women; never before 
had he known a woman like this one, 
with whom destiny had so strangely 
ordained he should talk and drive, 
work and plot. He looked once more 
at her thick, tumbled chestnut hair, at 
the soft pallor of her oval cheek, and 
the well-gowned figure, as she stooped 
over a condenser—wondering within 
himself how it would all end, and what 
was the meaning of it. 

“Well, this certainly does beat me!”’ 
he said, at last, slowly, yet contentedly 
enough. 

The young woman looked at him; 
and he caught a second glimpse of her 
wistfully pensive smile, while his heart 
thumped, in spite of himself. He 
reached out a hesitating hand, as 
though to touch her. 

“What is it?”’ she asked, in her mel- 
low English contralto. 

“I don’t exactly know,”’ he answered, 
with his hand before his eyes. “I 
wish you'd tell me!” 

She came and sat down in a chair 
before him, pushing back her tumbled 
hair with one hand, seeming to be 
measuring him with her intent gaze. 
She appeared in some way satisfied 
with him; it seemed almost as if she 
had taken his face between her two 
hands, and read it, feature by feature. 

“IT hardly know where to begin,” 
she hesitated. ‘‘I mean, I don’t know 
how much they’ve explained to you 
already. Indeed, there’s a great deal 
I don’t understand myself. But, of 





course, you know we have tapped 
Penfield’s private wire. And, of 
course, you know why. He gets all 
the race returns at the club-house, 
and then sends them on by private 
‘phone to his other two pool-rooms. 
He has to do it that way, now that 
New York is not so open.” 

Durkin knew all this, but he waited, 
for the sake of hearing her voice, and 
watching the play of her features. 

“Every track report, you know, 
comes into New York by way of the 
race department of the Postal Union, 
on lower Broadway. There, mes- 
senger-boys hurry about with the 
reports to the different wire-operators, 
who wire the returns to the company’s 
different subscribers. Penfield, of 
course, is really one of them, though 
it’s not generally known.” 

“But what have you and I to do 
with all this?’’ he broke in. 

“Quite enough! You see, there’s a 
delay of nearly fifteen minutes, nat- 
urally, in getting a result to the pool- 
rooms. That gives us our chance; 
so, we hold up the message here, 
‘phone it at once over to MacNutt’s 
rooms, three doors from Penfield’s, 
and, when he has had time to drop in 
and place his money, we send through 
our intercepted message.”’ 

“Then Penfield has no idea who or 
what MacNutt is?” 

“He knows him only as a real- 
estate agent with a passion for plung- 
ing, a great deal of money, and— 
and—”’ The girl shrugged a rounded 
shoulder, and did not finish. 

“And you—?” Durkin hesitated, 
in turn. 

“Both you and I shall have to drop 
in, on certain days, and do what we 
can at Penfield’s lower house, while 
Mackenzie is doing the Madison-ave- 
nue place. We've been going there, 
on and off, for weeks now, getting 
ready for—for this!” 

“Then MacNutt’s been working on 
this scheme for a long time?”’ . 

“Yes; this house has been rented 
by the month, furnished, simply be- 
cause it stood in about the right place. 
We've even dropped a few hundred 
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dollars, altogether, in Penfield’s differ- 
ent places. But, in the end, the three 
of us are to hit Penfield together, on 
a ragged field, when there’s a chance 
for heavy odds. But, of course, we 
can do it only once!”’ 

“And then what?” asked Durkin. 
Again the girl shrugged a shoulder. 

‘“‘Penfield’s patrons are all wealthy 
men,’ she went on. ‘A book of a 
hundred thousand is common enough; 
sometimes it goes up to two or three 
hundred thousand. So, you see, it 
all depends on our odds. MacNutt 
himself hopes to make at least a 
hundred thousand; but then he has 
worked and brooded over it all so 
long, I don’t think he sees things 
clearly, now!”’ 

“He seems sharp enough to leave 
you and me here, though, to take all 
the risk in a raid,”’ protested Durkin. 

““Yes,’’ she assented, wearily, ‘we 
take the risk; he supplies the money.” 

“How did you ever get mixed up 
with—with—in this sort of thing?” 
Durkin demanded, turning to her, 
suddenly. The eyes of the two met, 
for a moment, and the girl at last 
looked away. 

“How did you?’’ she asked, quietly 
enough. She was strangely unlike 
any woman “bookie”? he had ever 
before seen. 

“Oh, me! I’m different!’’ he cried. 
For some subtle reason she went pale, 
and then flushed hot again. 

“You’re— you’re not MacNutt’s 
wife?”” he asked her, almost hope- 
lessly. 

She moved her head from side to 
side, slowly, in dissent, and got up 
and went to the window, where she 
gazed out over the house-tops at the 
paling afternoon. “No, I’m not his 
wife,” she said, in her quiet con- 
tralto. 

“Then why won’t you tell me how 
you got mixed up in this sort of 
thing?” 

“It’s all so silly and commonplace,” 
she said, without turning to look at 
him. 

“Yes?”’ he said, and waited. 

“It began two years ago, when I 


answered an advertisement from Lon- 
don. I came to be a governess in a 
New York family. At the end of my 
first week here, my mistress suspected 
me unjustly of—I can’t explain it 
all to you here; but she said I was too 
good-looking to be a governess, and 
discharged me without even a refer- 
ence. I was penniless in two weeks, 
and, when I was almost starving, I 
was glad enough to become the sec- 
retary of an investment company, 
with an office in Wall street. The 
police raided the office—it turned out 
to be nothing but a swindling scheme; 
and then—oh, I don’t know—lI just 
drifted from one thing to another 
until I was the English heiress in a 
matrimonial bureau, and the stenog- 
rapher in a turf bureau; and then, 
at last, I met MacNutt!”’ 

“And then what?’’ Durkin’s care- 
less shoulders were very upright. 

“Oh, first it was a women’s get- 
rich-quick concern in Chicago; then, 
a turf-investment office in St. Louis; 
then, a matrimonial bureau of our 
own, until the police put a stop to it 
because of the post-office people; 
then, it was chasing the circuit for a 
season; and, finally, this wire-tapping 
plan!”” She looked at him, weary- 
eyed, smilingly hopeless. 

““I—I send home money, regularly,” 
she went on, more quietly. ‘They 
think I’m a governess here; and I 
daren’t let them know. So, you see, 
I’ve been nothing but cowardly— 
and—and wicked, from the first!’’ 

“And is that all?’’ demanded Dur- 
kin. 

““Yes,”’ she answered, wearily, “I 
think that’s all.” 

“But you’re too—too good for all 
this!’’ he cried, impetuously. ‘‘Why 
don’t you break away from it?” 

“I’m going to, some day! I’ve 
always waited, though, and every- 
thing has dragged on and on and on, 
and I’ve been half-afraid of MacNutt 
—you know, he never forgives a per- 





son—and half-afraid of myself. But 
some day Q 
“IT know what it’s like!’’ cried 


Durkin, drawn toward her, strangely 
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nearer to her in some intangible way. 
She read the sudden look on his face, 
and blushed under it, almost girl- 
ishly, once more. 

“TI want to rest, and be quiet, and 
live decently, away from the world, 
somewhere,” «she said, dreamily, as 
though speaking only to herself. 

“So do I!” said the man at her side, 
gazing with her out at the gathering 
twilight of the city, and lapsing into 
silence once more. 


More than once, during the feverish 
kaleidoscopic days that followed, Dur- 
kin found himself drawing aside to ask 
if, after all, he were not living some 
restless dream in which all things 
hung tenuous and insubstantial. The 
fine linen and luxury of life were so 
new to him that in itself it half- 
intoxicated; yet, outside the mere 
ventral pleasures of existence, with 
its good dinners in quiet cafés of gold 
and glass and muffling carpets, its 
visits to rustling, dimly-lighted the- 
atres, its drives about the open city, 
its ever-mingled odors of Havana and 
cut-flowers—there was the keener and 
more penetrating happiness of listen- 
ing to the soft, English voice of a 
bewilderingly beautiful woman. Dur- 
kin found work to be done, it is true 
—rigorous and exacting work, when 
the appointed days for holding up 
Penfield’s despatches came around. 
But the danger of it all, for some 
reason, never entered his mind, as he 
sat over his instrument, reading off 
the horses to the woman at his side, 
who, in turn, repeated them over the 
‘phones, in cipher, to MacNutt and 
Mackenzie; and then, when the time- 
allowance had elapsed, cutting in 
once more and sending on the inter- 
cepted despatches, even imitating to 
a nicety the slip-shod, erratic volu- 
bility of Corcoran’s “blind send.” 

Only once did a disturbing inci- 
dent tend to ruffle the quiet waters of 
Durkin’s strange contentment. It 
was ore afternoon when Mackenzie 
had been sent in to make a report, and 
had noticed certain things to which he 
did not take kindly, Durkin thought. 


“I’m not saying anything,’ he 
blurted out, when they were alone, 
“but don’t let that woman make a 
fool of you!” 

“You shut up about that woman!” 
retorted Durkin, hotly. 

“You damned lobster, you!” the 
other cried, with some wordless dis- 
gust on his face. ‘‘ Don’t you know 
that woman’s been . 

But here the entrance of the girl her- 
self put a stop to his speech. Yet, 
troubled in spirit as that currish in- 
sinuation left him, Durkin breathed no 
word to the girl herself of what had 
taken place, imperiously as she de- 
manded to know what Mackenzie had 
been saying. 

On the following day, as MacNutt 
had arranged, the two paid their first 
visit to Penfield’s lower house, from 
which Durkin carried away confused 
memories of a square-jawed door- 
keeper — who passed him, readily 
enough, at a word from the girl; of 
well-dressed men and over-dressed 
women crowded about a smoky, gas-lit 
room, one side of which was taken up 
with a black-board on which attend- 
ants were feverishly chalking down en- 
tries, jockeys, weights and odds, while 
on the other side of the room opened 
the receiving- and paying-tellers’ little 
windows, through which now and 
then he saw hurrying clerks; of bet- 
tors excitedly filling in slips which 
disappeared with their money through 
the mysterious pigeon-hole in the wall; 
of the excited comments as the an- 
nouncer called the facts of the races, 
crying dramatically when the horses 
were at the post, when they were off, 
when one horse led, and when an- 
other; when the winner passed under 
the wire; of the long, wearing wait 
while the jockeys were weighing in, 
and of the posting of the official re- 
turns, while the lucky ones gathered 
jubilantly at the window for their 
money, and the unlucky dropped for- 
lornly away, or lingered for still an- 
other plunge. 

Durkin found it hard, during each 
of these brief visits, to get used to the 
new order of things. Such light- 
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fingered handling of what, to his eyes, 
seemed fortunes, unstrung and be- 
wildered him; the loss of even a 
hundred dollars on a horse in some 
way depressed him for the day. 
Mame picked her winners, however, 
with studious and deliberate skill, 
and, though they bet freely, it was 
not often that their losses, in the end, 
were heavy. 

It was one night after a lucky 
plunge on a 20-to-1 horse had brought 
him in an unexpected fortune of eight- 
een hundred dollars that Durkin, 
driving up Fifth avenue through the 
waning afternoon of the early Winter 
with Mame at his side, allowed his 
thoughts to wander back to his thin 
and empty existence as a Postal 
Union operator. As he gazed out on 
the carriages and the women and 
the lights, and felt the warmth of the 
girl at his side, he wondered how he 
had ever endured that old, colorless 
life. , 

With a sudden, impetuous motion he 
caught up her hand, where it lay idly 
in her lap, and held it close. She tried 
to draw it away, but could not. 

“Everything seems so different, 
Mame, since I’ve known you!”’ he said, 
huskily. 

“It’s different with me, too!”’ she all 
but whispered, looking away. Her 
face, in the waning light, against the 
gloom of the green-lined hansom, 
looked pale, almost flowerlike. 

‘““Mame!”’ he cried, softly, in a voice 
that started her breathing quickly, 
““Mame, won’t you—won’t you marry 
me?” 

She looked at him out of what 
seemed frightened eyes, with a strange, 
half-startled light on her pale face. 

‘““T love you, Mame, more than I can 
tell!’ he went on, impetuously. ‘‘ You 
could walk over me, and I’d be happy?” 

“Oh, you don’t know me, you don’t 
know me!’ she cried. ‘You don’t 
know what I’ve been!’’ And some 
agony of mind seemed to wrench her 
whole body. — 

“T don’t care what you’ve been—I 
know what»you are! You're the girl 
I’d give my life for! Good Lord, look 


at me; ain’t I bad enough, myself? 
I love you, Mame; isn’t that enough?” 

She let him catch her up to his shoul- 
der and hold her there, with her wet 
cheek against his; she even said noth- 
ing when he bent and kissed her on the 
mouth, though her very lips grew col- 
orless. 

““T do love you!” she sighed, weakly. 
“I do love you! I do!’’ and she clung 
to him, childishly, shaken with a sob 
or two, happy, yet vaguely troubled. 

“Then why can’t we get away from 
here, somewhere, and be happy?’”’ 

“There’s MacNutt!’’ she cried, re- 
membering, opening her drooping eyes 
to grim life again. ‘‘ He’d—he’d—”’ 
She did not finish. 

““What’s he to us?” Durkin de- 
manded. “I only wish, by heavens, I 
had my hands on a few of his thou- 
sands!” 

The girl looked up, quickly, with 
the flash of some new thought shad- 
owed on her white face. 

“Why shouldn’t we?’’ she cried, half 
bitterly. ‘‘We’ve gone through enough 
for him!’’ 

“Yes,” hesitated Durkin, 
shouldn’t we?”’ 

“Then we could go away,” she was 
saying, dreamily, “away to England, 
even! I wonder if you would like Eng- 
land? I wonder if you would?” 

“‘T’d like any place, where you were!” 

‘““He’s always been a welcher with 
the people he uses. He'll be a welcher 
with us!” 

She turned to Durkin with a sudden 
determination. ‘‘Would you risk it, 
with me?”’ 

“T’d risk anything for you!” he said, 
taking her hand once more. 

“We've a right to our happiness,” 
she argued, passionately. ‘‘We’ve our 
life—all our life, almost—before us! 
And I’ve loved you, Jim,’’ she con- 
fessed, toying with a button on his 
sleeve, “from that first day MacNutt 
brought you up!” 


“c why 


” 


For all the calm precision with which 
Mabel Candler had planned out a line 
of prompt action with Durkin, she was 
shaking and nervous and unstrung as 
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she leaned over the sounder, breath- 
lessly waiting for the rest of the day’s 
returns to come through on Penfield’s 
wire. 

Durkin, with two thousand dollars of 
his own and an additional eight hun- 
dred from her, had already plunged his 
limit at Penfield’s lower house, on the 
strength of her tip over the ’phone. 
There was still to be one final hazard, 
with all he held; and at five o’clock 
they were to meet at Hartley’s restau- 
rant, and from there escape to a new 
world of freedom and contentment. 
But the fear of MacNutt still hung over 
her, as she waited—fear for certain 
other things besides their secret revolt 
on the very eve of their chief’s gigantic 
coup. For she knew what MacNutt 
could be when he was crossed. So, 
she leaned and waited and listened with 
parted lips, wishing it was all over with, 
torn by a thousand fears. 

Then, to her sudden terror, Mac- 
kenzie called her up sharply. 

“Is that you, Mame?”’ he cried, ex- 
citedly. 

“Yes; what is it, Mack?” she an- 
swered, calmly enough, but with quak- 
ing knees. 

‘““Doogan’s men are watching me 
here—they’ve got onto something or 
other. Cut this wire loose from out- 
side, and get your phone out of sight. 
And, for heaven’s sake, don’t cut in on 
Penfield’s wire. I’ve just tipped off 
MacNutt—he’s off his dip, about it 
all. Look out for yourself, old girl!’’ 
he added, in a different tone of voice. 

She rang off, and vowed passion- 
ately within herself that she would look 
out for herself. Catching up a pair of 
pliers, she cut the telephone wire from 
the open window, leaving two hundred 
feet of it to dangle over the little back 
house-courts. Then, she ran to the 
door and locked and bolted it, listen- 
ing all the while for the wire to speak 
out to her. 

A minute later, MacNutt himself 
rang up, and asked for Durkin. 

““What’re you doing there?’’ he de- 
manded, with a startled oath, as he 
heard her voice. She tried to stam- 
mer out an excuse. There was a mo- 


ment’s pause; the man all but hissed 
one ugly word over the wire to the 
listening woman. Mackenzie had been 
hinting to him of certain things; now, 
he knew. 

He did not wait even to replace his 
receiver. While she still stood there, 
white and dazed, he was in a hansom, 
rattling and swaying nearer her, block 
by block. He let himself in with his 
own pass-key, and raced up the long 
stair, his face drawn, and a dull, claret 
tinge. He found the door closed and 
bolted; he could hear nothing from 
within but the muffled clicking of the 
sounder as it ticked out the later New 
Orleans returns. No answer came to 
his knocking. He seized an old-fash- 
ioned walnut arm-chair from the next 
room, and forced it with all his weight 
against the oak panels. They splin- 
tered and broke, and, under the second 
blow, fell in, leaving only the heavier 
cross-pieces intact. 

Quite motionless, waiting over the 
sounder, bent the woman, as though 
she had neither seen norheard. ‘‘ White 
Legs — Yukon Girl— Lord Selwyn,” 
those alone were the words which the 
clicking brass seemed to brand on her 
very brain. In three seconds, she stood 
before the telephone, at the other end 
of which she knew Durkin to be wait- 
ing. But she saw the flash of some- 
thing in the hand of the man who 
leaned through the broken panel, and 
paused, motionless, with a little, inar- 
ticulate cry. 

“Touch that ‘phone, you welcher, 
and I'll plug you!” the man was 
screaming at her. His face was now 
bluish purple, and horrible to look at. 

“T’ve got to do it, Mack!’ she 
pleaded, raising one hand to her face. 

He called her many foul names, and 
deliberately trained his pistol on her 
breast. 

“*Mack, you wouldn’t shoot me, after 
—after everything? Oh, Mack, I’ve 
got tosend thisthrough! I’ve got to!”’ 
she wailed. 

“Stop!” he gasped; and she knew 
there was no hope. 

“You wouldn’t shoot me, Mack?” 
she whined again, with the cunning of 
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the cornered animal; for, even as she 
spoke, the hand that hovered about her 
face shot out and caught up the re- 
ceiver. Her other hand flashed to the 
bell-lever, and the sharp tinkle of the 
bell rang through the room. Her eyes 
were on MacNutt; she saw the finger 
compress on the trigger, even as her 
hand first went up. 

‘“‘Jim!’’ she called, sharply, with an 
agony of d?spair in that one quick 
word. She repeated the call, but a re- 
verberation that shook shreds of plas- 
ter from the ceiling drowned her 


voice. The receiver fell, and swung 
at full length. The smoke lifted 


slowly, curling softly toward the open 
window. 

MacNutt gazed, stupefied, at the 
huddled figure on the floor. How long 
he looked he scarcely knew, but he was 
startled from his stupor by the sound 
of blows on the street-door. Flinging 
his revolver into the room, he stumbled 
down the heavily carpeted stairs, slunk 
out a back door, and, sprawling over 
the court-fence, fell into a yard strewn 
with empty boxes. Seeing a near-by 
door, he opened it, and found himself 
in a noisy auction-room filled with 
bidders. Pushing hurriedly through 
them, he stepped out into the street, 
unnoticed. 

When the wounded woman had made 
sure that she was alone—she had been 
afraid to move where she lay, fearing 
a second shot—with a little groan or 
two she tried to rise to her knees. But 
this, she found, was beyond her 
strength. The left sleeve of her waist, 
she also saw, was wet and sodden with 
blood. Already, she could hear foot- 
steps below, and again and again she 
told herself that she must be ready 
when Durkin came, that he, at least, 
must not be trapped. She, as a mere 
pool-room stenographer, had little to 
fear from the law. But as she tried, 
with her teeth and her free arm, to 
tear a strip from her white underskirt, 
the movement, for all her tight-lipped 
determination, was too much for her. 
She had a faint memory of hearing 
footsteps swarming about her, and 
then of ebbing and pulsing down 


Aug. 1903 


through endless depths of what seemed 
to her eider-downed emptiness. 

When she came to, one of Doogan’s 
men was leaning over her, with a 
pocket-flask of brandy in his hand. 
She looked at him, bewildered, and 
from him to the other four men who 
stood about her; and then it all came 
back to her. 

She closed her eyes again, vaguely 
wondering if some teasing, indetermi- 
nate mishap, which she could not quite 
remember, had yet come about. At 
first, she could not grasp it, as she lay 
there moaning with pain; and then it, 
too, came to her, in a flash. It was 
Durkin. He was coming back; and 
they were waiting there, waiting to 
trap him. Again, she told herself that 
she must keep her head, and be cool. 
She looked at the five men in the room; 
three of them, she knew, were plain- 
clothes men from the Central Office, the 
other two were Doogan’s agents. If 
Durkin came while they were still there 
—and now he could not be long!—they 
would let him in, and say nothing, and 
there they would have him, like a rat 
in a trap. 

She grew hysterical, and cried out to 
them that she was dying, yet, waiting 
ail the time for the sound of Durkin’s 
stop, trying to think how she might 
save him. At last, to her sudden joy, 
she remembered that he was to bring 
from her rooms with him her own 
hand-bag, filled with a few things 
which she had gathered up to take 
away with her. He would surely carry 
that bag in with him when he came; 
that was her salvation. 

She fell to shrieking again that she 
was dying, demanding shrilly why her 
doctor had not come. Through her 
cries, her alert ears heard the sound of 
voices at the street-door. It was Dur- 
kin, at last; he had spoken a word or 
two with the two plain-clothes men, 
who, she knew, would readily enough 
let him pass. 


‘““Doctor!’’ she screamed, as she 
heard his steps on the stair. ‘‘ Doc- 
tor! I’m dying, doctor! Are you 


never coming?”’ 
She wondered, in her agony, if he 








82 THE SMART SET 


would be fool enough not to under- 
stand. Would he be fool enough? 
Doogan’s agents and the three plain- 


about her si- 


hurry 


clothes men gathered 
lently, as they saw the intruder 


in and drop on his knee beside the 
woman. “Is it you, doctor?’ she 
wailed, shaking with an on-coming 
chill. 

Durkin, in his dilemma, did not dare 


to look away from her face. He was 
blindly trying to grope his way toward 
what it all meant. The others stood 
above him, listening, waiting for the 
least word. 

He bent lower, and tried to read the 
dumb agony in the woman’s face. 
Then, out of the chaos and the disor- 
der of the chattering of her teeth 
seemed to come a hint, a whisper. 
She was sounding the double “I” 
of the operator—she was trying to 
tell him something. He bent still 
closer, and fumbled artfully with the 
sleeve, wet and sodden with her warm 
blood. 

He read her signal, as she lay there 
with chattering teeth: “All up! Get 
away, quick! These are police! Meet 
you in London—two months—Hotel 
Cecil—hurry!”’ 

He looked up at the men above him, 


with a sudden towering, drunken mad- 





ness of relief, a madness which they 
took for sudden rage. 

‘You fools, you,”’ he called at them, 
‘vou fools, this woman’s dying! Here, 


you, quick—compress this artery with 
your thumb—hard, so! You, you— 
oh, I don’t care who you are—telephone 
for my instruments—Dr. Hodgson, No. 
29 West Thirtieth!’’—luckily, he re- 
membered Mame’s throat doctor— 
‘“‘and get me a sheet off one of the 
beds, quick!” 

He tossed his hat into the hall, and 
jerked off his cuffs, almost believing in 
it himself. 

““Water—where’ll I get a water- 
tap?’ he asked, feverishly, running to 
the door. Outside the room, he sud- 
denly caught up his hat. Then, he 
turned and bolted noiselessly up a pair 
of back stairs, and gained the roof. 
There he crept, cat-like, across half-a- 
dozen houses, slipped down a fire es- 
cape, and gave a startled Irish house- 
maid a five-dollar bill to let him pass 
through her mistress’s apartment. 

As he turned hurriedly into Madison 
avenue, toward the Grand Central sta- 
tion, he heard the clang of a bell, and 
saw an ambulance clatter down the 
street. And then he repeated some- 
thing in his mind, to make sure of it: 
“London—two months—Hotel Cecil.’’ 


Pm 
A SOUTHERN BALCONY 


N the soft glow and glamour of the night 
heard the sound of music down the street— 
A girl’s voice singing some old ballad sweet, 

A song of love and all of love’s delight. 

Above me hung the moon’s great blossom bright, 
And swarms of stars like bees came forth to greet 
This bloom of wonder in its blue retreat— 

This world-flower with a bosom lily white. 


Within the plaza, drowsily the purl 
Of fountains fell upon the fragrant air, 
And I, aweary of the long, hot day, 
Slumbered and dreamed; and still that singing girl 
Sang in her balcony—and I was there 
With you, sweetheart, a thousand miles away! 





FRANK DEMPSTER SHERMAN. 




















































THE MORAL BALLAD OF GAMALIEL LADD 
HIS GIDDY BRIDE 


By Guy Wetmore Carry] 


™~ AMALIEL LADD might have gone to the bad (as most of his family did), 
x Except for one bias, for, earnestly try as he would, he could never get 
rid 


Of a perfectly puerile affection for rural and pleasingly pastoral life, 

Where you go round in braces to all kinds of places, and eat lima beans with a 
knife. 

He really felt pity for men in the city, bound down unto rigid routines, 

And fated to talk and to eat and to walk as if they’d been merely machines; 

Such life was so stale to this singular male that he always was longing to have 
a new, 

‘Which is not to be found,”’ he asserted, “‘around that tiresome highway, Fifth 
avenue.”’ 


When they asked him to dine, when they offered him wine, he said to the men 

at his club: 
I wouldn’t touch sole with a thirty-foot pole, and my tipple is raspberry shrub. 

For boys and for bounders are Frenchified flounders, and truffles and terrapin, 
too— 

I’d rather eat cat-fish than second rate flat-fish, and leather belongs in a shoe.”’ 

At each table d’héte meal he pined for the oatmeal, the doughnuts and blueberry 
tart, 

Which they gave him to eat in the rural retreat which was dear to his innocent 
heart . . 

Till he packed up his grip, gave his comrades the s 
and H. on 

Escaped to the quiet and common-sense diet of North Rusticalbury, Conn. 


lip, and the N. Y., N. H. 


The more he commuted, the more deeply rooted his love of the rural became; 

He wore the blue jeans of those pastoral scenes with never a symptom of shame; 

He followed the plough, and went after the cow, and learned to cut grass with 
a scythe, 

And his highly oracular country vernacular made his acquaintances writhe. 

He confided to some that the moment had come when romance had entered his 
life, 

That the girl wasn’t swell, but meant awfully well, and would make him an 
excellent wife. 


> 


1e wed in October, while helplessly sober, a North Rusticalbury girl. 


The couple came down for a fortnight in town, and, when with his wonted 
placidity 

The hotels he called off, she picked out the Waldorf, and that’s what he got for 

stupidity. 
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But, t me, my love, whe 1’ve had enough of metropolitan gaiet\ uid 
| 
S] eal ight le, an ] answered hi l’ll be cert to stop hen 
| 
I’m re 
Sh et ined ea i in a casual way, to dally around t ee tl S 
And V to 1 te a few men to drop in and rat t tea-thi1 
It ina to hu that, if of gid New Yor iti I 
Hi e took ; ine to the life like a duck to a neig! ry 
l i I 1 went totally 1 over Emily Pearl 1 would seize 
M t ¢ 1 whi rave the occasion to < e to her « ital teas 
| ypped in in bu or « e1 1 | es, the t ound « ting 
They told her their woes and t ice of their cloth 1 squandered their 
money on flowe1 
Het rticular kind is quite « to fin u will know it at or [ suppose 
When I add that her ¢ va ellow’s first name, ¢ her fan on the floor en 
e€ TOs 
She id with a sigh that her youth had gone by, she hinted at sorrows so sadly 
That her swains in a squad lay down on the sod, and let her walk over them 
co?) 1] 


Each day a new bonnet, with humming-birds on it, she showed to the stupefied 


She’d buy a fresh toilette, and wear it, and spoil it, and smile when she should 


have been sad 


She rented a brougham, and a trim little groom, and nightly she went to the 


opetTa, 

And, though a beginner, she loved to take dinner at Sherry’s (or somewhere im- 
properer !) 

She was no light-weight, she had to have whitebait, and paté, and 
ragout; 

She thought, on the whole, she rather liked sole, and truffles and terrapin, too. 

She was no beer-steiner, she ordered Niersteiner, burgundy, Pommery sec, 

And sipped Russian kiimmel, while Ladd murmured “ Himmel!”’ when Anatole 
brought him the check. 


hicl 
cnicKxen 


Gamaliel Ladd a sufficiency had of this while the game was yet young; 

He turned rather pale, and gnawed at his nail, and he moistened his lip with his 
tongue; 

Then he said to his wife, ‘‘I must tell you, my life, this conviction my cranium 
fills 

There are too many Larries, and Johnnies, and Harries, and oh, there are too 
many Bills! 

It’s time it should cease; so, pack your valise, and our traveling togs we will don, 

And hop on a train, and return once again to North Rusticalbury, Conn.”’ 

It would fill me with pain did I have to explain what the giddy young creature 
replied ; 

’Twas the swift line of talk that is heard in New York when a man tries to bully 
his bride. 


Tue MorRAL is somewhat immoral: She’s still giving capital teas; 

The club-world is winking a cynical eye; Ladd’s minding his q’s and his p’s. 

Take the capital T, and the cynical I, and the curious P as well, 

And you won’t make a fool of yourself if at school you learned the short word 
that they spell! 














AN INVITATION 


TO LUNCHEON 


By Margaret Johnson 


66 PERFECT match, my dear 
f —you couldn’t do better. 
And you are certainly for- 
tunate to find a blue that will go with 
that crépe; blues are so difficult, I think. 
But Harrison would have it, if any one. 
Lovely store, isn’t it? Why, do you 
realize that it is nearly one o'clock? 
Shopping does make the time fly so! 
I had no idea— Now, you must come 
and have some luncheon with me! 
Yes, positively—don’t say a word—it 
will be the greatest pleasure! Then, 
we can falk. It is simply impossible 
to say a word in these stores; besides, 
I’m hungry, aren’t you? Yes, and 
you're not in a hurry? That will be 
perfectly lovely! How delightful that 
I met you! 
‘“Where shall we go? Oh, any- 
where you like. I would say Scarey’s 
or the Calledoff—would that suit you— 
only—one does like, you know—I 
haven’t goton— You haven't, either? 
Vell, that’s all right, then! And I 
guess we shall enjoy it just as much if 
we aren’ttoostylish! Whatdo you say 
to Furswell’s? Rather out of our way, 
isn’t it? And then, I don’t know that 
I care especially—you do get tired of a 
place if you go very often, don’t you 
think? There’s Huyllard’s—don’t you 
like Huyllard’s? Oh,isit? How per- 
fectly lovely! Ifa person has a favor- 
ite place, I always think it’s so nice; 
and it doesn’t make a bit of difference 
to me. 
‘Walk, sha’n’t we? Yes, so would 
I. Maud—my cousin, Maud Morris, 
you know—had the funniest experience 
at Huyllard’s the other day. Shewas 
lunching there with a friend, and they 
had just ordered their chocolate—odd, 
85 


/ 
4 


isn’t it, how you always feel as if you 
must have chocolate at Huyllard’s? 
And, after all, I don’t know that I 
think their chocolate ts—there’s so 
much in a name, you know. It’s quite 
absurd, sometimes; but, after a place 
once gets a reputation 

“Did you ever try Matson’s? Oh, 
yes, the dearest little place! Not so 
swell, you know, but real cozy and 
pleasant, and ridiculously reasonable! 
And the things are every bit as good, 
I think! I don’t see any sense in pay- 
ing fancy prices just for the sake of it, 
do you? Some people are so—well, 
let’s,if you say so. It will be new to 
you, anyway, and I think a new place 
is always fun, don’t you? 

““Oh, no; not far—only two or three 
blocks. Aren’t you glad they’re going 
to wear so much lace this season? Ex- 
pensive, of course, but then, I always 
did love those soft, droopy things. 
Yes, aren’t they? I should like to get 
Reggie a suit like that one in the win- 
dow; isn’t it dear! Oh, yes, I cut his 
hair that way last Spring. It’s a per- 
fectly sweet way for little boys, I 
think. My husband laughs at me be- 
cause I say I don’t see anything nice 
about the Russians except the way they 
cut their little boys’ hair. At least, I 
suppose they cut it so, don’t you? or 
else, why should we——? 

“Why, do you know we've passed 
Matson’s? We must have—we were 
talking so fast, and I never noticed. 
I’m not sure—oh, well, it’s no use going 
back now. It’s getting so late, and 
you might not have liked it, anyway. 
We might run in to the Sienna Cakery, 
now that we have come down so far. 
That’s always good; and their coffee, 
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r¢ ilter ll, a CU} 
7 
I all I want at noo 
out shopping. If 1 
| L-f r ’ 1 
eaktiast al the an 
the middle of the da 
, : 
a < e to get I dil 1eT I 
: : 
otven t 1! | ion ee | w ne can 
Well, shall we? All right; J/’d like it 


just as well, and it takes so much less 


Oh, if you don’t mind, I do want 
to run in and ask about a filter at John~ 
awaker’s. Do you use a stone filter? 
Yes, it won't take a minute. Oh, 
have you anerrand, too? How lovely! 
We might as well, so long as we are 
right here—and then we can come back 
and enjoy our luncheon with a clear 
conscience. Yes, I know; some people 
always do. Maud does—she won't 
have a drop on her table that isn't 
boiled. But my husband says he 
doesn’t care about boiled germs; he’d 
rather take his raw, so long as he’s 
got to have them, anyhow. Absurd, 


it! And they give you two little 


crackers with it in a saucer—so cute! 
Maud took some the other day, and she 
said it was just as good as you’d care 


to have. I laughed at her, but | 

ter all, perhaps I'd try it 
some day. No, you don’t mean it 
Would you, reall It seems so funny, 


doesn't it? But / don’t care, and it’s 
getting so late, too! I promised to be 
home early. Oh, did you? Well, if 
you say so, perhaps we may as well. 
“Yes, you buy your checks at the 


desk, just like soda-water. Oh, you 
must let me! » I «aestst! 
Why—why, did you ever—isn’t it too 
absurd! I haven’t anything but a 
ten-dollar bill! Wait a minute. No, 
I really haven't! How perfectly pro- 
voking! What? Have you, truly? 
Well, if you don’t mind—it does seem 
too bad to change a bill just for that! 
If you will—thank you, ever so much; 
and don’t forget to remind me the very 
first time I see you again! 

“Right over there at the counter. 


Cer saclu 
periousiy 





isn’t it? He is so ridiculous, some- Yes,isn’tit? We must lunch together 
times! again some day. Good-bye! My love 

“Yes, they have hot chocolate at the to the children. So glad I met you! 
soda-fountain. Quite an idea, isn’t Good-bye!” 


‘ey ; 


CHOPIN’S ANDANTE IN F MINOR 


Bet: if I follow through a world of snow 

The trailing skirts of storm by land and sea, 
All the long path appointed me to go, 

Shall I not come to thee? 


But, if I dare to toil by night and day, 
The thirst and thorns of many a desert place, 
The ambushed brake of foes beside my way, 
Shall I not find thy face? 





But, if I break the bonds of shroud and clod, 

When the last trump shall wake the souls of men, 
Claiming thy kiss beyond the gates of God— 

Wilt thou not love me, then? 


= CET 
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THE NEXT TABLE 


By Theodosia Garrison 


““ HE wondered why the fact of 
Me her deciding to marry the man 


had made him so suddenly ob- 
yxxious. Yesterday, no doubt, his 
figure had been as rotund, his eyes as 
mall and deeply placed, his head as 
bald, and his jewels as obtrusive as 
ywed now when the city lights 
by their hansom. 


they shi 
flashed 

There was a jewel of his on her own 
inger. She pressed it rather sharply 
nto her flesh as she listened. It 

1elped her to keep her mind on the 

ubject at hand—a subject which any 
man might reasonably assume to be of 
paramount importance to his fiancée. 
He ; Was spe aking of himself in the com- 


mending tone with which one patron- 
ves and approves a stranger. She 
caught, listlessly, at the end of his 
Tt 


And, when I make up my mind to 
care not to be disap- 
inted. I spent the last penny | 
had in the world there, and for a 
mighty poor dinner, too. You 
uldn’t think it was a place to be 
n d of, under the circumstances, eh? 
I ain’t, but that night, when I 
put my last dime down for the waiter 
[ said to myself, ‘Roden, you go out 
of this place broke, but the next time 
ou come, you'll have your pile, and 
ou can buy the whole damned thing, 
rom the bar to the cook, if you feel 
like it!’ Well, it’s a queer thing, per- 
haps, but I kept the thought in the back 
of my head, and when the shekels began 
to roll in, I brought it out again. 
That’s why we're going here to-night. 
You mustn’t kick if it isn’t up to 
Sherry’s.”’ 
“But you might have come before,” 
87 


do a thing, I take 


she said. ‘Surely, your—your money 
—isn’t a thing of to-day.”’ 

He laughed, unctuously, 
heavy hand on her own. 

““No, but you are. I waited to go 
the whole figure, and I guess I have. 
You’re the top mark; you represent 
what the whole thing means—I waited 
for you.” 

“It’s rather far down-town,’’ she 
said. The remark, she felt, was wholly 
inappropriate, but it was, at least, 
speech, and it postponed the caress 
which she felt was imminent. 

“We're here now,” he said. “It’s 
well after eight. We'll have the place 
to ourselves, I imagine.”’ 

She waited, while he overpaid the 
cabby ostentatiously, and they went 
up the long steps. 

The restaurant, like many others in 
the neighborhood, had been made by 
converting a one-time private house to 
its needs. There was nothing in the 
sight of the stout and beaming cashier 
at the high desk in the narrow hall 
that struck her as familiar, but at the 
threshold of the dining-room she 
stopped, with a sudden, choked ex- 
clamation. 

That wall-paper with its ridiculous 
frieze of blue, and titanic roses—the 
stuffed owl on the mantel—the gro- 
tesque oil-painting over the very 

ble to which the solitary waiter was 
leading them! She recognized them 
with a thoroughness that sent the 
color from her cheeks. 

She laid an impulsive hand on Ro- 
den’s arm. ‘Oh, not this place, 
surely!’’ she said. 

The man laughed. “Pretty cheap, 
eh?” he said. ‘But you can stand it 


laying his 











THE 


; 1" lw 1 
é We'll make up for it t r- 
+ 
nN | 
| watt ¢ 1] ] } ] 7 ‘ ry 
¢ WW Le | L ft 11 Irom 
, 3. 4 J ‘ 
the table be ' urd painting 
j 1.8 ‘ ! 1 1, 
l ed at iently. 
, 
4 ) 
i LS htened on Ro- 
lake the next table e 
; at aol 
“— ‘ , 
+ ; + ‘ x ' L 
») ited f elt wit her back to 
t e the waiter had designated be- 
é CT i] } T xX lor ti98)N + 
Lic Lit C id llaALIVOL al 


would put my 
it too long. I 
window, if you 
don’t mind. I don’t want to go about 


hlie , OU ru f ve 
Diue roses on my nerves [for the 


stared at 
would rather face the 


the smile on her lips as 
Roden consulted the soiled met und 
impressed the waiter with the munifi- 
cence of his order. Roden answered 
the smile, approving] 


1 


‘I guess the waiter had the 


shock of 


his life just now,” he said The last 
time I was here, I had liver and bacon, 
and washed it down with water. Well’’ 

he threw a glance about at the empty 
I it is later than I thought. 
We've got the place to ourselves, at any 
rate. It’s about the first time I’ve 
had you alone since—’’ He nodded 
significantly at the ring on her finger. 


Yes,”’ 


to ourselves tg 


she said, ‘‘we have it quite 
But, as she spoke, the 
consciousness of the two people at the 
table behind her was so real that she 
ilmost wondered why Roden, facing 
ed blind to their existence 
She had seen them the moment she 
hesitated at the threshold. Had they 
been always sitting there, she thought, 
since that May night last year, 
looking at each other with the same 
eyes, with hands that crept always a 
little nearer to one another across the 
She could hear their 
plainly—the man’s low voice, with its 
fascinating Southern drawl; the girl’s 
happy, young laugh, with its wonder- 
ful note of tenderness. Had she really 
laughed like that once? she wondered. 
It seemed strange now that any wo- 
man could 
‘No,” the man was saying, 


them, seen 


© 1 . . 
always 


loth? 


voices 


“T am 
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quite right about your eyes; and, if I 
have put them in a story, it is no more 
than you deserve for daring to have 
them k of all the stories I am 
go » find there—always!”’ 
waite filled the glass at he 

elbow She realized that Roden w: 
addressing her. He lifted his glas 
the stone on | tout nhnge re- 
flected in its content 

Here to luck r 1a: * r 
thing we both can appreci: eh? | 
should say we were both pretty su 
cessful people. It isn’t every day 
that a man can make his pile, or 


woman marry it. It isn’t 
man I’d want to have spen 
either. 
hard to find plenty to help me, but I’m 
a bit particular. I wanted a thorou 
that could act as though she 
was used to it. Why, the first time I 
set eyes on you-—”’ 

‘You'll be the prettiest pauper in 
the world, and I'll be the happiest,” 
her, ‘‘ and, 
if you ever get tired of going up four 
flights of stairs, I'll carry you. Oh, 
sweetheart, to will be 


every Wwo- 
dit for me, 


The Lord knows it wouldn’t be 


bred—one 


said the low voice behind 


our 


home—ours!—waiting for us at the 
top of them; and, if I ever have to 
leave you for an hour—if I have to— 
think of my coming back to find you 
there! Just you and me, with the 


doors closed and the rest of the world 
shut out 

‘Why, the first time I set eyes on 
you,”’ Roden repeated, “I said to my- 
self, ‘There’s the one for me—there’s 
the sort of a woman to do a man 
credit, at road.’ And, 
speaking of that, I suppose you'll want 
to travel—all women do. We'll take 
a little run across the pond this Sum- 
mer, if you like, after we get our house 
settled here. I Davidson about 
the plans to-day. I guess he thought 
the price would stagger me. ‘Hang 
the expense!’ I said to him. ‘A man 
isn’t married every day, and I want to 
put my wife in a house that will make 
people open their eyes.’”’ 

“Yes,”’ she said, vaguely. She was 
listening to that other voice, as the girl 
behind her had listened a year ago. 


5 | 
home or al 


saw 
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And every time a story is sold,” 
it said, ‘we'll have a new honeymoon 
trip—a long, lazy holiday with a lunch 
in some strange, little corner down- 


discovered our- 
in queer street 


town that we have 

lves, and a browse 
and shops afterward; and, if anything 
is left, which isn’t likely, we'll come 
home in a hansom. There never was 
such a jolly little comrade as you are; 


but, when we get home and talk it 
over, you'll be something even better 
than that—just the st woman, 
the——”’ 

““What’s the matter?” asked the 
man opposite. ‘You're not eating 
anything. Here, try this. You 
mustn't get thin and go off your iooks 


before the great day. I expect 
wife to do me credit.”’ 

She shrank a moment from the look 
in his eyes before she pee oe it. 
She had seen it turned on a great many 

} 


his houses, his 
fully on her- 
humiliation of that 
through her 
ghtly. 

behind 


things before—on 
horses, his jewels, never 
self. She felt the 
glance of possession tingle 
nerves, but she answered li 
The voice at the table 
fell in with her own. 
‘“‘And to think it will 


1 
ner 


1 


always be like 


this,” it said. ‘‘No matter how time 
goes by, you willalways be you. Why, 
change the years might give you 


rould be only as though you had put 
gown to make me love you a 


better. The real you could 


on a new 


little bit 


never change; not from age, not from 
grief, not from anything in the world.”’ 
Their hands had met across the 


Was there ever 
that had been so 
tender, as the 


other 


table now, she knew. 
a hand in the world 
strong, so infinitely 
that touc hed that 
table there She 
hand fell a trifle heavily on her own. 
“T shouldn't call you the best com- 
pany in the world to-night,” he said. 
‘It’s a little early in the day for us to 
bore each other, I should think. I 
thought that most girls spent their 
lives trying to be entertaining. I 
never had any of them dull around me, 
rate.”” He laughed 
attempt to 


one 
girl’s at the 


ar . ae > ne 
started as Roden’s 


at any 
with an 


; Ixy 
jocosely, 


veil his annoy- 
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ance. ‘‘Lord, as far as talk is con- 
cerned, I might as well have taken your 
aunt out. The old lady’s a corker— 


down to 
Well, 
Here’s 


when the conversation gets 
dollars and cents, at any rate. 
she’s a friend of mine, all right. 
» her!” 
He lifted his wine-glass. 


He had 


taken too much already, the girl 
thought. The blur of it was in his 
voice. There seemed a reckless set 


to his coarse features. It seemed as 
though her shame at the situation had 
gradually revealed the man as he was, 
primeval, brutal, an unclean braggart, 
a thing from which gentlemen would 
guard one. Her sudden sense of help- 
lessness frightened her. 

And to take care of you always,” 
said the voice behind her, “ that is the 
most exquisite privilege of all—to 
have strength enough to shelter you 
from the big things and little things. 
It maddens me now, sometimes, to 


think what you are bearing for me; 





but, sweetheart, I shall spend my 
life in making it up to you. Don't 
le 1em frighten you; and when they 


nook ‘Pawan !’ to you, say 
yourself. And in a little whil 

You'll lose that ring if you keep 
poking it up and down your finger like 
that,” said Roden. ‘And a stone of 
that sort’’—he pointed to it with the 
cigar in his thick fingers—‘‘ain’t to be 
pi ked up every day. I shouldn't be 
any too well pleased if you lost it, nor 
you, either, I guess. Lord, I’ve known 
women to give their souls for less than 
that.”’ 

He blew a ring of smoke in the air, 
and laughed, coarsely. 

After all, you’re all alike, 
women. Give a woman trinkets 
enough, and she'll be true to you, I’ve 
always said. It’s the only kind of a 
rope you can hold ‘em with. About 
right, too. Why, I remember 
now * 

“And as for doubting you,” the 
voice behind her said, “it would be as 
impossible for me to doubt my own ex- 
istence. No matter what happened, 
if every proof ra the world were 


brought to me, I should know you were 


‘Love!’ to 








you 
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true. You couldn’t be anything else. 
You might be forced into doing a thing, 
I might hear that | was never even to 
look at you again, but I should know 
it was none of your doing. And what- 
ever happens, dearest, you must re- 
member that I am always thinking 
that—always.”’ 


1 
} 


‘he man opposite was scowling un- 
pleasantly. 

‘Be a bit careful of that ring, can’t 
you?” he said. ‘There, you've got it 
off altogether, now!”’ 


If it’s ten years or twenty years,” 
said the other voice, ‘“‘no matter where 
or how far I might be, a word from you 
would bring me. I think, if you 
needed me, I could come back from 
the dead. Promise me that you will 
always remember that. But, as if 
you needed to promise! And, besides, 
I want you to tell me something else 
now—that always, and always 

The girl brought her eyes back to 
Roden with a start. 

“Yes,” she said, with the realiza- 
tion that he had spoken, “you were 
saying f 

‘I was saying that it’s about time 
we got out of this,’”’ he repeated. 
“What’s the matter with you, any- 
way? I’m getting tired of saying a 
thing three times before you hear it. 
Here, you,’’ he turned to the waiter, 
“get my coat. Put on your ring, and 
come on.”’ 








There was the snap of authority in 
his voice, the curl of it on his thick lips. 
The girl hesitated a moment. The 
stone of the ring she held in her open 
palm stared at her like a red, unwink- 
ing eye—hard, cold, bloodtess—and 
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precious. She looked at it, linger- 
ingly. There was a strange fascina- 
tion in its depths. 

‘““Well, come on,’”’ Roden snarled. 

‘“‘Sweetheart!’’ said the low voice 
behind her; ‘‘sweetheart!”’ 

The girl lifted her face, a face illu- 
mined, one that the man at her side 
had never before seen. She wore the 
look of one who, after helpless grasp- 
ing in the dark, had come suddenly 
into the light, and knew the open path 
before her. 

He resented, without comprehend- 
ing, the expression with which she re- 
garded him, the look which swept him 
from head to foot, and judged and con- 
demned and derided. 

“You had better take this,’’ she 
said, slowly. 

She handed the ring to Roden. The 
look of amazed consternation on his 
face, as he mechanically closed his fin- 
gers about the bauble, deepened at her 
smile. 

“What do you mean?” he de- 
manded. ‘“ Eh!” 

‘I will tell you as we go up-town,” 
she said. 


The untid 


ly waiter held the portiéres 
at the narrow door obsequiously aside. 
He wondered why the pretty young 
woman, who had apparently angered 
her stout escort to the verge of apo- 
plexy, should stop at the threshold to 
look back at an empty table. He 
could not know, being mere man and 
unimaginative, the wonderful promise 
of her eyes; still less that the tawdry 
room she left was a holy spot, wherein 
Love had called from his high places, 
and heard the answer of his faithful. 


THE GREATER NEED 


I NOUISITIVE INDIVIDUAL—I understand, doctor, that you have discovered 


a radical cure for St. Vitus’s dance? 


EMINENT EscuLAPIAN—Yes, sir! 


And, with all modesty, I may say that it 


is the achievement of the age, a long-sought boon, which—— 


INQUISITIVE INDIVIDUAL—Er—h’m! 


for the cake-walk, too? 


Just so; but, look here—is it a remedy 
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By Prince Vladimir Vaniatsky 


OUIS, that estimable maitre 
d@’hétel, came eagerly forward as 
| stepped into the almost de- 

serted Maison Dorée. Louis took me 

to my usual table, straightened the 
already scrupulously straight cloth, 
and bent low over me. 

‘“Monsieur le comte has been long 
away,” he said, in a tone in which a 
certain deference and a certain friendli- 
ness were mingled. 

‘‘But I always come back to Paris,”’ 
I declared, smiling, ‘‘and, once in Paris, 


to the Maison Dorée, and—to Louis.’’ 


ouis smiled, enigmatically. 

‘‘Monsieur’s dinner is waiting for 
him,”’ he said. 

‘“‘ How is that?’ I asked. 

‘‘A gentleman called here this after- 
noon—a gentleman itrés distingué, with 
a ribbon of the Legion, monsieur—and 
ordered a dinner for two. It is a most 
excellent dinner. Then, he bade me 
have it ready at just this hour, saying 
that it would be served for you, and 
that he would appear at the precise 
moment the consommé is served.”’ 
‘Quite interesting,’ I murmured; 
but will you tell me what he has 
ordered for dinner?”’ 

“The gentleman did not order,”’ 
Louis explained; ‘“‘he bade me prepare 
such a dinner as would please you. 
Therefore, it is made up of your favorite 
dishes. There is Consommé Autri- 
chien, Turbot Casimir——”’ 

‘Enough!”’ I cried; “it is quite the 
dinner I would have ordered.” 

Just as the consommé was served, 
a tall man, irreproachably clad, came 
down the room under Louis’s guid- 
ance 

‘“‘Good evening, monsieur le comte,”’ 
gt 


4 


s 


the man said, and seated himself oppo- 
site me. 

““Good evening, monsieur,” I re- 
plied, looking sharply at him. He 
was not a handsome man, this dinner 
companion of mine, but he possessed 
an interesting appearance. He was 
thoroughly cosmopolitan. Not a ges- 
ture, not a feature, recalled any race or 
any country. He was the world’s 
man. 

When we were quite deserted, the 
man drew a card from his waistcoat- 
pocket and handed it to me. I read 
the name, a simple one, very careful- 
ly. Then, I noticed that it bore, in the 
upper, left-hand corner, a tiny fleck of 
black, as though a triangular spot of 
ink had fallen on the card. , 

“You are very welcome, Monsieur 
de Villemesant,”’ I said. ‘‘You are 
well recommended.”’ 

“It is so,” he returned, smiling. 
Then, across the dinner-table, he ban- 
died a light conversation with me— 
one that showed a perfect familiarity 
with the world, wit people, with my- 
self, even. He was clever, clever as 
few men are in these days, and his 
tongue seemed barbed with brilliancy. 
A perfect dinner; wines, such as were 
to be found only in the cellars of the 
Maison Dorée, and a good companion 
—what more perfect evening could a 
man wish? 

lam, I maysay, aman of the world— 
I have encountered it in many phases 
in the fifty years which comprise my 
existence. The name of Count Pierre 
de Deux Ponts is not unknown. In- 
deed, I flatter myself that it is quite the 
contrary. Do I walk down the boule- 
vards, I hear whispers pass about me. 
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If l appear at the Opéra, at the Théatre 
Francais, or even at Antoine’s, I see 


heads turned as people point me out. 
I have been called the last of the boule- 
vardiers ' 
. houlevardiers.” thouch fe 
been as persistently the last as I. 

We had taken our coffee and li- 
queurs, pausing to light our Havanas, 
such only as the blessed may smoke. 
Then, M. de Villemesant and I rose to- 
gether. 

“If monsieur will honor me by com- 
ing to my apartments, ” I ventured, 
“we may talk in peace and q juiet, con- 
cerning the errand on which monsieur 
has, doubt tless, come.’ 

He bowed gravely, in confirmation of 
my invitation. Together, we passed 
through the glass doors to the rue 
Lafitte, preferring that exit to the more 
prominent one, on the brilliantly 
lighted Boulevard des Italiens. 

We had scarcely paused a minute on 
the pavement, when a fiacre drew up 
to the curb. I glanced at the man on 
the box. 

Well met, Jean Cambon,”’ I said, 
and ive La ple “asant nod. 

‘AI ‘ is mons sieur le comte, back 
again!” pat Jean; and he twirled his 
whip through the air, and, with a quick 
twist of the reins, turned his horse into 
a prancing animal 

The rue de la Barouilliére, Jean,” I 
said, as we ste] ned into the fiacre. 

“You are, = lee 1, well sayene de- 
clared M. de Villemesant, he drew a 
fragrant whiff of his cigar 


‘I have been absent from Paris four 


years, monsieur,” I said, imply; 
‘vet, I find Iam not forgotten. Good 
Sainte Génévitve has every Parisian 
under her patronage, you must remem- 
ber, n ond ur.”’ 

He laughed, shortly, as though asking 
why such a notorious man as Pierre de 
Deux Por - hould believe in the pa- 
tronage of inte Généviéve. 

‘Come, come, monsieur,’”’ I cried; 
‘why should I not believe in Sainte 
Généviéve? You, doubtless, believe 
that it is good luck to gamble with bor- 
rowed money, and have given a louis 
to a hunchback, to let you rub his 
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hunch, before you enter into the salles 
at Monte Carlo.”’ 
Ah, it is so, monsieur le comte, it is 
»so. Iwas wrong to laugh.”’ 

When the good Jean brought us be- 
fore the door of the house on the rue 
le la Barouilliére, where I have kept an 
apartment for many years, I gave him 

liberal douceur. It is good to feel in 
one’s absence that one is not forgotten. 

When M. de Villemesant entered the 
drawing-room of my apartment, he 
paused for a moment on the threshold. 
Then, I laughed. 

‘Enter, Count of Raday!”’ I cried. 
He turned, and looked at me in great 
surprise. But he stepped into the 
room, furnished’ with odd things, and 
hung with paintings and tapestries 
which I have picked up in the fou 
quarters of the globe. A great Japan- 
ese lantern of bronze, which hung 
from the centre of the room, gave the 
only light. But I touched a button at 
the door, and the silver sconces and the 
big candelabra from Versailles sprang 
into a white glow. 

Imhof, my man, stepped into the 
room, and wheeled two big chairs and 
a low table before the fireplace. He 
bent over the hearth, and, in a minute, 
a fire of crackling, resinous logs per- 
fumed the room with the healthy odor 
of burning wood. Then, Imhof 
brought a cabinet and placed it on the 
table, throwing back the polished cover 
to disclose a number of bottles and 
tiny glasses. Still another cabinet 
was brought, and the lid disclosed 
long, moist cigars, as fresh as when 
they left the maker’s hands in far-off 
Ha wvana. 

“The Count of Raday will please 
himself,’’ I said, as Imhof paused. 

‘Let it be absinthe, then, mon- 
sieur,”’ the count replied. In asecond, 
Imhof had prepared the glass, with the 
water dripping down into the translu- 
cent green of the dey ths. 

“Monsieur de Rader seemed sur- 
prised that I should know his name,” 
I said, ‘‘but he should not be. It is 
my business to know every one. Mon- 
sieur de Raday and I have played, 
side by side, in the salles at Monte 























amine atl tn Sst Pr 


owes 

















A MEMBER 


Carlo; we have been within a foot- 
step of each other on-the Ringstrasse, 
in Vienna; we have witnessed the per- 
formance at the Acacias, within three 
feet of each other; we have traveled in 
the same compartment of the Rapide 
from Paris to Nice. 


] 


On the last occa- 
sion, Monsieur de Raday even played 
cards with me. Yet, he does not 
think I remember him.”’ 

“Just heaven, monsieur le comte,”’ 
cried he, ‘“you are a most interesting 
man.”’ 

‘No, monsieur,’’ I replied, “I am an 
interested man. The two are quite 
different.”’ 

Imhof discreetly withdrew from the 
room, and I was left quite alone with 
Count de Raday, a member of the Im- 
perial Household of the Emperor- 
King of Austria-Hungary. 

‘Monsieur de Raday may be inter- 
ested in my collection of Bartolozzi 
engravings,’ I suggested, ‘“‘or, if his 
taste runs that way, | have a few very 
interesting little bits of work by Al- 
brecht Durer.” 

‘I must confess, monsieur,’’ Count 


Raday answered, “‘that I am not a 
connoisseur in art.” 
“Ah?” I responded. “Then you 


have come to see me on business,” I 
intimated, “‘or the mark of Imre is 
wrong.” 

“Tt is so, sir,” he answered. 

“Good!” I cried. “But I 
warn you that the business 
be——”’ 

‘““Ah, it is, monsieur le comte, it is. 
It is a strange request which I have to 
make of you. Yet, when I make it, 
you must remember that I represent, 
not the Count of Raday, but the Arch- 
duke Maximilian-Otto, and, through 
him, his Majesty, Franz Josef.” I 
bowed at the mention of the dis- 
tinguished names. “Monsieur le 
comte,’’ he continued, brushing a bit 
of dust from his coat, “‘there is a pack- 
age of letters belonging to the arch- 
duke, which have, in some way, be- 
come lost to view. It is- unknown 

Yet, 
I may 

they 


must 
must 


whether they ‘are lost or not. 
those papers cannot be found. 
say, 


frankly, monsieur, that 
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affect one of the most serious issues in 
Austria to-day, being connected with 
the right of succession to the Hun- 
garian throne. Should those papers 
fall into the hands of a certain faction, 
they would be held in reserve until the 
death of his Apostolic Majesty. Then, 
if nothing occurs to prevent, and the 
faction, to which I refer, could act un- 
hampered, the result would be the 
division of the dual kingdom, and the 
establishment of the Kingdom of 
Hungary, as a separate state, instead 
of a coalescent state of Austria.”’ 

“And, further,”’ I suggested, “if 
those papers should fall into the hands 
of the faction to which you have re- 
ferred, they would be used in placing 
upon the Hungarian throne a youth 
whose weak mental powers and whose 
vicious excesses would make him the 
tool of some one powerful man.”’ 

“Monsieur le comte is then familiar 
with Austrian politics?” 

“In a superficial manner,”’ 
answer. 

“Then, perhaps, monsieur le comte, 
you will lend the archduke your aid 
in his efforts to regain these most 
important papers? The archduke 
throws himself completely upon your 
mercy. To be perfectly candid, mon- 
sieur, the Emperor-King is not aware 
that those papers are other than in 
their proper place.” 

“T am unaware, Count de Raday,” 
I replied, coldly, “of how I can help 
the archduke. I am not a detective; 
nor do I know in what manner I might 
be of service to the archduke. If I 
could, I would gladly help him. As it 
is, | am powerless.”’ 

Count Raday turned nervously in 
his chair, taking a long drink of his 
absinthe. 

**Monsieur le comte, it has been sug- 
gested,’’ he replied, with emphasis upon 
the last word, “that, through your 
widely varied career, you may have 
come in contact with some men whom 
we may call ‘chevaliers d’industrie’— 
men who are occasionally entangled in 
political affairs, and who are not over- 
scrupulous as to the means they use 
in attaining their ends.”’ 


I made 
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“Pish!”’ I retorted. “I do not 
know that any man who dabbles in 
weltpolitik is over-scrupulous as to the 
means of achieving an end. You 
night be referring to a prime minister, 


or a vaurien. They are equally care- 


less of what the world considers honor- 
able means.”’ 
The Count of Raday was silent. 
Suppose, monsieur,’”’ I suggested, 
“you tell me the manner in which the 
archduke is supposed to have lost the 
apers 
“It is unknown,”’ he answered. 


**Have there been no events which 


connect themselves with the papers, 
either before or after their disappe ar- 
ance? Has the archduke shown them 
to any one outside the Hapsburg 


family and its advisers? 

“I did my best to keep him from 
it,”” Count Raday said, “but he did 
show them to a friend 


Cherchez la femme?’’ 
“Alas, yes, monsieur. She is a 


beautiful woman, young, married to 
one of our attachés of the Ministry of 
Foreign Affairs. The Baroness Clo- 
thilde Parhazy is her name. But she 
has been under the espionage of the 
secret police, and every place con- 
nected with her has been thoroughly 
searched.”’ 

‘Your police are quite careful.” I 
spoke with an inward smile, for I had 
once suffered inspection at the hands 
of the Austrian police. They were not 
successful in the search, I may add. 
The reason is very simple. When 
they were searching my apartments in 
Vienna, that for which they looked 
was in Brussels, carefully guarded by 
my man, Imhof. 

“Is there any suspicion attached to 
the baroness?”’ I inquired 

‘On the archduke’s part, no; for 
my part, I suspect every woman.” 

‘hat is ungallant and unwise, 
monsieur. Itrustevery woman. The 
result is better.’ 

““Ah, monsieur, now that I have 
told you, let me return to the arch- 
duke, and inform him that you will 
aid us in this frightful trouble. You 
do not realize what it means to his 
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Imperial Highness. Should the Em- 
peror discover the loss of the papers— 
and it may occur at any time—it may 
mean that the archduke will go into 
exile, or that he be deprived of his 
rank and titles.” 

‘‘Come, monsieur,’”’ I answered, “I 
will help the archduke. But he must 
come to Paris. I can help him only 
through himself. Bid him be here in 
as short a time as possible. Let him 
go to the Hétel Bristol attended by his 
suite. He will be entertained and 
féted. But this | must demand, that 
at every entertainment he gives an 
invitation be sent to meé Then, when 
my conclusions are completed, 1 will 
see what is to be done. Between 
us, Count de Raday, my suspicions rest 
in a quarter of which you would not 
dream, and they have no connection 
with the Baroness Clothilde.” I 
turned to the count, as though to in- 
form him that our interview was at an 
end. 

“Thank you, monsieur!”’ he cried. 


“Ww 
le 


here the greatest detectives have 
failed, you may succeed. You know 
men; they know only criminals.” 

“No compliments, I beg, mon- 
sieur.”” I extended my hand to him. 


The Paris papers found much cause 
for comment in the presence of the 
archduke. The fact that he was sur- 
rounded by his retinue, and traveled 
in state, could mean but one thing 
His mission to Paris was on matters 
politic. A rapprochement between 
France and Austria was discussed, 
and a thousand and one conjectures 
hazarded. But even the astute jour- 
nalists are sometimes wrong. They 
cannot read between lines when there 
is a secret meaning purposely placed 
therein. So, the world knew that 
the Archduke Maximilian-Otto was 
in Paris on a mission from the Em- 
peror. 

The archduke and I met frequently, 
and from him I learned the whole 
secret of the papers, and the course 
they had pursued from the time they 
left the archives of the imperial house 
of Hapsburg, to the day they disap- 
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peared from the view of Maximilian- 
Otto, greatly to his distress. 

[‘wice, I dined with the archduke, 
and I was present at a musicale he 
gave, when he showed me much atten- 
tion. Jout Paris, the shallow, mock- 
ing world which had turned a cold 
shoulder upon me five years before, 
again remembered my presence. Ro- 
mantic stories were told of my lengthy 
absence. I had found a diamond 
mine. I had been to the Klondike. 
I had inherited a fortune. I had won 
an immense amount of money at 
cards. All, all, equally foolish. 

The archduke had been in Paris a 
week when Count de Raday, as Master 
of the Household to the Archduke Maxi- 
milian-Otto, came to my apartment. 

“Have you found no clue, as yet, 
monsieur?’’ he inquired. 

“T am satisfied,’”’ 1 responded. 

“But when can you hope to let us 
know where the papers are?”’ 

“Tt will all be in good time, mon- 
sieur,”’ I replied; “all in good time. 
Meanwhile, may I have the permission 
of the archduke to entertain, at a 
dinner, in his honor? Much depends 
upon my ability to have the right 
people gathered around the archduke 
at a certain time. Bring the matter 
before him, and let me know upon 
what day you decide.” 

‘But the guests? From what rank 
of society?”’ 

“1 will submit my invitation list to 
the archduke,”’ I answered. ‘But he 
will not strike off one name, for there 
will be no one to whom he can take 
exception. The guests will be, prin- 
cipally, from the Faubourg St. Ger- 
main. The others will all be people 
known to his Imperial Highness.”’ 

‘“ How many are involved?’’ Count de 
Raday asked. 

“ Directly, one; indirectly, one thou- 
sand.” 

It was on a ‘Thursday that I gave 
my long-to-be-remembered dinner in 

mor of the Archduke Maximilian- 
Otto, of Austria-Hungary. It was a 

mall dinner of forty covers, and was 
aid in the dining-room of my apart- 
ent. I do not live in a shabby style, 


though the late count, my father, left 
me an inheritance of eight thousand 
francs and my title. 

My guests were from the Faubourg, 
from the Jockey Club, from the Cercle 
of the rue Royale, and from the em- 
bassies. The Austrian ambassador 
was there, and the representatives of 
other great powers. 

When the dinner was finished, Im- 
hof appeared in the door of the dining- 
room, followed by three other serv- 
ants. Each bore a tray laden with 
closely wrapped packages, sealed 
tightly at the ends. Imhof, alone, 
bore one package on his salver, a 
casket of golden filigree, in which was 
yet another casket of solid metal, 
locked with a tiny padlock. 

Then I rose and, addressing my 
guests, begged that the little souvenirs 
of the dinner which I had prepared 
would not be opened until after the 
guests had reached their homes. It 
was a unique request, and a buzz of 
conversation greeted it. 

As I escorted the archduke to his 
carriage, I handed him a key. 

“It will unlock the inner casket,”’ I 
explained, ‘‘and, in future, your Im- 
perial Highness had better keep all 
papers in the secret archives of the 
Hapsburgs.”’” No one heard the words 
save Raday, and, except us three, no 
one in the world knows how certain 
state papers of Austria rested for 
three months in the safe-deposit vaults 
of a great Paris bank, in a box labeled, 
“Count Pierre de Deux Ponts.” 

You will ask how I came by the 
papers, and why. 

The answer is very simple. I am 
one of the chevaliers d’industrie to 
whom the Count de Raday referred; 
yet, I am, also, at the head of a noble 
house. Despite all that I could do, I 
found my social position slipping from 
me. Whispers began to run through 
the ears of Paris that Pierre de Deux 
Ponts did not respect certain laws of 
France, and that he was under the 
supervision of the gardiens de la paix. 

It took me almost two years to ob- 
tain the papers for whose return the 
archduke was so anxious. But, once 
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WHEN McCREADY TURNED MISSIONARY 





By Anne O’Hagan 


cCREADY was looking at Miss 
| Crystal with the glazed eye of 
+ disapproval. One or two of 
the staff, taking note of his lowering 
brow and his hanging jaw, and follow- 
ing his gaze, concluded that he was 
dissatisfied with her work, and con- 
fided to one another that they, also, 
had marked its lack of “go.” 

Miss Crystal sat at her desk, obliv- 
ious of the brief attention she was at- 
tracting, her gray eyes heavy, her full, 
scarlet lips fallen into a curve of pur- 
poseless unhappiness. Even her red 
hair, usually vivid enough to redeem 
her from a look of listlessness, seemed 
unaccountably lacking in  brilliancy 
that day. 

As a question of fact, McCready’s 
disapproval was personal, and not pro- 
fessional, that morning. He had never 
objected to the commonplace level 
of Miss Crystal’s “stories.” He had 
said, once or twice, that there was 
enough cheap flippancy, enough mock 
pathos and enough sham philosophy 
in the paper, and that her clear, cool 
English was a joy after the perfervid 


rhetoric of the “stars.’’ Besides that, 
he had intimated that it was a priceless 
blessing to The Cry to have in its em- 


ady, and who could thus gain admis- 
sion to places where “ Alice Ben Bolt”’ 
would be persona non grata. 

To-day, he was scowling over the 
possibility that he had been mistaken 
in Miss Crystal, after all. He was see- 
ing her as he had seen her the night be- 
fore, seated at a table in Curate’s. 
Curate’s was the newest and most or- 
nate of all the after-theatre resorts. 
Lights winked from a thousand yellow- 
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ploy a woman who bore herself like a 
| 





brown eyes along the bronze-leather 
walls, music trickled sentimentally 
from an unexpected gallery railed in 
green and bronze. Ladies, the con- 
scientious brilliancy of whose complex- 
ions and jewels ought to have atoned 
for the somewhat tarnished luster of 
their minds, ate and drank expensively 
with escorts of callow ecstasy or of 
satiated self-indulgence, while other 
women studied them with frank in- 
solence, or ignored them blandly. 

It was not a social lapse to be seen 
at Curate’s. McCready’s own gray- 
haired wife and his young dryad of a 
daughter had sat under his bristling 
protection, and had recognized only 
gaiety and glitter in the scene. But 
Miss Crystal had had no such chaper- 
onage. Mr. Crawford Duncan could 
not be esteemed by even the most cas- 
ual and innocent-eyed of observers, a 
well-chosen companion for a young 
woman. To McCready, who knew, 
as all the town did, his standing as a 
roué of parts, a libertine of attractions 
even more potent than his reputation, 
the sight had been painful. The fact 
that in some indefinable way the girl— 
a shining vision against the dull wall, 
with her red hair, her yellow bodice, 
and the glass of yellow wine with 
which she played—had fitted into her 
surroundings, had not lessened McCrea- 
dy’s distaste for them. He had not 
the soul of an artist, McCready, and 
certain harmonies did not appeal to 
him. 

*‘Damn it!’’ he said to himself, ‘she 
must know his reputation. She must 
know his wife.”” A vision of the drab 
little bearer of Mr. Duncan’s name, 
with the thin, uncertain smile that was 
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the result—or the cause—of Mr. Dun- 
can’s wanderings, flashed before him. 
He remembered her in her box at the 
opera, in her victoria on the Avenue, 
always pitifully dwarfed by the splen- 
dor of her appurtenances. McCready, 
city editor of The Cry, was not in so- 
ciety, and he knew the little woman 
only in her public and official appear- 
But they were enough. Miss 
Crystal, newspaper woman, no mere 
child, must know approximately all 
that he knew. If she chose to dine 
alone with the man, it was none of 
McCready’s business. He was no re- 
former, to be looking out for the morals 
of his staff. But he had not thought 
her that sort, and— 

He rang the bell sharply. “Tell 
Miss Crystal to come here,’’ he growled, 
sinking his chin in his collar, and scowl- 
ing prodigiously. The boy obeyed 
with cheerful alacrity. Miss Crystal 
blushed a little as she came forward. 
She had seen her grim chief the night 
before, and she was not used to being 
unconventional. 

““Mornin’,’’ said McCready. “ Noth- 
ing much to-day. Wedding out in 
Glen Ridge. A Miss Greyer—this 
afternoon, at four.” 

“Do they want it reported?” asked 
Miss Crystal, a premonition of rebuffs 
chilling her. She hated to “do so- 
ciety’ in any of its guises. 

“Sure to. They always do, no mat- 
ter what they pretend,”’ said McCready, 
with the conviction of a man who 
does not have to put his faith to the 
test. Miss Crystal did not attempt to 
controvert the favorite axiom of her 
editor, unless her colorless smile could 
be construed as argument. 

“Anyway,” pursued McCready, 
“they are friends of the old man, and 
you'll be allright. Dick, look up trains 
to Gien Ridge for Miss Crystal.”’ 

When, finally, the door of the city 
room closed upon her departing figure, 
McCready ruminated: ‘See how that'll 
strike her. Wedding—‘Voice that 
breathed’—tum, tum, te-tum !—‘ Cher- 
ish so long as ye both shall—’ Maybe, 
she'll come to her senses. She can’t 
want to do wrong, and there’s no half- 
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way with Duncan—not for a woman in 
her position. With one of his own set, 
perhaps—well, maybe, if she were as 
heartless as he.”’ 

Later, lunching with Williamson, the 
advertising man, he had anxiously in- 
quired—veiling both question and 
anxiety under gruff declaration—if 
women were not always sentimentalists, 
turned into the paths of peace or of 
disquietude by the mere influence of 
the moment, played upon by moods, 
likely to become as little children if they 
heard an old tune. And when Wil- 
liamson indifferently agreed, McCready 
banished the furrow from his forehead 
and the fear from his heart, telling him- 
self again that “‘the wedding service 
would fetch her.” 

Commonly, Miss Crystal loathed 
her work. She deeply disliked attend- 
ing “‘parties’’ to which she had not 
been invited, and putting questions to 
persons who did not wish to answer 
them. She had never outgrown a tra- 
dition that such things were ill-bred, 
and she found it in her heart to forgive 
many counter-examples of ill-breeding 
because of her perception of their jus- 
tification. Her talents, however, were 
not enough to advance her to a 
more dignified place in her profession, 
and her attainments in other direc- 
tions prevented a change of calling. 

To-day, she welcomed the quiet of 
the brief journey. She would devote 
it, not to the planning of questions 
in regard to Miss Greyer’s trousseau 
or wedding-presents or bridesmaids’ 
names—not even to reading the two- 
line clipping which Mr. McCready had 
given her as a guide, but entirely to 
her own situation. 

Should she, or should she not? Life 
was dull, work was monotonous, she 
was unutterably lonely now that there 
was no longer a home, either the home 
of her old affections or the home of the 
dreams she had once dreamed, to give 
her a sense of companionship and love. 
Her eyes grew hard as she surveyed the 
flying landscape, and the red line of 
her lips spelt bitterness. 

It is not good to sneer at one’s past 
when one plans one’s future. She 
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sneered at the thought of the home she 
had dreamed of during her engage- 
ment, six years before, to Owen Brom- 
ley—a little place, all climbing roses 
in Summer and hearth-fires in Win- 
ter, and walks and peaceful twilight 
talks together—and love! 

Then, when her father had died, 

how tranquilly Owen had yielded to 
her suggestion that he should not be 
hampered in the very beginning of his 
career as an engineer by an engagement 
with a girl who had a mother to sup- 
port! And now she had not heard of 
him for four years—not even when, 
after three years, her mother had died. 
Ah, well! perhaps he had not heard. 
And even if he had, and had come, 
there would have been no glow in the 
welcome to him. The youth was gone 
from her, then, she told herself, and 
she did not care. 
She could not tell when the craving 
for excitement first took hold of her— 
some time, she supposed, when the 
healthy pleasures of young woman- 
hood had been too long withheld, 
when the routine of her days had 
dulled her sensitiveness a little. Then 
she had obtained her stimulant; a 
flush crept over her face, the counter- 
part of the one McCready had seen the 
night before. She had met Crawford 
Duncan; it was not for nothing that 
silly women called him fascinating. 
She had drifted, and now she could 
drift no more, she knew, clothe his 
demands in what words of friendship 
or respect he would. 

Friendship! She laughed. Was it 
much friendship that had cut lines 
about his mouth, burned hollows 
about his eyes? Alli that he asked, he 
said, was some few of the intimacies of 
mere friendship—the chance to see 
her, occasionally, alone, not in a glit- 
tering, noisy restaurant, with a table 
between them and hunger dividing 
their interest in each other; only an 
opportunity to talk to her, sometimes, 
alone, to persuade her that he was not 
so black a villain as he was commonly 
painted. She.was a working-woman, 
he told her, therefore above the 
stupid, small conventionalities. What 
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did it matter that she had no chaperon, 
or that she did not know his wife? 

“I wonder,” she said to herself, 
“how many women are driven to folly 
and to sin by mere boredom, by the 
desire to keep hold of the one excite- 
ment of their lives? And I used to 
think that only unhappy love could 
force one out of the way of peace and 
dignity! Unhappy love, indeed!” 

“Glen Ridge!’’ shouted the con- 
ductor; and she hurried out of the 
train. 

She walked toward the Greyer 
house. She was blind for a while to 
the beauty of the day, and her mind 
kept repeating his words of last night. 
“We cannot go on like this any 
longer. You must give me some- 
thing, show some trust in me, in 
my deep regard for you. To-morrow 
must end it, one way or the other. 
Unless you will grant me the little 
that I ask—a little share in your life— 
that is all—then I shall give you up 
entirely.” 

“It would be very stupid if he 
went away, really,’’ she said to her- 
self. “And, perhaps, after all, he 
means what he says.”’ 

Then, her eyes caught sight of a 
sloping lawn with cherry-trees white 
upon it, and her heart gave a leap. 
How long had it been since she had 
seen the Spring come to the country- 
side! 

She reached the Greyers’ house with 
her own problems half-forgotten. The 
delicious warmth of the air, the stir- 
rings in the billowy-blossomed trees, 
the look of the April sky—all these 
were of another world from the 
fevered one in which she had been 
dwelling. The two could not co-exist. 
She deferred her decisions. 

The house was of gray stone, broad 
and stately. Imposing drives cut its 
long stretch of lawn; pale wistaria 
clung to its rough sides; back of it, an 
orchard was beautiful. It was so fair, 
so peaceful a place that Miss Crystal 
forgot, in her content with it, to be 
envious of those to whom it belonged. 
A kindly glow pervaded her for the 
bride who was to go forth from a 
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shelter so perfect as this to the dearer 
one that love should make for her. 

“No, no; you can’t find out nothin’ 
now,’’ whispered the man at the door, 
who had intercepted her ring. ‘‘The 
party’s just comin’ down to the 
library, now, miss. The ceremony is 
just goin’ to begin. Afterward, Mr. 
Cartwright—he’s the best man, miss 
will see the reporters.” 

She nodded, her eyes wandering to 
the trees before the house. 

“If you'll step inside, miss,’’ went 
on the butler, ‘‘I think I could stand 
you on the stairs, where you could 
have a lovely view of the ceremony.” 

Again Miss Crystal smiled and 
nodded. A white vision leaning upon 
an elderly arm was just disappearing 
from the hall into the embowered 
room at its end, as the butler mo- 
tioned her to a place on the stairs. 
She looked in, upon the great room, 
the somberness of its books contend- 
ing with the glory of blossoms, the 
lights from its high, colored windows 
giving it a church-like air. She saw 
the centre picture, the white robes of 
the clergyman, the white dress of the 
bride, the half-encircling wall of pink 
and black where the rose-hued brides- 
maids and the ushers stood, behind 
them the blurred gaiety of the wed- 
ding-party. Then, she looked at the 
figure beside the slender bride. The 
vague smile died from her lips, the 
pleased light from her eyes. That 
immaculate figure, that clear-cut face, 
were those of her old lover. It was 
Owen Bromley’s wedding that she had 
blindly come out to report. 

The brief service seemed to her in- 
terminable. In its length, she was 
able to see again all her own early 
hopes and wistful fancies—dead long 
since, dead with what she had called 
her love, but somehow alive enough to 
be outraged now by this scene with its 
miserable contrasts. 

“Let me out!’’ she cried, fiercely, to 
the astonished butler, as the solemn 
words ceased, and a sudden flurry of 
laughter and talk and crowding about 
the bridal pair began, while from the 
music-room across the hall the organ 





notes of the wedding-march pealed 
jubilantly. 

“Why, I thought—”’ he began. 

“Never mind, never mind that! 
Let me out!’ And he opened the 
door, and stared at her- in uncom- 
prehending disapproval as she fled 
down the path. 

Once beyond the high arbor-vite 
hedge that screened the Greyer place 
from vulgar observation, she hurried 
along, she knew not in what direction. 
It was monstrous that she, working 
hard, working alone, so wretched and 
companionless that she could contem- 
plate temptation without shrinking 
it was monstrous that she should be 
sent to witness the prosperous—oh, 
the very highly prosperous !—wedding 
of the man whom she had once ex- 
pected to marry herself! That she 
should have to report the wedding of 
Owen Bromley! How had it hap- 
pened? She tore at her purse, jerked 
the clipping from it. Idiot that she 
had been not to have looked before! 
The statement was perfectly clear: 





On Tuesday, April 26, Miss Henrietta 
Greyer, the youngest daughter of Mr. and 
Mrs. Isaac Greyer, will be married to Mr 
Owen Bromley, son of the late Owen Brom- 
ley, of Baltimore. The wedding will take 
place at four o’clock in the afternoon, at the 
Greyer place in Glen Ridge. 

If only she had read that in time, 
and had spared herself this bitter 
humiliation! 

At any rate, she knew one thing 
now, she told herself, as she hurried 
along. She would never sacrifice one 
moment’s enjoyment, one moment’s 
promise of enjoyment, for any hope of 
good or any memory of good. Of 
course, she had no love now for the 
correct, self-seeking man back there— 
it had been long since she had had it; 
but, oh, how tenderly she had thought 
she loved him in the foolish days 
when she offered him the chance to 
make a swifter, surer, steadier way to 
success without her! And he was 
marrying—correctly, advantageously 
—and she supposed that she might 
report his wife’s receptions when they 
were in town next Winter! 
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On and on she fled, careless as to 
whither. April was powerless now to 


win a look from her. Henceforth, she 
told herself, planning a new, bitter 
rule of life, henceforth, she would take 
what the gods provided. She had an 
insane sense of revenging herself upon 
Owen Bromley when she made this re- 
solve. She would flirt, she would ex- 
tract the utmost of mirth from each 
moment as it came. Hitherto, she 
had aiways rather held aloof from the 
noisy gaiety, the hail-fellow-well-met 
intimacies of the office. But, for the 
future, these—anything, everything! 
To-day it was Crawford Duncan who 
offered her excitement, comradeship 
of a sort—love, he would call it, as 
soon as she gave him the chance to 
speak! Well, she would take it all! 
And when that was over, she would 
not be so old or so unlovely that 
others should not minister to her crav- 
ing for admiration and attention. 
After all, it might not soon be over. 
Surely, Crawford Duncan could love 
as truly and as long as that man back 
there whom she had heard vowing to 
endow with all his worldly goods the 
millionaire’s daughter. 

Again she heard the triumphant 
swelling of the organ, and her mind 
supplied familiar words: 





“ Valiant and free—faithful confessed—”’ 





The mockery, the mockery of that! 
Her rage gave place to self-pity as she 
remembered. 

At the top of a high hill, she recol- 
lected that she had no idea of her 
whereabouts. A broad valley, foam- 
ing with blossoming orchards, tender 
with an infinitude of Spring greens, 
lay below her, a faint mist veiling the 
perfect glory of the afternoon. She 
saw towns on the slopes of the distant 
hillsides flash into being; she saw 
houses, here and there, in the big bowl 
below her; she saw a narrow river 
gleam among the verdure. But all the 
region was totally unfamiliar to her 
town eyes. She hesitated. The hill 
was bordered on one side by a heavy 
growth of trees, and she thought that 
she heard sounds among them. She 
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wished to inquire her whereabouts and 
her road back to the city; so, she 
waited, listening, and suddenly very 
weak from hurry, emotion and the lan- 
guor of the season. 

A laugh rippled upon the air; then 
came a shrill cry of delight—a child’s 
cry; then, a confused, bubbling sound 
of young voices. They came from out 
the wood, part way down the hill. 
She ventured on, and when she came 
opposite the place where she had fixed 
them in her mind she called, “ Chil- 
dren!”’ 

There was no answer, and the weari- 
ness that had attacked her so suddenly 
after the intensity of her excitement and 
resolutions grew greater at the sight of 
the long descent to the plain, and of 
the longer journey to the nearest house. 
She paused a moment, then left the 
road, parting the bushes near it care- 
fully, and made her way into the wood 
recess. 

‘“Children!”’ she called again, as the 
young trees near the edge of the grove 
closed behind her. Still there was 
silence, except for the tremulous voices 
of the Spring afternoon. But she 
pressed on, farther into the cool, green 
light. The sound of a trickling stream 
became her guide. 

By-and-bye she came upon it—a 
thread, winding in and out among 
rocks and the roots of trees it had 
bared from their covering of earth. 
And, following it, she found the chil- 
dren, three of them, lying flat on their 
stomachs, their faces peering into the 
brook where it had widened and calmed 
for a moment, into a pool. 

“Oh, there you are!’’ cried Miss 
Crystal, happily. To have found guides 
now seemed to her a real good fortune, 
little as she would have allowed the 
possibility of that an hour before. 

“Oh, please hush!” entreated the 
fat little girl of the trio, barely looking 
up, and waving a chubby hand of re- 
buke in the direction of Miss Crystal. 
“There, he’s gone! She’s frightened 
him!”’ She rolled around to a sitting 
posture with a good deal of plump diffi- 
culty, as her companions righted them- 
selves and stared at Miss Crystal. 












































Oh, I’m sorry I intruded! id 
that ing woman eeting three 
pairs of reproachful eye But I’m 
lost, and I heard your voice you were 
{ ny? ] | W ] 1voO 

Ye said the larger boy, inat 
of righteous judgment “We were, 
but that was before we saw the fish. 
We th rught he mig! t be a trout! He 
was under the shelf of that rock there.”’ 


He pointed to a boulder that projected 


a foot or two in the water 

‘ 9 a quant ” ] 

Indeed, I’m sorry ologized the 
interrupter. But since I have spoiled 


your afternoon’s sport, won’t you tell 


r 
me where I am and how to get away 


The younger boy looked at her 
gravely. The severe aspect of his 
round face was not lightened, as was 
the other boy’s, by any redeeming 
freckles near his blue eyes. He was 
all judgment, untempered by levity of 


any sort. 

“It depends,”’ he announced, ‘on 
which way you want to go.” 

“She wants to go to New York,” 


5S 


declared the little girl, promptly, 


giving one indifferent glance at Miss 
Crystal’s brown frock, and proceeding 
to dig diligently in the soft earth with 
her heel. 

“Do you?”’ asked the younger boy. 
Miss Crystal nodded; she also smiled. 
And when Miss Crystal smiled like that 
—frankly, whole-heartedly, youth- 
fully—she was a very pretty woman. 
The older boy noted this, though he 
could not have defined it. He brushed 
aside all question of destination. 

“Say,” he said, while the Solomon 
of the party still revolved in his mind 
the question of routes, “I could show 
you some white violets if you had time.”’ 

Miss Crystal was very tired. Her 
knees were weak. She suddenly be- 
thought herself that it is not good to 
go luncheonless on an enervating day 
in Spring, and that it is never invigorat- 
ing to give one’s self up to rages and 
disappointments. She sat down on a 
stump, rather suddenly. 

“TI am afraid I haven’t time,’ she 
answered, a trifle faintly. “‘Some 
other day, perhaps.” 

“Huh!” sniffed the little girl, in 
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swift disdain of this banality. ‘‘ How 
long do you think white violets stay?”’ 

“That’s true, they are brief-lived, 
aren't they? But how shall I get to 
New York?” 

“Do you want to go on a train ora 
trolley?’’ persisted the accurate youth. 

‘Whichever will take me the quick- 
er.”’ Miss Crystal looked at her 
watch; it was after five o’clock. 
“That’s a pretty watch,’”’ declared 
the girl, who had drawn near the 
stump. 

“I’m glad you like it,” 
Crystal, courteously. 

“Did your mother give it to you?” 

“No.” 

“If you want to go to New York 
quickly, you had better go on the 
train. Don’t you know where you are 
at?” 

Miss Crystal shook her head. She 
felt more and more wearied. 

“Well, you’re at Preston’s—that is, 
you're near Preston’s, and if you get 
there in time, they'll flag a train for 
you.” 

‘What time?’’ asked Miss Crystal, 
struggling to her feet. 

“Oh, any time when there’s a train 
coming along.”’ 

The bigger boy had disappeared at a 
bend in the brook. He came back 
now, flushed and bare-headed, carrying 
his hatin hishand. With very earthy 
fingers he presented it to her. 

“There are the violets,’’ he said, 
briefly. 

Miss Crystal looked at him and at 
his gift. Cool and starry-white in 
the torn lining of his cap the flowers 
lay, their silken stems still flecked with 
damp mold. He flushed, uncomfort- 
ably, beneath the sudden, pitiful grati- 
tude of her glance. 

“I got ’em for you!” he said. 
“‘ Ain’t you goin’ to take ’em?”’ 

‘You should say, ‘aren’t you going 
to take them,’’’ corrected the little 
girl. 

“IT am,” said Miss Crystal, tears in 
her eyes. “I am, and I’m going to 
keep them.” 

“Oh, they don’t last long,” said 
the boy. 
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WHEN McCREADY 

“Tf you’re coming to Preston’s,”’ 
announced the younger boy, patiently, 
‘you’d better come. We've got to 
go home in time to wash our hands 
before tea.”’ 

“Oh, I am thoughtless,’’ cried the 
woman, springing to her feet. ‘‘And 
were you going to take me to the 
station?”’ 

“Of course,’”’ said the trio, briefly 
and simultaneously. 

The green light in the woods faded 
to a green twilight. The soft breeze 
fluttered into stillness; the brook’s 
ripple, the evening calling of birds, 
sounded together. From some pool 
in the woods the frogs set up their 
loud Spring cry. The solemn boy 
possessed himself of one of Miss 
Crystal’s hands, the girl of the other. 
The giver of the violets shuffled 
along at one side, nonchalantly switch- 
ing at the bushes. He was still 
blushing over the access of sentiment 
which had prompted his offering, but 
he whistled and switched the more 
strenuously to hide his embarrass- 
ment. 

“Some time I am coming to see 
you,” declared Miss Crystal, ear- 
nestly, as the station-agent shambled 
out to flag the train. She was a 
woman of impulses. The half-hour 
in the dim grove, with the sweetness 
of the earth in her nostrils and the 
sight of the children in her eyes, 
seemed to her now miraculous, a 
sacred wonder wrought for her salva- 
tion. ‘‘I am coming to see you 
surely. I am glad you told me your 
names, Amy and Lawrence and Joe. 
You have been very kind to me. I 
shall not forget.”’ 

“Oh, it wasn’t anything,’’ declared 
the big boy. “It’s on our way home, 
anyway.” 

Then, they watched her swing 
aboard the train, and stood, the boys 
with their caps decorously in hand, 
to catch her farewell smile and the 
wave of her hand. 
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The door of the telephone booth 
was open. McCready noticed with a 
grim amusement that Miss Crystal 
went at once to it, and did not go to 
her desk to begin work when she 
came in. He heard her call. In- 
deed, it must be recorded that Mc- 
Cready did not conscientiously try to 
avoid hearing the call. 

“Is that Mr. Duncan? Yes? This 
is Miss Crystal, Mr. Duncan. I shall 
not be at home this evening. You 
remember I promised to let you know. 
No, no. Oh, no, thank you! No. 
It is quite impossible. To-morrow? 
I think it a very excellent plan, and 
I hope that you will have a very 
pleasant voyage. Good-bye.” 

Even through a telephone receiver, 
McCready thought, a man must per- 
ceive and appreciate the finality of 
Miss Crystal’s tones. 

“I’m sorry, Mr. McCready,” began 
Miss Crystal, appearing at the desk. 
“TI forgot to get the names of the 
ushers and the list of the guests. I 
—I felt suddenly ill during the cere- 
mony, and came away.” 

“Let it go,’”’ mumbled McCready. 
“Big strike ordered at the cotton 
works in Fall River; no room for 
weddings, anyway, to-morrow. And 
now, Miss Crystal, Mrs. McCready 
wants you to come up to dinner with 
us to-night—oh, yes, perfectly in- 
formally. No one else there but 
Walton. You know Walton, don’t 
you? No? One of the editorial 
writers. Do come. Mrs. McCready 
begged you to waive formality. She 
ought to have called, and all that, but 
you’re a busy woman—and—that’s 
right. I'll be ready in fifteen min- 
utes.”’ 

And, as McCready went off himself 
to telephone—taking the precau- 
tion to close the door of the booth, 
however—he said to himself, in 
simple-minded triumph: “I knew 
the wedding service would fetch 
her!”’ 





A MAN’S pride that he is a man is apt to be rudely shaken if he notices his 


fellow-men. 
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A SONG OF LOVES 


N the blue morn, the new morn, 
Beneath a sun-filled sky, 
Oh, I met a little Love 
When all the clouds were hi 
A little Love, a wistful Love 
I would not have him stay; 
I loosed his hands, and kissed his lips, 
And bade him fly away. 
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In the warm noon, the sweet noon, 
When all the air was gold, 

Oh, I met a fair, great Love 
With merry eyes and bold; 

So wise, so strong, so wonderful, 
Too high for my estate, 

He loosed my hands, and kissed my lips, 
And left me desolate. 


In the deep night, the cold night, 
Who comes through wind and rain? 

Little Love I bade away 
Is at my side again. 

And he hath warmed my hands in his, 
And kissed my wet eyes dry. 

Oh, strange that he should comfort me 
For that great Love gone by. 
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HOW IT HAPPENED 


Joun WINWOOD. 


"THE CHRONIC MEDDLER—Yovu are extremely bald, for one of your age. 


Tue BARE-PATED Party—Yes; got this way by butting into other people’s 
affairs. 


2 


LIMITED SPACE 


SKINGTON—Your flat is rather small, isn’t it? 
CRAMPSMITH—Yes! It’s an actual fact that we haven’t room for a doul 


in it. 
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VERS DE SOCIETE IN FOREIGN TONGUES 


By Brander 


6 AMILIAR verse”’ is the apt 
term Cowper preferred to 
describe the lyric of com- 

mingled sentiment and playfulness 

which is more generally and more care- 
lessly called vers de société. The lyric 
of this sort is less emotional, or at least 
less expansive, than the regular lyric; 
ind it seeks to veil the depth of its 
feeling behind a debonair assumption 
of gaiety. Familiar verse is in poetry 
closely akin to what in prose is known 
as the eighteenth-century essay; Prior 
and Gay were early representatives of 
the one, as Steele and Addison were 
the creators of the other. Familiar 
verse is a far better designation than 
ers de société for two reasons: first, 
because the use of a French phrase 
might seem to imply that these witty 
and graceful poems are more abundant 
in French literature than in English— 
which is not so; and second, because, 
however light and bright these lyrics 
may be, they are not mere society- 
verses, with only the glitter and the 
emptiness of the fashionable parade. 
They are not the idle amusement of 


se 
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Who tread with jaded step the weary mill— 
Grind at the wheel, and call it “pleasure” 


+511. 

»ViAl, 
Gay without mirth, fatigued without employ, 
Slaves to the joyless phantom of a joy. 


No doubt, the true vers de société 
must have polish and finish and the 
well-bred ease of the man of the world; 
but they ought also to carry a sugges- 
tion at least of the more serious aspects 
of life. They should not be frothily 
frivolous or coldly cynical, any more 
than they should broadly comic or 
boisterously funny. They are at lib- 
105 
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erty to hint at hidden tears, even when 
they seem to be wreathed in smiles. 
They have no right to parade mere 
cleverness; and they must shun all 
affectation as they must avoid all self- 
consciousness. They should appear 
to possess a colloquial carelessness 
which is ever shrinking from the com- 
monplace, and which has succeeded in 
concealing every trace of the labor of 
the literary artist by which alone they 
have attained their seemingly spon- 
taneous perfection. 

‘Familiar verse”’ is, perhaps, some- 
what more exact than the term once 
employed by Mr. Stedman—"“ patri- 
cian rhymes’’—which is a designation 
possibly a little chilly for these airy 
lyrics. To fall fully within the defini- 
tion, so the late Frederick Locker- 
Lampson asserted, a poem must be 
brief and brilliant; and the late Tom 
Hood added that it ought also to be 
buoyant. Brevity, brilliancy, buoy- 
ancy—these are qualities we cannot 
fail to find in the best of Locker- 
Lampson’s own verses, in Praed’s, in 
Prior’s—and also in Holmes’s, in Bret 
Harte’s and in Mr. Stedman’s. 

Brevity it must have, first of all; and 
Locker-Lampson excludes the “ Rape 
of the Lock,” “‘on account of its length, 
which renders it much too important,” 
although it ‘“‘would otherwise be one 
of the finest specimens of vers de so- 
ciété in any language.’ Here it is per- 
missible to echo the opinion of Poe, 
who held that a poem could scarcely 
exceed one hundred lines in length 
under penalty of losing its unity of im- 
pression. But, on the other hand, the 
poem of this species must not be ex- 
cessively condensed, or else it is not im- 
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portant enough. A couplet does not 


give room to turn roundin. Gay’s 
Life is a jest, and all things show it; 
I said so once, and now | know it 


and Pope’s 


I am his Highness’s dog at Kew, 
Pray, sir, tell me—whose dog are you? 


have rather the sharp snap of the epi- 
gram than the gentler flow of genuine 
vers de société. And so, certain of the 
slighter pieces in the Greek anthology, 
lovely as they are and exquisite, lack 
the modest amplitude fairly to be ex- 
pected from a poem which claims ad- 
mission into this charmed circle. 
Brilliant it must be also: and this 
requirement excludes ‘Sally in Our 
Alley,” for example, because it is ‘‘ too 
homely and too entirely simple and nat- 
ural,’’ andit keeps out ‘‘ John Gilpin’”’ as 
well, because it is too frankly comic in 
its intent, too boldly funny. But the 
brilliancy must not be excessive; and 
the diffused glow of the incandescent 
lamp is better than the sputtering glare 
of the arc light. If the brilliancy is 
attained by too violent and too obvi- 
ous an effort, the light lyric is likely to 
harden into artificiality; and this is a 
danger that even Praed does not always 
escape. His “Chaunt of the Brazen 
Head ”’ has a luster that is almost me- 
tallic; the sparkle is undeniable, but 
in time the insistent antithesis reveals 
itself as mechanical, at least, not to 
call it either tricky or tiresome. 
Buoyancy is the third requisite; and 
this is not so easy to define as the others. 
Yet its necessity is plain enough when 
we note how heavy certain metrical 
efforts may be, although they achieve 
brevity an‘l even a superficial brilliance. 
They lack the final ease and the care- 
less felicity; they are not wholly free 
from an awkwardness that is not un- 
fairly to be termed lumbering. For 
example, buoyancy is just what is lack- 
ing in the rhyming episode of John 
Wilson Croker, “‘To Miss Peel, on her 
Marriage”’—quatrains which Locker- 
Lampson held in sufficient esteem to in- 
clude in his carefully chosen ‘ Lyra 
Elegantiarum,” and which Mr. Swin- 


burne despisingly dismissed as 
villainous lines.”’ 

Just as comedy is ever in danger of 
declining into farce—a mishap that has 
almost befallen ‘“*The Rivals,”’ for ex- 
ample—or else of stiffening into the 
serious drama—a turning aside that is 
visible in ‘‘ Froufrou’’—so, in like man- 
ner, has familiar verse ever to avoid 
breadth of humor on the one side and 
depth of feeling on the other. It 
must eschew, not merely coarseness or 
vulgarity, but even free and hearty 
laughter; and it must refrain from deal- 
ing not only with the soul-plumbing 
abysses of the tragic but even with the 
ground-swell of any sweeping emotion. 
It must keep on the crest of the waves, 
midway between the utter triviality 
of the murmuring shallows and the 
silent profundity of the depths that 
are dumb. 

Perhaps this is one reason why so 
few of these brevet-poems have been 
the work of the greater wits or of the 
greater poets; familiar verse is too seri- 
ous to carry all the fun of the jesters, 
and too slight to convey the more sol- 
emn message of the major bards. 
Rather has it been the casual recrea- 
tion of true lyrists not in the front rank, 
or else it has been the sudden excursion 
of those not reckoned among the song- 
sters, often men of the world for once 
achieving in verse a seeming sponta- 
neity, like that which gives zest to de- 
lightful conversation. 

Perhaps, again, this is a reason why 
vers de société can be found flourishing 
most luxuriantly when the man of the 
world is himself most abundant, and 
when he has helped to set up an ideal 
of sparkling nimbleness in the give-and- 
take of social encounter. ‘‘ When so- 
ciety ceases to be simple, it becomes 
skeptical,”” and, when it “becomes 
refined, it begins to dread the exhibi- 
tion of strong feeling.”” So wrote one 
of the reviewers of Locker-Lampson’s 
collection. ‘‘In such an atmosphere, 
emotion takes refuge in jest, and pas- 
sion hides itself in skepticism of pas- 
sion.”” And the reviewer added that 
there is a delicious piquancy in the 
poets who represent this social mood, 
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ind who are put in a class apart by 
the way they play bo-peep with their 
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igs. 

In the stately sentences of his time, 
the elder Disraeli declared that, in the 
production of vers de société, “* genius 
will not always be sufficient to impart 
that grace of amenity which seems pe- 
culiar to those who are accustomed to 
elegant society. These productions 
are more the effusions of taste than ge- 
nius, and it is not sufficient that the 
poet is inspired by the Muse, he must 
also suffer his concise page to be pol- 
ished by the hand of the Graces.” 
Locker-Lampson maintained that ‘the 
tone should not be pitched high; it 
should be idiomatic, and rather in the 
conversational key; the rhythm should 
be crisp and sparkling, and the rhyme 
frequent and never forced, while the 
entire poem should be marked by 
tasteful moderation, high finish, and 
completeness; for, however trivial the 
ubject-matter may be, indeed rather 
in proportion to its triviality, subordi- 
nation to the rules of composition and 
perfection of execution should be 
strictly enforced.”” And Mr. Austin 
Dobson, drawing up ‘‘Twelve Good 
Rules’’ for the writer of familiar verse, 
advised him to be “‘colloquial but not 
commonplace,” to be as witty as he 
liked, to be “serious by accident,”’ and 
to be “pathetic with the greatest dis- 
cretion,” 


II 


THOSE who may search Greek litera- 
ture for frequent examples of familiar 
verse are doomed to disappointment; 

nd even in the lovely lyrics of the 
‘‘ Anthology,” so human, so sad, so per- 
fect in precision of phrase, we fail to 
find the lightness, the playfulness, the 
gaiety of true vers de société. Wenote 
brevity nearly always, brilliancy some- 
times, and even buoyancy occasion- 
ally; we mark a lapidary concision that 
only Landor, of all the moderns, was 
ever able to achieve; but we feel that 
the tone is a little too grave and a little 
too austere. Perhaps the Greek spirit 
was too simple and too lofty to stoop 


to the pleasantry and prettiness of fa- 
miliar verse. Perhaps the satiric reac- 
tion against excessive romanticism, 
which sustains so much modern vers 
de société, was not possible before the 
birth of romance itself. Perhaps, in- 
deed, the banter and the gently satiric 
playfulness of vers de société were not to 
be expected in a race which, no matter 
how gifted it might be lyrically, kept 
woman in social inferiority, and denied 
her the social privileges that give to 
modern society its charm and its 
variety. 

At first glance, it would seem as 
though more than one lyric of Anac- 
reon, at least, and perhaps of Theoc- 
ritus also, ought to fall well within the 
most rigid definition of familiar verse. 
But there is scarcely a single poem of 
Anacreon’s which really approaches 
the type we are seeking. The world 
for which he wrote reveals itself as 
very narrow; and he is found to be de- 
void of “‘catholicity of human inter- 
est,” as Tom Hood asserted. His 
verses are a little lacking in tenderness 
of sentiment; and, as Professor Jebb 
says, Anacreon’s “ sensuousness is tem- 
pered merely by intellectual charm” 
—and this is not what we require in 
social verse. 

Theocritus, also, exquisite as are his 
vignettes of Alexandrian life, perfect as 
they are in tone and feeling, clear cut as 
an intaglio and delightful as a Tanagra 
figurine—Theocritus is at once too 
idyllic and too realistic. His verses 
are without certain of the character- 
istics which are imperative in true vers 
de société. They are at once a little too 
homely and a little too poetic. Ifa 
selection from Greek literature were ab- 
solutely imperative, probably a copy 
of verses combining brevity, brilliancy 
and buoyancy could be found more 
easily among the scanty lyrics of 
Agathias or of Antipater than amid the 
larger store of Theocritus or of Anac- 
reon. 

Perhaps it is the more prominent po- 
sition of woman in Rome which makes 
a search in Latin literature a more cer- 
tain pleasure. Yet the world in which 
Catullus lived, that ‘“tenderest of Ro- 
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man poets nineteen hundred years 
ago,’’ while it was externally most lux- 
urious, had an underlying rudeness and 
an ill-concealed coarseness. And Ca- 
tullus himself, with all his nimble wit, 
his scholarly touch, his instinctive cer- 
tainty of taste, was consumed by too 
fierce a flame of passion to be satisfied 
often with the leisurely interweaving 
of jest and earnest which we look 
for in the songster of society. Infre- 
quently does he allow himself the 
courtly grace of true familiar verse— 
in his “ Dedication for a Volume of 
Lyrics,”’ in his “ Invitation to Dinner”’ 
and in his “ Morning Call,’’ so sympa- 
thetically paraphrased by Landor. 
Half a generation later, we come to 
Horace, a perfect master of the lighter 
lyric. He has the wide knowledge of 
a man of the world and the consum- 
mate ease of an accomplished crafts- 
man in verse. He can achieve both 
the “curious felicity’? and the “art 
that hides itself.’’ And his tone, so 
Walter Bagehot insisted, “is that of 
prime ministers; the easy philosophy 
is that of courts and parliaments. 
He is but the extreme and 
perfect type of a whole class of writers, 
some of whom exist in every literary 
age, and who give expression to what 
we may call the poetry of equanimity 
—that is, the world’s view of itself, its 
self-satisfaction, its conviction that you 
must hear what comes, not hope for 
much, think some evil, never be ex- 
cited, admire little, and then you will 
be at peace.”’ Perhaps this view of 
Horace’s philosephy is a little too dis- 
enchanted; but Bagehot here suggested 
why Horace was likely to be one of the 
masters of familiar verse; and it is the 
Roman poet’s catholicity of human in- 
terest, even more than his exquisite 
naturalness, which makes his lines 
sometimes so startlingly modern. It 
was easy for Thackeray to find London 
equivalents for the Latin “ Persicos 
odi,’’ and for Moliére earlier, and Mr. 
Austin Dobson later, to imitate ‘ Donec 
gratus.’’ But there is little need to cite 
further, for no poet has tempted more 
adapters and translators—not always, 
indeed, to his profit, and often, in fact, 





to their undoing, since it is only by an 
inspiration as happy as the original 
that any modern may hope to equal 
the sureness of stroke characteristic of 
a poet who shunned the remote adjec- 
tive, and who was ever content with the 
vocabulary of every day. 

It is not pleasant to pass down from 
the benign rule of Augustus to the tyr- 
anny of Nero, and to contrast the con- 
stant manliness of Horace with the ser- 
vility of Martial, a servility finding re- 
lief now and again in the utmost bitter- 
ness of unrestrained invective. Hor- 
ace, with all his equanimity, was never 
indifferent to ideas—and he had an 
ethical code of his own; but Martial 
rarely revealed even a hint of moral 
feeling. He was cynical of necessity; 
and therefore is he habitually too hard 
and too rasping to attain the geniality 
which belongs to the better sort of so- 
cial verse. Few of his poems are really 
long enough to be styled lyrics; and the 
vast majority are merely epigrams, 
with the wilful condensation and the 
arbitrary pointedness that have been 
the bane of the epigram ever since 
Martial set the bad example. But 
even though the Latin poet, as Profes- 
sor Mackail asserts, made his strongest 
appeal “to all that was worst in Roman 
taste—its heavy-handedness, its admi- 
ration of verbal cleverness, its tendency 
toward brutality ’’—-still, now and again 
it is possible to pick out a poem that 
falls fairly within the definition of fa- 
miliar verse. There is, for example: 


IN HABENTEM AMAZNAS AZZDES 


Your parks are unsurpassed in noble trees; 

A finer bath than yours one seldom sees; 

Grand is your colonnade, and all complete 

The stone mosaic underneath your feet; 

Your steeds are fine; your hunting grounds 
are wide, 

And gleaming fountains spout on every side; 

Your drawing-rooms are grand; there’s noth- 
ing cheap 

Except the places where you eat and sleep! 

With all the space and splendor you have got, 

Oh, what a charming mansion you have not! 


Ill 


WHEN at last we pass over the long 
suspension-bridge that arches the dark 
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gulf between the ancient world and the 
modern, we discover that the more di- 
rect inheritors of the Latin tradition, 
the Italians and the Spaniards, have 
neither of them contributed abun- 
lantly to this special department of 
lyric poetry. It may be that the Span- 
ish language is too grandiloquent and 
too sonorous to be readily playful; and 
perhaps the Spanish character itself is 
either too loftily dignified or too realisti- 
illy shrewd to be able often to achieve 
that harmonious blending of the grave 
and the gay which is essential in fa- 
miliar verse. It is true that Lope de 
Vega, early master of every form of the 
drama and bold adventurer into every 
other realm of literature, has left us a 
poems that might demand inclu- 
ion; and among them is an ingenious 

mnet on the difficulty of making a 

ynnet—which — cleverly Englished 

the late H. Bunner, and which 
may have pedir to Voiture his 
more famous rondeau. No doubt, there 
are a few other Spanish poets who might 
be enlisted as contributors to an inter- 
national anthology of vers de société; 
but the fact remains that the — 
section of any such collection would be 
slighter even than the Italian. 

And the Italian contribution would 
not be very important, in spite of the 
national facility in improvisation—or 
perhaps because of this dangerous gift. 
In the earlier Italian Renascence, ex- 
istence seems to have been almost too 
strenuous for social verse. As we call 
the roll of the Italian poets, we may 
note the name of more than one master 
of the passionate lyric and of the 
rching satire, but we find scarcely 

writer who has left us verses of the 
uisite brevity, brilliancy and buoy- 
‘y. In Rossetti’s ‘‘ Dante and his 
Circle”’ there is more than one poem 
hat seems to have this triple qualifica- 
although, on more careful exami- 
ition, the sentiment is seen to be too 
incere and too frankly expressed, or 
else the tone is too rarely playful to 
warrant any liberal selection from 
Perhaps even 
from this ee a more lively little 
piece might, here and there, be bor- 
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rowed, such as Sachetti’s “On a Wet 
Day,” for instance. A little later 
there is Berni, whose metrical portrait 
of himself might fairly be compared— 
and not altogether to its disadvantage 
—with one or another of Praed’s ca- 
ressingly tender sketches of character. 
The Italians have no lack of biting 
epigram and of pertinent pasquinade 
and they excel in broad burlesque ar id 
in laughable parody. But the mock- 
heroic, however clever it may be, is 
not the same as vers de société. And 
even in the nineteenth century, where 
there was a firmer social solidarity, the 
only name which forces itself on our at- 
tention is that of Giusti—whose idio- 
matic ballads have not unfairly been 
likened to the songs of Béranger. 

The more northern languages are 
less likely to reward research, partly 
because of the prolonged rudeness of 
the Teutonic tongues and partly be- 
cause of the more rigid seriousness of 
the folk that speak them. There is a 
true lyric grace in the songs of the 
Minnesingers, despite their frequent 
artificiality; but they again are too di- 
rect and too purely lyric. However 
ingenious they may be, they are without 
the wit and the humor which we look for 
in familiar verse. Even the later and far 
greater Goethe, who, for all his Olym- 
pian serenity, revealed at times the pos- 
session of that specific levity which is 
a prerequisite for the songster of so- 
ciety—even Goethe chose to con- 
dense his wit into the distichs of his 
‘Xenien”’ rather than to commingle 
it with his balladry. He himself 
thought it strange that, with all he had 
done, there was no one of his poems 
“that would suit the Lutheran hymn- 
book;” and it is perhaps even stranger 
that scarcely any one of them would 
suit such an anthology as has been here 
suggested. Perhaps a claim might be 
made for his ‘‘ Ergo Bibamus,’’ which 
has almost briskness enough to war- 
rant its acceptance. 

From Heine, of course, a choice 
would be less difficult; and at least one 
of his lyrics, the ‘“‘Grammar of the 
Stars,”’ seems to mé¢ all the require- 
ments of familiar verse. But, af- 
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fluent as Heine is in sentiment, and 
as he is of both girding satire 
and airy persiflage, there is ever a 
heart-break to be heard in his verses— 
an unforgettable sob. The chords of 
his lyre are really too deep and too 
resonant for him to chant trifles. The 
‘brave soldier in the war of liberation 
ff humanity,”’ as he styled himself, 
even in his paraded mockery and in his 
irrepressible wit, was really too much 
in earnest to happen often on the happy 
mean which makes familiar verse a 


master 


IV 


In the French language at last the 
seeker after vers de société finds not only 
the name, but the thing itself, the real 
thing; and he finds it in abundance 
and of the best quality. Some part of 
this abundance is due, no doubt, to the 
French tongue itself, for, as a shrewd 
writer has reminded us, ‘‘a language 
long employed by a delicate and criti- 
cal society is a treasury of dexterous fe- 
licities;’’ it may not be what Emerson 
finely called ‘‘fossil poetry,’’ but it is 
‘crystallized esprit.’’ Society verse 
might be expected to flourish most 
luxuriantly among a people governed 
by the social instinct, as the French are, 
and as appreciative of the social quali- 
ties. The French invented the salon, 
which is the true hothouse for familiar 
verse; and they have raised corre- 
spondence and conversation also to the 
dignity of a fine art. As we scan the 
history of the past three centuries, we 
note that in France, society and liter- 
ature have met on terms that approach 
equality far more nearly than in any 
other country. The French men of let- 
ters have frequently been men of the 
world, even if the French men of the 
world have been men of letters not 
quite so often as the English. 

Moreover, it is in prose rather than 
in poetry that the French have 
achieved their amplest triumphs. To 
us of the Teutonic tradition, French 
poetry seems to be wanting in imagi- 
native suggestiveness; it is too clear 
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and too precise and too logical; it fails 
to attain the Miltonic ideal of sim- 
plicity, sensuousness and passion. But, 
whatever the reservations an English 
reader must make in his praise of 
French poetry, he need make none in 
his eulogy of French prose. In prose 
the French have commonly a perfec- 
tion to which the English language can 
pretend only too rarely. Their prose 
has order and balance and harmony; 
it flows limpidly with a charming tran 
parency; it is ever lucid, ever flexible, 
ever various; it has at once an obvious 
polish and an apparent ease. And t 
these precious qualifications for a form 
of poetry seemingly so unambitious 
as social verse must be added the pos- 
session not only of the wit and the vi- 
vacity which are acknowledged char- 
acteristics of the French, but also their 
ownership of something far more need- 
ful—tthe gift of comedy. 

“For many years the French have 
not been more celebrated for memoirs 
which professedly describe a real so- 
ciety than they have been for the light 
social song which embodies its senti- 
ments and pours forth its spirit,’’ Said 
Walter Bagehot, writing in the middle 
of the nineteenth century. He main- 
tained that the French mind had a 
genius for the poetry of society, partly 
because it was “unable to remove itself 
into the higher region of imagined 
forms,’’ and, therefore, it had “the 
quickest insight into the exact relation 
of surrounding superficial phenomena.”’ 
He held that the spirit of these lighter 
lyrics is ever half mirthful, and that 
they cannot produce a profound im- 
pression. “A gentle pleasure, half 
sympathy, half amusement, is that at 
which they aim,’’ he suggested, adding 
that “‘they do not please us equally in 
all moods of mind; sometimes they 
seem nothing and nonsense—like so- 
ciety itself.” 

Perhaps it is in consequence of the 
prosaic element perceptible in much 
of their more pretentious poetry that 
the French themselves have not con- 
sidered curiously their own familiar 
verse. While there are at least half-a- 
dozen collections of the vers de société 
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of the English language, a diligent seek- 


ing has failed to find a single similar an- 
thology in French. A book of ballades 
there is, but the most of these are seri- 
ous in tone rather than serio-comic; and 
the brightest of the many epigram- 
matic quatrains of the language have 
been gathered into an engaging little 
But a selection of the best of 
their lighter lyrics, having brevity, bril- 
liancy and buoyancy, has not yet been 
undertaken by any French critic, al- 
though he would have only the embar- 
rassment of choosing from out a super- 
abundance of enticing examples. 

For the most part, the vigorous verse 
of Villon, that warm “voice from the 
slums of Paris,’’ has too poignant a 
melancholy to be included, for all its 
bravado gaiety; and, though he tries 
to carry it off with a laugh, the disreput- 
ible poet fails to disguise the depth 
of his feeling. And yet it would be im- 
possible to exclude the famous “ Bal- 
lade of Old-Time Ladies,’’ with its un- 
forgettable refrain, ‘‘Where are the 
snows of yester-year?”’ A larger se- 
lection would be easier from Villon’s 
comtemporary, Charles of Orleans, 
long time a prisoner in England—a poet 
far less energetic and not so disen- 
chanted, but possessing by birth “the 
manners and tone of good society.” 
Stevenson praised his rondels especi- 
ally for their “‘inimitable lightness and 
delicacy of touch,’”’ and declared that 
the royal lyrist’s “‘lines go with a lilt 
and sing themselves to music of their 
own 

The rondel was the fixed form 
in which Charles of Orleans was most 
often successful, although he frequently 
attempted the ballade also. This 
larger form the later Clément Marot 
managed with assured mastery. One 
of the best known of his more play- 
ful poems is the ballade 4 double refrain, 
etting forth the duplicity of ‘‘ Brother 
Lubin’’—a poem which has been ren- 
dered into English both by Bryant and 
Longfellow, although neither of them 
held himself bound by the strict letter 
of the law that prescribes the limita- 
tion and the ordering of the rhymes 
properly to be expected in the ballade. 
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As it happens, the American poets were 
not happily inspired in rendering this 
characteristic specimen of Marot’s dis- 
creet raillery and metrical agility; and 
in their versions we fail to find the lim- 
pid lines and the polished irony of the 
French poet, who was able so easily to 
marry the elegant with the natural— 
qualities rarely conjoined, even in 
French. And yet Locker-Lampson 
was able to paraphrase one of Clément 
Marot’s lesser lyrics, ““Du Rys de 
Madame d’Allebert,’’ with indisput- 
able felicity: 
How fair those locks which now the light 
wind stirs, 
What eyes she has, and what a perfect 
arm! 
And yet methinks that little laugh of hers— 
That little laugh is still her crowning 
charm. 
Where’er she passes, country-side or town, 
The streets make festa, and the fields re- 


joice. 
Should sorrow come, as ‘twill, to cast me 
down 
Or death, as come he must, to hush my 
voice, 


Her laugh would wake me, just as now it 
thrills me 

That little giddy laugh wherewith she 
kills me. 

Space fails here to select samples of 
familiar verse from the poems of Ron- 
sard and Du Bellay and Desportes, or 
to excerpt cautiously from the later 
poetasters who were forever rhyming 
in the ruelles of the Précieuses, and who 
clubbed together to go on record in the 
celebrated ‘‘Guirlande & Julie.”” But 
Corneille and Moliére and La Fontaine 
cannot be treated in this cavalier 
fashion. Taine calls La Fontaine’s 
epistles to Madame de Sabliére “‘little 
masterpieces of respectful gallantry 
and delicate tenderness.’’ It is this 
same note of tender gallantry which 
strikes us in the poems which Moliére 
and Corneille severally addressed to 
the handsome and alluring actress, 
Mademoiselle Du Parc. Corneille’s 
stanzas are almost too elevated in tone 
to permit them to be termed familiar 
verse; and yet where they are readin the 
English rendering of Locker-Lampson 
they do not transcend the modest 
boundaries of this minor department 
of poetry. 
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In the eighteenth century, we come 
to Dufresny, with his ‘ Morrows,” a 
little comedy in four quatrains; to 
Piron, rather more inclined to the pert 
and pungent epigram than to the more 
suave and gracious song of society; 
and to Voltaire, the arch-wit of the 
age, accomplished in social verse as in 
every other conceivable form of literary 
endeavor. Perhaps it was of Voltaire 
that Lowell was thinking when he as- 
serted that in French poetry only “the 
high polish kept out the decay.”’ Yet 
it was Lowell himself who rendered into 
flowing English an epistle of Voltaire’s 
to Madame Du Chatelet—stanzas in 
which the aging wit refers to his years, 
not so touchingly as Corneille had done, 
it is true, but with dignity, none the 
less. 

In the nineteenth century, it is possi- 
ble to perceive two diverging tenden- 
cies in French vers de société, one of 
them being rather more obviously lit- 
erary in its manner, and including cer- 
tain of the more piquant lyrics of Hugo, 
Musset and Gautier, while the other is 
somewhat humble in its aim and seem- 
ingly simpler in its execution. To 
this second group belong the best of 
Béranger’s ballads, of Gustave Na- 
daud’s, and of Henry Mirger’s. Of 
Nadaud the one perfect example is 
‘Carcassonne,”’ so perfectly Englished 
by John R. Thompson; and of Mtrger 
probably the most characteristic—in 
its presentation of the actual atmos- 
phere of that bohemia which is truly a 
desert country by the sea—is the lyric 
of ** Old Loves,”’ sympathetically trans- 
lated by Mr. Andrew Lang: 


OLD LOVES 


Louise, have you forgotten yet 
The corner of the flowery land, 
The ancient garden where we met, 
My hand that trembled in your hand? 
Our lips found words scarce sweet enough, 
As low beneath the willow-trees 
We sat; have you forgotten, love? 
Do you remember, love Louise? 


Marie, have you forgotten yet 
The loving barter that we made? 
The rings we changed, the suns that set, 
The woods fulfilled with sun and shade? 
The fountains that were musical 
By many an ancient trysting tree— 
Marie, have you forgotten all? 
Do you remember, love Marie? 


SMART SET 


Christine, do you remember yet 
Your room with scents and roses gay? 
My garret—near the sky ‘twas set— 
The April hours, the nights of May? 
The clear, calm nights—the stars above 
That whispered they were fairest seen 
Through no cloud-veil? Remember, love! 
Do you remember, love Christine? 


Louise is dead, and, well-a-day! 
Marie a sadder path has ta’en; 
And pale Christine has passed away 

In Southern suns to bloom again. 
Alas! for one and all of us— 

Marie, Louise, Christine forget; 
Our bower of love is ruinous, 

And I alone remember yet. 


3éranger is like Horace in that he is 
wholly free from cynicism, and in that 
he is essentially genial. The French 
balladist is like the Latin lyrist again 
in that he has tempted countless Eng- 
lish translators—mostly to their own 
undoing. At first glance, it may ap- 
pear that poetry so easy to read as 
Horace’s or Bérdnger’s, so direct, so 
unaffected, ought to be transferable 
into another tongue without great diffi- 
culty. But this appearance is alto- 
gether deceptive, and those who care- 
lessly venture upon translation soon 
discover that all unwillingly they have 
been paying the highest compliment to 
the skill with which the metrical artists 
have succeeded in concealing their con- 
summate craftsmanship. Even Thack- 
eray, with all his cleverness, with all 
his understanding of Parisian life, did 
not achieve the impossible feat of mak- 
ing a wholly satisfactory English trans- 
lation of a song of Béranger’s, although 
he twice attempted the ‘‘ Roi d’Yvetot,”’ 
and, although he did not fail to bring 
over into English not a little of the 
sentiment and of the sparkle of the 
“Grenier.”” Indeed, it is this ballad 
of Béranger’s which satisfies the defini- 
tion of familiar verse more completely, 
perhaps, than any other piece of the 
Epicurean songster’s. 

A true lyric, whether ballad or sonnet 
or elegy, is not addressed to the eye 
alone; it is ever intended to be said or 
sung. The songs of Béranger are real 
songs fitted to a tune already running 
in the head of the lyrist ; and they have, 
in fact, sung themselves into being. 
The poems of Hugo and Gautier and 
Musset, even when they are most 
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; lyrical, are rather for recitation or read- 
: ing aloud; they are not intended for the 
actual accompaniment of music. Once, 
indeed, Musset gave us a lyric, which 
is not only singable, but which seems 
j to insist on an alliance with music. 
This oe song is the ‘“‘ Mimi Pinson,”’ 
with its exquisite comaningiing of wit 
and melancholy. For the most part, 
bd he stanzas of Musset are too full of 
fire and ardor to be classed as familiar 
verse; they have too resonant a note 
of passion; and despite their brilliance 
they are of a truth too sad. 
. It is only occasionally, also, that a 
poem of Hugo's falls within the scope 
this inquiry. His was too large an 
tterance for mere social verse; and the 
4 lody of his varied rhythms is too 
. \ ting. His legends are epic in 
. ‘a their breadth; and he lacks the unlit- 
' simplicity and the vernacular 
. P terseness of familiar verse. For all 
" nius, he is deficient not only in wit 
’ 1in humor, but even in the sense of 
. i imor; and there is some truth in 
a { H »’s joke that Vic tor Hugo’s ‘* muse 
. iq | two left hands. And yet, if a se- 
" 3 tion from the greatest French poet 
- e nineteenth century is imperative, 
. it is not impossible to pick out a few 
i i lyrics 1 which have the needful 
4 P airiness and grace and ch irm. Toone 
1 of these, translated by Miss Ethel Grey, 
4 . gave the rather co onplace title, 
re I re Ne i ) Tr. 
c 
If you've rd ) tell me, 
h Why, each mor passing by, 
rr With your sudden les compel me, 
go lo adore you, then repel me, 
= Pretty little neighbor, why? 
. Why, if you have naught to tell me 
1e Do you so1 patience try? 
d 
i- u've nothing, sweet, to teach me, 
ta | me why you press my hand? 
yy I tend if you'll impeach me 
1e O ns, or even preach me 
Y hard to understand 
ot But, if you have naught to teach me, 
Dear, your meaning I demand! 
Yc ‘ 
or If you wish me, love, to leave you, 
al _ Why for ever walk my way? 
ig Then, when gladly I receive you, 
‘ Wherefore do I seem to grieve you? 
Ss Must I then, in truth, believe you 
g. Wish me, darling, far away? 
1d Do you wish me, love, to leave you 
st Pretty little neighbor, say! 
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From the treasury of ‘‘ Enamels and 
Cameos’”’ there is only the embarrass- 
ment of choosing, as no French poet 
has written poems more translucent 
and colloquially easy than Théophile 
Gautier. His is the clear serenity of 
temper and the unfailing certainty of 
stroke which reveal the master o 
social verse. But the French poet’s 
invincible dexterity is the despair of the 
translator. How render into another 
language the firmly chiseled stanzas of 
a lyrist who was enamoured of the 
vocabulary, and who was ever wooing 
it ardently and successfully? As Mr. 
Henry James says, Gautier “loved 
words for themselves—for their look, 
their aroma, their color, their fantastic 
intimations.” Locker- Lampson ac- 
complished the almost impossible feat 
of finding English equivalents for Gau- 
tier’s French—in the first two quatrains 

A Winter Fantasy’’—but even he 
thought it best to end his own poem in 
his own way. Mr. Austin Dobson’s 

Ars Victrix,”’ triumphant as it is in 
the transfusion of the spirit of Gau- 
tier’s deepest lyric, is rather a para- 
phrase than a translation. And per- 
haps this poem, with all its ease and 
lightness, is a little too stately and too 
majestic for true familiar verse: 


All passes. Art alone 
Enduring stays to us; 

The bust outlasts the throne— 
The coin, Tiberius. 


Of one of Gautier’s less fortunate 
contemporaries, Felix d’Arvers, noth- 
ing survives save a single sonnet, per- 
haps imbued with too puissant a melan- 
choly to be admitted without challenge 
amid poems brief and brilliant and 
buoyant; but Longfellow’s translation, 
although not quite so perfect as some 
of his renderings of Uhland, is so ex- 

ellent that it pleads for the inclusion 

of the solitary poem by which alone 
its author’s name is withheld from 
oblivion. 

Another fellow-lyrist of Gautier’s, 
wl hose fate was sadder even than that of 

1’Arvers, was Gérard de Nerval, one 
of whose lyrics has had the good for- 
tune to tempt Mr. Andrew Lang to 
turn it into English: 
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AN OLD TUNE 


An old, red castle, strong with stony towers, 
The windows gay with many-colored gla 








There is an air for which I would disown Wide plains, and rivers flowing among 
Mozart's, Rossini’s, Weber's melodies— flowers, 
A sweet, sad air that languishes and sighs, That bathe the castle basement as thev 
And keeps its secret charm for me alone pass. 
Whene’er I hear that music vague and old, In antique weed, with dark eyes and gold 
Two hundred years are mist that rolls hair, 
away; A lady looks forth from her window high; 
The thirteenth Louis reigns, and I behold It may be that I knew and found her fair 
A green land golden in the dying day In some forgotten life, long time gone by. 


we 


ERE COMES THE NiGHT 


A?: pain that a rose should die, 
That a lily’s grace should fail; 
That dark should dim a sunset sky, 
And a rainbow’s glory pale— 
And lovers say good-bye! 


Alas, that Youth is fleet— 
Swifter than Age is swift— 

That dearest hopes have wingéd feet, 
And Love’s a transient gift, 

As shadowy as sweet. 


So kiss we while we may, 
While lips are still afire. 
For all too surely creeps a day 
When fades the dear desire 

To ashes cold and gray. 


Too surely comes the night 
When the star of Love shall set, 
And the bitter snow of Time lie white, 
And the soul would best forget 
The old, beloved delight. 
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THE NEW DISEASE 


NANNIE ByrD TURNER. 


, THEL—Have you noticed how melancholy George looks when he rides? 
LuciLLeE—Yes; he is getting automobilious. 


Wwe 


UT for lace and lingerie woman would have little temptation to be vain— 
and man little temptation. 
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By G. 


ADGE ENDICOTT sighed as 
she looked thoughtfully out 
at the fusillading raindrops. 
wr the first time in her life, she did 
it want to act. Her usual practice 
was to concentrate herself on her part 


M’ 


} 
i 


it least half-an-hour before starting 
‘The Thespian.”’ Then, she went 
to her carriage as in a dream, her 


from her 
and she lived and was 
the play until, at the 
end of it, her own identity returned to 
her. The clamor of the audience 
drove away the memory of the part 
she had played, and she found herself 


maid kept away all intruders 
lressing-room, 


the heroine of 


b wing to a sea of dim faces in the 
t] re, wondering what she had done 
to evoke their enthusiasm. Some- 
ti , as she bowed, she thought of 
that woman who faded away from the 
stage until the next evening. Did she 


go to some phantom realm ~ her own 
and live "' life, or simply dissolve 
into thin air? 

Madge Endicott was a dreamer. 


half-fledged girl, living alone 
with her grim old studious father, he 
had brought back with him one night 
a youth, glorious as Apollo. Some- 
how, she had conquered his shyness— 
and her own; their spirits leaped to- 
gether; they roamed the ancient woods 
and flowery glades of Eversleigh until 
day the lad came to tell her that 
he must go back to London. 
‘London!”” she queried, 
“What is—London?’ 
‘London!” he _ said. ‘London! 
Have you never heard the Voices of 
London? It is a city where men 
move and have their being—a city to 
which they are unwilling slaves; for 
115 


one 


aghast. 


‘THE VOICES” 


B. 













Burgin 


the thraldom wherewith it binds them 
is rarely, if ever, broken even by death 
itself. There is something in its very 
atmosphere which sets its seal upon 
men and women and marks them for 
its own. By night and day, the great 
city is never still—its Voices are never 
silent. Half of its inhabitants sleep 
while the other half work. From all 
quarters of the universe, people come 
to listen to the Voices. Old men and 
women, youths and maidens, children 
with clear, innocent eyes; and the 
great city takes them all to its breast, 
in Winter folding them beneath its 
smoky pall, in Summer spreading 
over them a mantle of blue sky. But 
once within its meshes, there is no 
escape from the mark it sets upon its 
victims.”’ 

‘No escape?”’ 

“No; they are magnetized, 
nated. And when they have 
there, for a little while, it may be, 
they are carried away from London’s 
stony arms—that London which has 
sucked their life-blood—that London 
which has drained them of youth and 
hope and joy—into some quiet place 
where the great city’s unrest breaks 


fasci- 
dwelt 


faintly from afar upon dead ears and 
irks them not. Men, still treading 
the glad earth, still loving and living, 
toiling, striving, sorrowing, see the 
black hearses go by—see the sable 
horses curbed and reined and flecked 
with foam—see shambling mutes, 
those hireling sycophants of woe— 


and march onward, knowing full well 
that they, too, one day, will be car- 
ried away from the Voices to the green 
churchyard, with its waving grasses 
and flower-decked graves, behind these 
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same somber steeds of Death. Yet, 
knowing this, they plod on, dusty, 
footsore, travel-stained, to the great 
city.” 

‘But,” she said, 


*“God’s voice 


thoughtfully, 
is clearer than the Voice 
of the Great City. Why not stay and 
listen to it here?” 

He shook his head. “I should die 
here. London is the Giver of Fame, 
and I would be famous ere I die. It 
is the centre of the universe, the realm 
of thought, the kingdom of all knowl- 
edge, all everything that 
makes life worth living. Those who 
enter it must fight a hard fight or 
perish. The modern Mirza stands 
upon a hill and sees those burdened 
pilgrims who hearken to the Voices, 
toiling onward with outstretched hands 
—sees them swallowed up beneath the 
glaring sun, the quiet Summer stars, 
the Winter gloom, the dusty, roaring 
winds of March—sees them play their 
tiny parts upon life’s stage—sees them 
struggle and falter and disappear— 
sees them win fame, sit at meat in 
high places, their names in the mouths 
of all men. I must fare forth and 
take my chance of good or ill with the 
others. The Voices call me; I must 
go.” 

The girl caught his enthusiasm. 


science, 


*‘Ah, yes, I understand now. I under- 
reed. nce you have hear 1en 
heed. O have heard them 
calling, there is no rest, no peace. 
Sometimes, I seem to hear them my- 
S t I t tl 
ighing of the pines, a 

whisper in the grasses. Yes, 
must go, you must go. 
But what of those who perish in the 
“‘Some must perish,’’ he said, sadly, 
“some must perish. With the mor- 
place of those of yesterday, only to 
give place to others in their turn. 
broken or healed, wrongs redressed— 
sometimes; hatred and revenge let 
great city endures. ‘Hearken,’ the 
Voices cry, ‘hearken, O ye peoples 


stand. If the Voices speak, one must 
} 

self in the sis 

g Dick, 
dear, you 
strife?”’ 
row’s dawn fresh puppets take the 
The poor little parts are played, hearts 
loose to do their work; yet still the 
of the earth. Come one, come all. 


Here is the stage on which ye strut and 
strive, starve, die, or revel and laugh 
long. Come, but pay the price, pay 
the price!’ I must go—and pay the 
price.”’ 

“Yes,” the girl said, “‘if one goes, 
one must pay the price.”’ 

She looked wistfully round her at 
the waving fields of corn, the green 
hedgerows, the tasseled plumes of the 
larches. ‘‘ Yes,’’ she repeated, with a 
little sigh, “‘if we go we must pay the 
price; but all these have breathed into 
us; they have given us something to 
—come back to.”’ 

When the day of parting came, the 
lad bent down to kiss her sweet, grave 
lips, but he had never come back. 
She, too, had heard the Voices of the 
great city. She had striven and 
suffered and fought her way up to 
the top; but the old name by which 
the lad had known her was hers no 
more. She kept that for the time 
when London’s Voices no longer called, 
and she could go back to the green 
hedgerows, the waving corn, the 
plumed larches nodding in the west 
wind. If she could not see him again, 
she would never go back. Without 
him, life was nothing. Only, some- 
times, she heard his name. He also 
was hearkening to the Voices of 
London’s Heart—was great—beloved 
by the people—a famous playwright; 
and some day, if the Voices willed, 
they must meet, their hearts be filled 
with joy. 

To-night, as the raindrops rolled 
down the window, she asked herself 
when would God feed this starved, 
empty heart of hers—that heart which 
gave forth so much to London with so 
little return. Would the Voices bring 
him to her? She was actually playing 
in one of his dramas at ‘ The Thespian.”’ 
But he had been away from the Voices 
for two years. In two years she had 
become famous, the “leading lady” 
of “‘The Thespian.”’ She was cast for 
the great part in his new drama, which 
was to be put in rehearsal on the mor- 
row. Would he know her again—the 
girl who had led him to the cornfields, 
had shown him the blossoms on the 
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larches, the mosses in the fairy dells? 
Once, he had made her stand beside a 
magnificent marble copy of the Venus 
de Milo in her father’s study. ‘Some 
lay,” he had declared, with con- 
tion, ‘““some day, when you are 
ywn to complete womanhood, you 
will be like that—the same calm brows, 
You will become 
a modern Venus, and we shall all wor- 
hip at your shrine.”’ 
And she had driven away the wor- 
ipers from the shrine—all save the 
yne who did not come. Her heart 
1ungered for him, she prayed God for 
him, she saw him every hour; and yet 
it had all happened five years ago. 
Five years without a word, a sign, a 
token that he remembered the shadows 
the pines, the upland breezes, the 
long, level stretches of land over which 
they had wandered together, the joy- 
ous days, the roses of their lost youth. 
And suddenly, as she stood there, 
he opened the window. The Voice of 
London came to her; the west wind 
blew two raindrops on her eyes. “My 
children! my children!”’ said the Voice, 
‘I spare you—spare you for one 
another.”’ 
‘Your carriage, madame,”’ said her 
maid; and Madge Endicott awoke from 
her dream. 


the same deep eyes. 


II 


In a gloomy London street, leading 
down to the Thames Embankment from 
the Strand, is an equally gloomy-look- 
ing house—gloomy, that is, externally. 
Within, it is decked in harmony with 
the varying and evanescent moods of 
that marvelously many-sided being, 
Dick Sutherland—poet, artist, play- 
wright. 

On this particularly somber evening, 
Sutherland sat in a room at the top of 
his house, where double windows shut 
out the sound of the passing traffic. 
The windows were still further hedged 
about with Cairene lattice work and 
loosely flowing curtains. In his leisure 
moments, Sutherland had amused him- 
self by painting the ceiling with alle- 
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gorical groups of the months taken 
from Morris’s “Earthly Paradise.” 
Radiant-hued Smyrna rugs were scat- 
tered over the oak floor, the bookcases 
which covered the walls were filled 
with volumes of all kinds. At the end 
of the room, stood its only other orna- 
ment, the exquisite, life-sized marble 
Venus de Milo, which Sutherland one 
day recognized in a Wardour-street 
shop, and bought as a memorial of the 
serious, half-fledged girl who, uncon- 
sciously, had taught him how to be- 
come great. 

Sutherland was still scrawling 
busily. Presently, he wrote “The 
End,” with an air of relief, got up, 
stretched himself, threw down his pen. 
“Ten o’clock,”’ he said, as the clock of 
St. Clements Danes struck. ‘There's 
the end of a year’s work; and I’d give 
the whole of it, all I have in the world, 
just to see that child’s face again, just 
to hear her voice, look into her grave, 
sweet eyes. She comes between me 
and all other women, and yet I can’t 
trace her. The father died; they were 
poor; London swallowed her up. 
That’s all. I taugh* her to listen to 
London's Voices, and London has 
robbed me of her. My God, but it’s 
hard—damned hard! The one thing I 
want in the world to make me happy— 
the one thing for which I would sweep 
a crossing and give up everything—is 
denied me. Poor little maid! Poor 
little maid! And I would have wor- 
shiped her. I suppose it was not to be! 
“*Days that are lost lamenting o’er lost 

days.’ 
Shall I go on mourning her loss for- 
ever? ”’ 

He stopped before the fireplace, and 
stretched himself with a yawn. Then, 
he walked up to the Venus and looked 
at it wistfully, steadfastly, as the fire- 
light played upon its beautiful limbs. 
He had fallen into the habit of talking 
to it as if it were alive. 

““Seems rather a waste of time to 
leave you for the pearl-powdery smiles 
of the unknown Endicott,’”’ he said. 
“‘If she were only like you, she could do 
anything with her part. Urquhart 
assures me that she can do anything; 
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that she holds her audience from start 
to finish. Ah, well! she would be a 
change from your marble immobility, 
though she would do well to copy it in 
some parts of the play. But I don’t 
care to be bothered with the woman. 
She'll never understand how I want 
the part played. Like Heine, on the 
last day of his out-door life, I could fall, 
smitten and helpless, at your feet, 
fancy you gazing at me with pity and 
yearning because I’m such a poor, un- 
happy devil, and hear the words spoken 
only for my ear, ‘ Dost thou not see that 
I have no arms, and, therefore, cannot 
help thee?’ ”’ 

He lighted a cigarette, and called 
himself an idiot, as an excuse for the 
restless spirit which had taken posses- 
sion of him. 

“She told me,” he resumed, “to lis- 
ten to the Voices, and to follow where 
they led. The trouble is, that they 
haven’t led me to her. Life doesn’t 
satisfy me without her.’’ He let his 
cigarette goout. ‘‘ You knowit doesn’t. 
As a matter of fact, my dear marble 
woman, you are chiefly to blame for my 
dissatisfaction. "low can I contem- 
plate your ideal perfection and then 
expect to meet with itinreallife! I’ve 
met with it only once—in the face of 
that child who grew up beside you, 
with features exactly like your own. 
But I lost sight of her. ‘Seek her not,’ 
said the Voices; and, like a fool, I lis- 
tened to them. Perhaps it’s as well. 
Better to love in vain than to attain 
your heart’s desire and—cease to de- 
sire it. Man’s nature, at its purest 
and best, is so imperfect that it de- 
grades, in some measure, the sacredness 
of woman’s—her awful purity. ‘Male 
hogs in armor,’ Kingsley calls us. 
Well, he isn’t far wrong; but yet— 


““*Tf swine we be—if we indeed be swine, 

Daughter of Persé, make us swine indeed; 

But, O unmerciful! O pitiless! 

Leave us not thus with sick men’s hearts to 
bleed ![— 

To waste long years in yearning, dumb 
distress.’”’ 


Sutherland stopped short, lighted 
another cigarette, and looked at his 
own face reflected in an ancient mirror 
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—looked at the bitter lips, the dark 
eyes glowing with gloomy fire, the 
straight nose and patrician features. 
““Faugh! Room’s like an oven.”’ He 
opened the window, then turned to the 
Venus. “Listen to those lying Voices 
—Voices which have made us waste 
our lives in pursuit of shadows when 
we might have been happy in the green 
fields. Listen to the infernal, cease- 
less din—that din which drowns the 
voice of God and leads His sheep astray. 
If I weren’t a Christian, I’d cut my 
throat and end it. Ah-h! What’s 
that? What’s that?’ 

He listened attentively, his face 
glowing with eager hope. ‘The Voices! 
the Voices! Ah! 


They're gone, 
gone! Nothing tangible, nothing real. 
Gone! Always the same old story. 


For the moment, I almost seemed to 
hear them say that we should meet 


again. I have a presentiment that we 
shall. But there’s no truth in pre- 
sentiments. People never remember 


them until after something has hap- 
pened or ought to have happened and 
didn’t. What if, after all, we were to 
meet again—soon—soon? Soon!”’ 

He shut the window, picked up the 
last act of the new play and thrust it 
carelessly into the pocket of his smok- 
ing-jacket. ‘‘Good night,’’ he said to 
the goddess. ‘I’m just going to look 
in at ‘The Thespian’ for a chat with 
Urquhart. He’s in raptures over the 
first act—has been through it with Miss 
Endicott—says she'll be ‘great’ in it. 
Ah! If he’d seen as many new stars 
as I have, he’d know how brief their 
flight generally is!”’ 

As he went on, he waved his hand to 
the goddess. To his overwrought im- 
agination the perfect lips seemed to 
smile back at him. Then, the firelight 
flickered down, and her face was lost in 
the shadows. 

Once in the Strand, Sutherland had 
but a few steps to go, and, knocking at 
the private door of “‘ The Thespian,”’ he 
was shown into the manager’s room. 

The commissionnaire who guarded the 
private entrance told Sutherland that 
the performance was not yet over. Pres- 
ently, he came back with a hurried note 
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from Urquhart. “Delighted you’ve 
looked in, oldman. Stay and sup with 
me. I want to introduce you to Miss 
Endicott. Ill be round in half an 
hour.” 

Sutherland pitched the note into the 
fire, and, selecting a cozy arm-chair, 
threw his manuscript down on the 
table. It uncurled on the last page. 
In a few minutes, the warmth had its 
usual effect on any one coming out of 
the fresh air, and he fell asleep. He was 
tired, worried; the mental excitement 
of finishing his play had left him pros- 
trate. His slumbers were so sound 
that he did not even hear the door open. 

Madge Endicott entered the room, 
and halted by the table. There was a 
weary look in her eyes; she gazed im- 
patiently round, as if longing to escape. 
Nothing had come of her presentiment, 
and she was full of grief. ‘‘ I’m tired— 
tired of it all,’ she murmured. “ After 
playing such a part I can’t become 
modern again in a hurry. What an 
artist Dick is ’’—she always thought 
of Sutherland as if he were still a bby— 
“in wordforms! They are so delicately 
simple and pure, they bring the tears to 
my eyes. I have to live in the part, 
not act it. It isn’t acting. My own 
heart speaks the while.” 

She wrote a few words to Urquhart 
on her tablets, and turned to leave the 
room. Line for line and curve for 
curve she was a goddess. 

Sutherland, half-hidden in the 
depths of the chair, stirred slightly, and 
Madge Endicott turned toward him 
with a little cry of alarm. ‘At last! 
at last! The Voices have spoken truly 
at last!’ 

Her eyes swam in radiant light; she 
pressed her hand to her heart to still its 
hurried beating. Sutherland again 
stirred, as if conscious of her presence. 
She advanced a step or two toward him. 

Sutherland began to talk in his sleep 
—an old trick of his which always af- 
flicted him after any mental strain. 
“Poor child! poor child! Queen of 
the solitude and silence, dawning into 
womanhood as a flower opens to the 
sun. Poor child! poor child!’ 

She fell on her knees beside him. 
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“We wandered—wandered—always 
together—always together. And now 
she’s gone. Poor child! poor child!” 

She smiled down upon the tired face, 
with its sensitive mouth and thin fea- 
tures. ‘“‘The child went,’ she mur- 
mured. ‘‘ Yes, Dick, the child went— 
went with a cruel pain in her heart— 
went into the world to find it a wilder- 
ness. But she grew to womanhood, 
and studied your plays and worked and 
worked and worked, hoping, praying, 
that she might one day meet you again 
face to face—when you would see in the 
woman the half-grown girl you praised 
in the old days. London’s Voices led 
her forth into the hard, cruel world of 
the stage. As the years went by, she 
toiled and toiled and toiled, daunted 
by many failures, but always a little 
nearer—a little nearer—to success, 
knowing, by the light of love within her, 
she must one day surely conquer.”’ 

She bent over Sutherland with 
parted lips, as if to take him to her 
heart after all the hungry years of wait- 
ing and yearning, of probation and 
trial. As she did so, her eyes fell upon 
the last page of the drama upon the 
table: 

“*But do thou, Phillis, weary not the gods; 

What has been, even gods can ne'er re- 
store, 

And so—the darkness!’ 





*** And so—the darkness,’”’ she said. 
“Dick! Dick! is it your own heart 
speaking? Are you so unhappy? If 
I were to marry you, knowing that you 
would love me only because I recalled 
your youth before you had lost your 
ideals, would your love fade away into 
cold neglect, your poet-wings be 
clogged to earth. Ah, me! Ah, me! 
There is a law of change which even 
Love cannot alter. And yet, the mis- 
ery of it! Out of his own mouth, he 
has decided for us both. I will go back 
to the green fields, the waving corn, 
and heed the Voices no more.”’ 

She neared the door. “But his play, 
his play! Urquhart says that no one 
else could act such a part.” 

Her long, lingering glance drew 
Sutherland back from the land of 
dreams. He sprang up and gazed 
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‘**N-no.”’ 


forgive me. You must be 
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round in bewilderment. ‘Th 


He trembled violently as she sl 
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at you, The truth dawned upon him, and he 
strode toward her. “Child! Child! 


You have come to me at last 


ij W-where am I? I—! Oh,I beg Yes, | have come to you at last. 
it your pardon. I was asleey I—I The Voices led m 
hope I didn’t frighten you? Please He gazed incredulously. ‘Do you 


come as woman, or marble wakened t 


life from out the past? 


if roat he i him - Her mile was verv sweet as he put 
her hands upon his shoulder ~ 7 
“With her two white hands extended as if I ] ave come from out the past: ! ut 1, 
praying one offended . I * 
And a look of, supplication ga ‘ you not see that I have arms to he ly 
in his face.” you? 
a 


IN THE SOUL OF SUMMERTIME 


N the soul of Summertime, 
When to rapture, when to rhyme, 
Beats each bough and bole and blade, 
On the upland, 


in the glade, 


‘hen I have no thought but one 
Under the benignant sun 

Only, sweetheart mine, to fare 
Out into the dim somewhere, 
Thou for comrade, till afar 
Love shall light the vesper-star, 
And the plaintive whippoorwill 
Home shall call us from the hill. 




























A MAN is never so sure of anything as of something which isn’t so. 
4 


There'll be iris for thine eyes, 
Wherein I see paradise; 

Poppies for thy lips will show 
Where the golden wheat-waves glow; 
And, to match thy hair, there'll be 
Depths of woodland shadowry. 
And thy smile—but, nay, no more 
Delving after metaphor; 

For, when in thy radiant mood, 
Thou dost shame similitude! 
Sight and sound and scent shall be 
Perfected for thee and me, 

When to rapture, when to rhyme, 
Throbs the soul of Summertime! 


&, 


CLINTON SCOLLARD. 
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HE high-school exercises were 

over. Twenty-eight young 

; persons held beribboned « 

in their hands, and moved self- 

in their friendly world 
re they held a pivotal place. 

At dinner that night, Richard Mar- 

iddre ssing one of these pivot 


nm David—said, with unwonted 


11pio- 





’ 


ho had worn her new 
ilard to the graduating exercises 
1 who was looking very handsome, 
knew it, also assumed a benevo- 
y parental air. 
Yes, David,” she said, ‘what 
ld you like to be?”’ 
Dick, David’s younger brother, pre- 
1 to be disdainful, whatever the 
: iunswer should be. But David had for 
: forgotten his shyness, which was 
to hang upon him heavily 


Lt 1 
I should like to be a judge,”’ he 


’ 


ounded, in the circum- 

es, foolish enough. It was, in 
| ict, what the family might have ex- 
ted of David. Dick was quite 
: idy with his contemptuous giggle; 
i I Marvin looked annoyed, and 
| Richard Marvin, actually embarrassed. 





~. 


Nothing except the fact that David, 

pid as he was, had actually done 

it commencement, and that thi 

was known to be regarded by him 

an occasion of extraordinary im- 

tance, kept Mr. Marvin from call- 

ng his son—what he truly considered 
m to be—a fool. ‘ 

Some shred of dignity was saved to 

he situation by Mr. Marvin's next re- 
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THE BROTHERS 


By Elia W. Peattie 


“Tf you really have a taste for the 


law, David,” he said, ‘‘I should like to 
indulge you in it; but, as you know, | 
cannot afford to send you away to 
I think the best thing for you 
to do is to take up with your Uncle 
Herbert’s offer, and go in the bank.”’ 

The half-concealed ridicule of his 
family had been perfectly perceived 
by the boy. It was evident that if he 
was stupid, at least he was not obtuse. 
His china-blue eyes had a film of em- 
barrassment over them. He knocked 
a spoon off the table with his sleeve, 
and, stooping to lift it, overturned a 
glass of water on the clean table-cloth. 

‘“* David!’’ said his mother, sharply. 

Dick, a little sympathetic, knowing 
how luck will get down on a fellow, 
ventured to remark: 

‘*David’s worked like a horse to 
make his exams, and he made ’em 
bully well. I think he ought to have 
a little fun before he’s shut up in that 
hole of Uncle Herbert’s. Can’t he 
have a month or two for a good old 
time?”’ 

Something quite unheard of hap- 
pened at that moment. David, the 
fool—who wanted to be a judge 
burst into noisy and uncontrollable 
weeping. 

“Well, well, what does this mean?”’ 
asked Mr. Marvin, looking at his wife. 

“It has been a trying day for 
David,”’ she ventured, in faint, femi 
nine accents. 

David got up and stumbled heavily 
out of the room. His brother looked 
a trifle awed. Something must hav 
happened to make a fellow bawl like 
that. 

What had really happened was that 


pt he )( yl. 





















































I22 





a boy’s vague and incohesive dream— 
a stately and illuminated dream—had 
been shattered with one blow of the 


bludgeon of Reality. 


David had worked three years at 
accounts in his uncle’s bank. He did 
his work with reliability, and seemed, 
indeed, heavy and sullen as he was, to 
have found his gray métier. At least, 
Dick—who was developing—said to 
Cornelia Rutherford, with whom |] 
was “going” 

David's running up to his limit. 
He’ll never beat his present record.” 

“I suppose not,”’ said Cornelia, hold- 
ing out her slender hand for Dick to 
snap the glove-buttons—a task which 
he performed with alacrity; ‘ David's 
not like you, Dick.”’ 

““No.”’ said Dick, with a sense of all 
that implied; “I mean to get on, 
Cornie. You know, it was something 
having those Zeta Psi fellows come 
down here to look me up as soon as 
they heard I was going to the uni- 
versity. But I held off. I expect to 
get a good deal of rushing when I’m at 
college. I may as well take all that’s 
coming to me.”’ 

“TI should say so!” 


e 


acquiesced Cor- 


nelia, giving him her lace parasol to 
carry. 
“T mean to make the most of my 


chances,’’ went on Dick, straighten- 
ing himself. ‘‘ Now, when David was 
ready for college father wasn’t able to 
send him. I don’t know as David was 
exactly cut out for college life, any- 
way. But I’ve got the chance, and I 
mean to distinguish myself, Cornie, 
for—for you.” 

“Oh!” said Cornelia, thrilling with 
delight. The two young creatures, 
being in a safe arcade of September 
foliage made by the beeches that met 
across the street, paused for a moment 
to look into each other’s eyes. It was 
a charming moment. The little gold 
leaves dropped softly upon their heads. 
The golden carpet of leaves lay be- 
neath their feet. 

“Dick!” said Cornelia, with an ac- 
cent as unmistakable as the call of a 
quail to its mate. 
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“Cornie!"’ he answered, inspired. 
He would conquer the world for that 
little, red-headed girl, in the frock of 
awkward length, standing there with 
her selfish, pretty face giorified. But 
he saw the glory, not the selfishness. 
Perhaps he would not have objected 
to the selfishness if he had seen it. 
There was, indeed, no reason why he 
should. 


The Zeta Psis thought well of their 
new member. They had always liked 
a man to be up and doing. Dick 
Marvin was that, undeniably. His 
manners were free, gay, confident and 
charming. His wardrobe was _ irre- 
proachable. He was as correct in his 
apparel at breakfast as at dinner. He 
showed a good-natured willingness to 
help any fellow out of trouble, and 
first, last, and always, he was for his 
fraternity. 

“That freshman will do us credit 
yet,” said the upper classmen, nodding 
their solemn heads. 

He was, indeed, a convincing crea- 
ture. He stood six feet to a fraction, 
and was well set up. His features 
were clean-cut, severe and handsome. 
In spite of his boyish freedom of 
tongue, there was a certain conserva- 
tism in his manner. Under the influ- 
ence of the fraternity, he acquired a 
greater propriety of speech. 

“Young Marvin’s coming on,”’ the 
Zeta Psis congratulated themselves. 
They regarded him as being largely 
of their own creation. 

Dick, on his part, bore himself 
loftily toward the world. He became 
conscious of his ancestors, who were, 
indeed, of a good breed and some 
achievement. His home, his father’s 
well-established business, his mother’s 
social position in her town, his uncle’s 
presidency of the village bank, even 
his brother’s association with the 
banking business, began to be appre- 
ciated by him. In the course of a few 
months, he had succeeded in exagger- 
ating their importance. He referred 
to ““my people’ with proud accents. 
He felt himself the member of an as- 
sured family. 
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. ‘“My brother has the commercial in- capacity as an amateur bull. He 
‘ stinct of the family,’’ he would say to really had his victories, which he con- 
r e fellows; ‘‘he took to banking.”’ fided to David. He asked David to 
; If there were any lack in this life, go in with him. Some of his plans 
, Cornelia supplied it. She was away seemed a little complex to David, who 
‘ at a fashionable boarding-school, and liked a straightforward way of doing | 
: was receiving her own impressions of things; but then, on the other hand, 
‘ the world. Dick andshecorresponded what Liston proposed seemed to rep- ) 
la constantly. They had agreed that resent power and independence. ' 
they were to live for each other, and ‘““My father and mother think I’m 
they were under the impression that a fool—they’ve always thought so,” 
. , were doing it. David confided to his friend. 
: j Dick had a photograph of her pretty “Show ’em!’’ said Liston. 
. e. framed, on the walls. When the “Dick always laughed at me, too,” 
‘ | @ 1 Psis asked about her—and it was went on David. 
, } eti nce to ask—Dick looked preter- “I guess you'll come out ahead of 
turally grave. Dick,”’ smiled Liston, in a meaning ' 
‘ That young lady,’ he said, “well manner. “If we come out all right 
: -I’'ve known her ever since I was a_ on this deal—and I don’t see how we 
child. Her people have always been’ can help it—you can rig yourself up, 
j intimate with mine. She’s away at and go down and visit Dick and give 
: Miss Chaffee’s school now.”’ him a blow-out. Make him a present 
The Zeta Psis were gentlemen. of a hundred or two, and see if he 
They said no more, but it was taken doesn’t think better of you.”’ | 
fe ir granted that Marvin would do no A look of not ungenerous vanity 
, ‘fussing’’ at college. Destiny had came to the china-blue eyes. The i 
already done for him. This, also, serious face glowed for a moment. 
added to Dick’s prestige. He was “I'd give the world to have Dick 
made an officer of the fraternity. really cotton to me,” he said. “Isn't 
; he a corking fellow?’’ 
David, meantime, pursued his way 
ewhat dejectedly. He grew to feel There was no other word to call it 
less and less at home in his own house. by. It was embezzlement. The 
i He was unpopular with the young court called it that. The newspapers 
: ) a of his own set, and shy and did not mince it. Richard Marvin 
. suller before girls. The only person whispered it hoarsely to his wife; and 
with ae he felt really at ease was she, yet more hoarsely, had repeated 
Liston, the cashier at the bank. it in torture. 
Liston had whirlwind qualities which “What! Not David? Embezzle- 
: wept the fears out of David’s soul. ment? No, no!—oh, God, no!” 
| ; He would get David to go on his The Zeta Psis spoke the word pity- 4 
1 


tandem cycle with him, and the two, ingly. “It’s a knock-out blow for 


| i far away from the habitations of man, poor Dick,” they said. “By Jove, 

3 : would shout and sing and laugh. you know, we've got to stand by 

’ 4 . “4 . 1: ” % 
Whenever David did succeed in over- him. 


coming his timidity he had to do it by Dick, face~downward on the bed, 
re mm '  gaw despair. “I can never hold up 

Liston told him he liked to take my head again,” he thought. “All 
the world by the horns. ‘‘Save your the fellows will know! Cornelia will 
money and invest it, my boy,” he said; hear ofit! What's the use of trying to 


‘I look forward to bulling the mar- get on?” 
ket, some time. I'd like to stir things David's uncle, the president of the 
up on 'Changé once.”’ bank, admired the Spartan virtues. 


At intervals, Liston went to the city, ‘‘I’m responsible to my depositors,”’ 
to practise roaring and tossing in his hesaid, ‘Let the law take its course.” 
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It took it. 
1ounced. David Marvin went to his 
punishment. His mother shut herself 
in her house; his father grew grim, 
silent and old 

**Live it down, old man,” said the 
Zeta Psis, to Dick. ‘‘Show the stuff 
in you! 


Sentence was pro- 


Dick, pale, handsomer than ever 
moved about with a melancholy dig- 
nity. Every one showed him the most 


marked consideration A pathetic in- 
terest attached to him, and the uwuni- 
versity felt itself magnanimous when 
it elected him, in his third year, mar- 
shal. He came to be looked upon as 
an influence, and there was no deny- 
ing that he had a dominating person- 
ality. 

When he came home, in his junior 
year, for the Summer vacation, he 
fairly forced his father and mother out 
of their gloom. 

““Come,”” he urged, “‘are you going 
to punish me for David’s sins? I 
think that’s unfair. I don’t enjoy 
coming home to a tomb!”’ 

There seemed to be something in 
that, too. 

‘“‘Mother,”’ said Mr. Marvin, to his 
wife, ‘the boy is right. We owe some- 
thing to him. We are wicked to 
mourn forever over a thing for which 
we were in no way to blame.” 

Mrs. Marvin sighed—perhaps she did 
not find it soeasy to disavow all respon- 
sibility—but she yielded. They set 
up a billiard-room for Dick, and they 
made a tennis-court, and there were 
garden fétes and evening parties. 

Cornelia Rutherford was home. Her 
prettiness had become beauty, and she 
queened it over the Marvins, who felt 
complimented by her tyranny. 

It chanced, one night, that Dick was 
giving a musicale. It was really a de- 
vice to give Cornelia an opportunity 
to display her fine contralto voice. The 
old house looked very gay; there were 
lanterns hanging from the porches, 
and all the windows were open to let 
in the breeze. 

Dick, who was used to captainship, 
displayed no little savoir faire. He 
looked actually distinguished in his 
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evening clothes, and no one could deny 
that he had a manner. 

“We are blessed in that boy, 
mother,’’ said Marvin to his wife. 

The pleasures of the evening were 
at their height, when Dick, sitting on 
the sill at the open window, saw some 
one come slowly up the walk and then 
withdraw into thé shadows. Ina few 
seconds the figure reappeared, this 
time nearer the house. Dick slipped 
out on the porch, and vaulted over the 
balustrade. 

“What do you want?” he asked, per- 
emptorily. 

‘Dick!’ said the man, in a choked 
voice. 

‘You—David!"’ There was unmis- 
takable dismay in Dick’s accents. 

“Yes, Dick. The warden wanted 
to write, but I thought—I thought I'd 
rather surprise you.”’ 

Dick leaned heavily against a tree, 
sick and white. 

““ Of course,’’ mumbled David, feebly, 
“IT never dreamed you would be 
having company. I thought of —of 
coming home, you know. I thought 
you and father and mother would 
be here alone. I thought I could go 
up and—and sleep in my old room 
once more.”’ 

The music within doors ceased. Dick 
rallied himself. 

“‘A fellow I have over from Green- 
boro is sleeping in your bed,”’ he said, 
with aversion for the pallid, nervous 
man before him. ‘‘Go around to the 
side entry, and I'll let you in there. 
You can get up to the lumber-room. 
There’s a cot there, made up. You 
can sleep there, and no one will know.” 

“Know?” said David, strengthen- 
ing himself. ‘‘I don’t care how much 
they know! They know I went to 
that place, don’t they? Well, then, 
they may as well know I’ve got out. 
Why, I’ve squared myself. That's 
what the punishment is for. That 
cleans the slate.”’ 

“Hush!” agonized Dick; “for God’s 
sake, hush!”’ 

He went into the house, paused a 
moment among his guests, and then 
sauntered on again. At the little, 








ae ee ed 


A 





ee ee 








a 
n 





dark entry, he admitted his brother. 
David passed him silently, and made 
his way up the rear stairs to the old 


lumber-room. He knew the trick of 
| he latch, and let himself into the 
F uffy, dusty atmosphere of the close 
i cluttered apartment. The cot 
stood in its immemorial location. He 
k off his clothes, and got in be- 

3 ween the dusty sheets. 
[he sounds of revelry came up to 
| from below. He put his thin 
i fast over his eyes, as the burning 


leaped from them. 
: [The next morning, he was awakened 
by the sound of the rain. It had a 
r, intimate and friendly sound, and 
ling of comfort and sweetness 





: fused itself through him in the 
ent that he lay halting between 

und waking. Then,-he opened 

eyes to behold the unplastered, 

} bling room where he and Dick had 


{ played together in their boyhood, hid- 
ng behind the chimneys or the presses, 
ling treasures in the boxes and 
that littered the place. Some- 
es, when the house was crowded 
guests, he and Dick had slept 
there and thought it a privilege. They 
to frighten each other deliciously 

h hobgoblin tales. 
But none like this! They never 
ed, in their moments of most 
imaginings, that one of them 
return, a felon, fresh from his 
risonment, and that the other 
grudgingly admit him, hiding 





wld 


S*. 
: him away like a thing that must not be 
in the light. No, no! neither of 
m had ever dreamed that! 
David arose, impatiently, opened a 
le dormer window to let in the 
: eet, moist, morning air, dressed him- 
ade his bed, and sat on the edge 
it with the enduring patience which 
he had learned in his latest school. 
He could hear the family stirring 
: around, and he wondered how it would 
be if he were to go out and throw him- 
in his father’s arms. 
In time, Dick’s white face looked in 
thedoor. He had brought some break- 
with him, and he waited while 
David ate it. 
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““ 


Father and mother will see you in 
the library,”’ he said. 

David made himself more present- 
able. Dick and he entered the room 
together—one, tall, elegant, well- 
groomed, self-complacent, with the 
glowing skin of an athlete and light, 
Summer garments; the other, shrunk- 
en, pallid, in hideous clothes, piteous 
and abject. 

His father and mother might have 
been merciful, and were almost so; 
but, somehow, disgust and shame got 
the better of them. The family con- 
clave came to little. 

“What do you propose to do?” 
asked his father. ‘‘What do you ask 
of us?”’ 

“Not a thing,” flung back David. 
“What have I ever been led to ex- 
pect ?”’ 

It was an interminable day. For 
some grotesque reason, it was thought 
best for David to keep out of sight of 
the servants till he was properly 
clothed. So he spent the greater part 
of the day in the lumber-room, one or 
other of his family sitting with him. 
They did not say very much to each 
other. They sat in heavy silence, 
like those who watch beside the dead. 

But that night, after all the house- 
hold was in bed, the compassion of 
motherhood awoke in Mrs. Marvin. 
She had been molded by her husband 
till she was little more than an echo of 
him. Either he or Dick could set her 
to their time as if she had been a clock. 
Now, however, she struck an hour for 
herself. 

‘““My Davie!” she sobbed, in her 
lonely room, “‘my poor, poor boy!” 
She had visions of all he had suffered. 
A true sense of what he had hoped for 
in his home-coming swept over her. 
In her snug, virtuous, moderate life, 
she had experienced only feeble pas- 
Now, the black waters of re- 
morse arose about her in appalling 
tumult. She dressed herself with 
fumbling fingers. She would go to 
him in that desolate room, and clasp 
him about the neck. 

“You are my own David,” she 
would say; “after all, you are my own, 


sions. 
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here it at vour father’s table, lie in 
ciean sheets, be clothed as becomes 
} 
I 


you, lve in our hearts Oh, poor 
’ 
. 


She saw him as he used to be when 


he was a little fellow, with soft, short, 
yellow curls and a skin of pale-gold 
and pink 

Indeed, it almost see med as if this 
tender memory materialized, and 


guided her with swift, pattering feet 


out of her luxurious room, along the 
corridor to the passage that led to th 
kitchen atti And, as she went, the 
sweetest feelings she had known for 
vears flooded he She was he eli— 
not a wo n acting at the dictation or 
along the lines laid down by anot!l 
She would take the poor, poor ad in 
her ar he would with 
the abund e « er love the impov- 
erishment of that dear heart! 


Ah, little figure, running on before, 


you cannot go too swiftly! 
‘he door opens—the desolate room, 
with the rain sweeping in at the dor- 


mer, is there! 

“David! David!’ 

The wind has blown her candle out. 

‘‘My own boy, itis your mother! I 
have come to let you know how I| love 
you, dearest—how I have loved you all 
the time. Oh, David, my first born!’’ 

She has groped with eager hands 
upon the cot. She has closed the 
window and relighted the candl 
She has searched the room. 

She has searched the house. He is 
not in it anywhere; and the rain is 
sweeping in angry gusts without. 

They found a note 

I hated to do it,” he had written. 
‘I have taken the roll of money that 
was in father’s box. I might have 
waited and asked, but I knew vou 
would all think you had got off cheap 
enough. However, I shall send the 
money back one day. And that will 
be the only time you will ever hear 
from me. So please set your minds at 
rest - ; 


He kept his word. He sent the 
money back three years from the day 
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he had taken it. His letter was dated 
from an Indian pueblo of New Mexico. 

‘l hope you are all prosperous and 
happy,” he wrote, “‘and feel no bitter- 
ness toward me. lI feel none toward 
you. I have now set my life so far 
apart from yours that I cannot 
imagine that our ways will ever cross 


again 1 have married an Indian 


woman—or, at least, you would call 
her so. She is a member of one of the 
desert tribes. I am living among her 


people. I do not expect you to un- 
derstand how I could do this thing. | 
will only say that now you can put me 
quite out ie 

Dick, who was married to Cornelia, 
told her of the letter 


“An Indian woman!’’ she _ said 
sighed, “‘what could 


Cornelia looked about nervously to 
see if the servants were within hear- 


‘At least,”’ pursued Dick, ‘‘he has 
some shreds of honesty left.” 

Cornelia busied herself with her 
breakfast, and said nothing. She had, 
indeed, other things to think of. Life 
was a busy affair with Cornelia. She 
had brought her husband a handsome 
fortune, which, united to his own con- 
stantly developing interests, had made 
her the most opulent young matron in 
the prosperous town. Her determined 
nature, her intelligent selfishness and 
abundant physical gifts gave her great 
advantages. She used them enthusi- 
astically. Her home was handsome, 
her entertainments unique, her energy 
unrivaled Dick was tremendou 
proud of her. All of the Marvi: 
were. Only, for all of her satisfaction 


with what life had brought, Dick’ 


mother had hours when she locked her 


doors on the world. She seemed to 
have mis . 1 something, somehow. For 


a long time she looked forward to the 
day when she would have a grand- 
child to love. But, as the years 
passed, she drew more and more into 
herself. 

One night—a night of heavy rain 
her husband, returning late, missed 
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; her from her room. He searched the 
house for her, unavailingly, but when 
he returned to her room, she was 
there, with tear-stained face. He 
juestioned, half in sympathy, half in 
iger. He suspected that she had 
een to that bleak chamber under the 
But she said—for a common- 
place woman—a curious thing: 
§ ‘The soul must perform some rites 
of its own, Richard.’’ And even he 
was abashed, and asked no more. 





eaves. 


Ten years had passed since Dick had 
: placed the wedding-ring on Cornelia’s 
hninger. 

Now, after months of formality, 

ley were walking again where the 

September foliage made a bower over 

he street. Once more the beeches 

it them with a golden rain. Once 
more their feet trod a golden carpet. 

My business, Cornelia,’’ said Dick, 

takes me South. I ought to be in 
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Mexico some months. I must also 
it New Mexico and Arizona. [I 
may go to Nevada. I cannot tell 
when I shall be back.”’ 
H There was a certain arrogant op- 
ulence about Cornelia. The locks 
ch had been glowing auburn in 


r youth were darker now, and ar- 


ranged in a coronal upon her hand- 
me head. Her mouth was com- 
nding, her tone emphatic. There 
was a rich plenitude about her fine 
stume of reddish-brown, and dis- 
' : tinction even in- the ornaments she 
re. She smiled with easy indul- 
3 e at her husband. 

: “Dick,” she said, “go where you 
ise and stay as long as you please, 

: ind good luck go with you.” 
Dick retorted, bit- 


“Thank you,” 


“And as for me, Dick, I might as 
sail with the Babcocks. They 
ire to be in Greece and Sicily this 
Winter, and r 
It’s to be quite a party, I suppose?”’ 
The simple words appeared to have a 
sinister significance, for they brought 
a flood of angry. color to Cornelia’s face. 
Oh, it’s to be quite a party,” she 

; admitted, with bravado. 
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They walked in silence a moment. 
The sun was setting in a sky of gold, 
and the place was transfigured. 

“Dick,” Cornelia said, at last, 
““what’s the use in staying together 
and hating each other more and 
more?”’ 

“At least,’’ he retorted, breathing 
heavily, ‘“‘I owe it to myself to see 
that my wife does not compromise 
herself.’ 

“Dick!” she cried. They stopped 
in their walk, and stood as they had 
years before, screened in with beechen 
gold. 

**Oh, Cornie, Cornie!’’ he groaned. 

He had visited the waste places. 
He had looked into the heart of the 
earth. He had met curious men. 
Now, obeying an impulse he could 
not control, he journeyed on and on 
into the silences of the yellow world of 
sand, seeking his brother. 

It was early night when he left the 
railroad at the proper station. 

““There will be no stage till to-mor- 
row afternoon,”’ said the station-agent. 
“Better go up to the hotel.”’ 

But there was a wagon standing by 
the platform, which an Indian was 
loading with merchandise that had 
come on the train. 

‘““Where does that man go?” he 
asked. 

“He goes to the pueblo.” 

“Will he take me?”’ 

You can ask him. Some of those 
fellows will have nothing to do with 
white men.” 

But the Indian seemed willing 
enough. When he had finished load- 
ing, Marvin took a seat beside him. 


se 


The Indian turned his horses toward 
the south. They drove away into the 
waste. 


The horses went at an even trot over 
the yellow floor. The stars were above 
in millions—intimate, mysterious, im- 
mutably ancient. All, indeed, ap- 
peared to be of eld. The driver, silent, 
patient, strong, was a man who 
seemed to have dwelt in the immem- 
orial places. He removed his hat and 
his long, profuse black hair blew about 
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his face, which was as 
that of the sphinx. 

Dick asked no questions about any- 
thing. The man made no remarks. 
lt seemed best te go on in silence. 

After a time, they came to a ruined 
city—at least, soit appeared. It was, 
in fact, a group of lava rocks, curiously 
castellated. A city of brooding men 
might have lived in the sad chambers 
of those dwellings not made with 
hands. 

Dick, town-bred, felt 
earth creep over him. 

‘““How far along this monstrous 
do we go?”’ he asked. 

‘We go four miles 
man, in good English. 

‘What shall | do for the 
continued Dick. ‘“‘Can | 
your house?”’ 

‘My people do not have beds like 
of your people,”’ said the man. 
‘But there is an American who has a 
house where strangers sleep.”’ 

“What is the 

“It is Marvin. 
of our village 

‘The governor of 

The man nodded. 

They went back to silence again. 

At last, they came to the village. 
Dick could see the adobes rising white 
in the starlight. They were com- 
pacted of the hill—they opened out of 
it, clung to it, crowned it. They 
seemed as much a part of the earth as 
did the hill itself. 

A delicious perfume came in whiffs 

Dick’s nostrils. He was aware that 
he had reached a place of growing 
things; and now before him arose a 
dark island in the pale sea of the arid 
world, which he knew for trees. He 
heard the indescribably soft whisper- 
ing of water in the irrigating canals. 

‘This is Marvin’s place,”’ the 
man. 

Dick got out, and groped his way 
along a shadowy path. The trees— 
ah, the dearness of trees in this desert! 
—whispered about him. Birds stirred 
in their nests. The stars pierced the 
black foliage with their golden fires. 

The path ended at a doorway, which 


a fear of the 
way 


nore,’’ said the 


” 


night? 
sleep at 


those 


American's name? 
He is the governor 


your village?’”’ 


said 
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gleamed out white there in the 
dusk 

The door stood open, and a faint 
light burned within. Dick entered 
The place appeared to be a curious 
combination of family  sitting-room 
and hotel office. There was a short 
counter with a register upon it. A 
woman’s work-basket with sewing in 
it stood on a table which was covered 
with a gay, floweredshawl. There were 
chairs about the table—one, a low 
rocking-chair with a stool. The walls 
were washed in a delicate gray, and 
the floor covered with a gray-and- 
white ingrain carpet. Some mando- 
lins hung on the wall. At the two doors 
which led from the room were beauti- 
ful blankets of Indian workmanship. 

Dick stood amazed at the 
ity and comfort of the place. There 
was an olla on a bench by the door, 
filled with water, and a gourd hang- 
ing above it. Dick quenched his 
thirst luxuriously, letting the refresh- 
ment steal softly over his throat. 

The place was as silent as the grave. 
He could not even hear the breath of 
Cautiously he lifted the cur- 
tain of one of the doors. Within was 
a sleeping chamber with white floor, 
bare walls a freshly made bed and 
chair. A monk or a prince could | 
asked for no more and no less. 

Dick crept in and divested himself 
of his clothing. With a strange loath- 
ing and delight, with a sense of mingled 
love and treachery, with dread and an- 
ticipation, he knew himself an unbid- 
den guest in his brother’s house. 


simplic- 


sleepers. 


lave 


There was a sound of pushing and 
& 

f 

i 


shoving and laughing—a chorus of 
soft, stifled laughs—the patter of bare 
feet on the hard « —_ Dick, bewil- 
dered, sat up in his bed. 

The peculiarly jocund sounds were 
growing fainter. Dick went to the 
narrow window, set in its deep adobe 
wall, and looked out. 

Four little brown boys, with close- 
cut polls and bare feet, were wrestling 
out under the trees. Dick could catch 
the gleam of their dark eyes and their 
white teeth. They rolled together like 




















ery 








frolicsome kittens, subduing their 
laughter cautiously. 

“These young barbarians are the 
sons of my brother,’”’ thought Dick, 
nd wondered at the peculiar tingling 
through all his veins. 

The little fellows ran, pushing and 
hoving, toward the back of the house. 
Dick got into his clothes hastily, and 
ent out. There seemed to be no one 

»astir about the house. Dick con- 
tinued to hear the commotion of the 
,and he followed it. Hecame toa 
revasse in the earth—a huge, yellow 
ack. When he reached the edge of it, 
perceived that it was ariver bed. A 

ny desert stream flowed through it, 

1 the little boys were demonstrating 

eir amphibian natures. Only their 

und heads appeared above the water. 

Dick stood above them, laughing 

mpathetically. He felt as if he had 

n born that hour—born to this 
peaceful, if ancient, life. About the 
horizon hung rainbow scarfs. The 
ity on the hill was alive now, and 
lown an immemorial pathway in the 
rock came the people in their brilliant 
lraperies, bearing their ollas on their 
heads to fill them at the spring. 

The wind had a brave refreshment 

it, as if it brought to that home of 

e sun the kiss of distant mountain 
1OWS. 

Dick, with a springing step, walked 

ick toward the house. For the first 

» for many months the heart within 
danced. 

\s he entered the door of the little 

e, he saw a man. His back was 
ned, but Dick recognized him in- 
itly. He had broadened, to be 
sure. and he stood with a sort of com- 
inding confidence which had been 
ien to David in the old days. Yet 
ere was no mistaking him. He wore 
asort of khaki suit, and moccasins on 

is feet. About his waist was a 

irf of carmine—a costume comfort- 

le and appropriate and elegant. 

le heard Dick’s footstep, and 
turned. 

“He will recognize me,”’ thought 
Dick, with a fast-beating heart. It is 
true that a startled look came into the 
Aug. 1903 
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china-blue eyes—eyes which seemed to 
have deepened and intensified in their 
expression—but, after all, the glance 
held no recognition. 

“Good morning,” said Dick. “I 
came here last night with one of your 
neighbors, and when I found the place 
all quiet I hadn't the heart to disturb 
any one. So | crept into that room, 
and made myself at home.” He 
thought his brother would recognize 
his voice. 

“Quite right,’’ said David, heartily. 
“You were quite right. Day and 
night our door is open. Who drove 
you down?”’ 

‘“‘T haven’t an idea,’”’ laughed Dick. 

“Have you registered?’’ asked 
David. He pushed the book toward 
him. Dick felt strangely mischievous. 
He wrote, in backhand, another name 
than his own, and gave as his home a 
city in Mexico at which he had been 
stationed for the last three months. 

David regarded gravely what the 
other had written. 

“We're glad to see you,” he said. 
‘“*T’ll let them know you are here. It 
will not be long till breakfast.” 

He had the air of being untroubled 
by little things. Indeed, what amazed 
Dick most of all was the abiding pla- 
cidity of his face. 

Was this the thief, the felon, the 
wanderer, the reprobate, the man of 
hate, sullenness, of covert acts? 

But, after all, Dick would have been 
more surprised had he encountered all 
this in some other place. There is 
something about the unchanging peace 
of the desert that destroys so trivial a 
thing as surprise. 

Dick reflected, with interest, upon 
the lack of recognition on the part of 
bis brother. He recalled the fact that 
when David had last seen him he was 
a lad, with beardless lips, slight and of 
boyish gesture. Now, with increased 
stature, broad shoulders, a full beard, 
a man’s confident ways, he certainly 
had undergone a great change. Added 
to this was the fact that of all the 
things that David might be able to 
imagine—and he had never been dis- 
tinguished for a vivid imagination— 
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the appearance of his brother was the 
last. 

There came the sound of a curious 
drum. Dick’s host entered, smilingly. 

‘Breakfast is served,’’ he said. The 
phrase seemed, incongruous 
with the gong. 

In an adjoining room 


1 ™ 
somehow, 


a simple meal 


was spread—it could hardly have been 
simpler. 

A small, brown woman, with gentle 
eyes, came in. She was of the desert 
people, obviously, but was clothed 
after the fashion of the Americans. 
A blue gown, a white apron, a wide 
collar of curiously made lace, com- 
pleted her costume. Her hair was 
parted in the middle and combed back 
from a low, placid brow. She had 


about her a simple dignity which at 
arrested Dick’s attention. 
‘This is my wife,’’ said David. 
Dick held out hand. 
“I am honored, madame,” he 
She smiled at him, cordially 
“You had to find your Own way in 
last night,” she responded. ‘We are 
heavy sleepers.”’ 
“You must have easy 


once 


said. 


consciences,”’ 


laughed Dick—and then could have 
bitten his tongue out. 
“We never think about that,” said 


the woman; “we are all too busy.” 

‘Ah!’ cried Dick 

So this was desert wisdom! 

The little boys were coming back 
from their,swim. They plunged into 
the room, and then, perceiving a 
stranger, paused with a shy, yet deli- 
alarm, that reminded one of the 
arrest of a flight of mountain deer. 
They were beautiful creatures, he 
noticed, straight of limb and with 
soft, glowin g skins. Their eyes were 
proud, yet sensitive. 

“These are my 
The boys came forward, one by one, to 
shake hands, and every one, by some 
gesture, re minded Dick of his old play- 
mate. The call of blood is loud. He 
tingled as each brown hand was laid in 
his. 

The family, 
eat with him. 
a sort of 


cate 


said David. 


sons,”’ 


it appeared, were not to 
They went out into 
patio, and Dick heard 
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them 
meal. 

After breakfast was over, Dick heard 
David giving directions to some men 
They were laborers, evidently, and he 


laughing together over their 


was sending them about their tasks. 
There were maid-servants about the 
house, too, and they wore their native 


moved with a 
and seemed to be 
anything. For an 
hour, David busied himself over some 
accounts. Dick k, feigning to read, was 
covertly watching a Something in 
the calm exterior baffled him. How 
could a man, born in a complex civili- 
zation be content in this place? 

“I to herd with narrow foreheads—”’ 
The quotation cut short in his 
mind, for David was addressing him. 

At this hour,’ he said, “I sit in 
judgment over my people. Would it 
amuse you to come?”’ 

Dick smiled, curiously. He 
memory of the awkward, ardent boy 
at his father’s table. ‘“‘I should like 
to be a judge,’ the boy had said. 

The two men went out into 
garden. 

“You planted those trees?’ 
Dick. 

“I planted them,” 

‘To plant a tree, to bear a son, to 
write a book—these three things the 
wise man will do,’’’ quoted Dick. 

“T have not yet written a book,” 
smiled David. 

“There is time,”’ said 


garments. Every 
peculiar gentlenes 
in no haste shout 


one 


was 


had a 


the 


asked 


said David. 


Dick. 


“How have you demonstrated the 
wisdom of your proverb?” asked 
David. There was a certain benevo- 


lence in the glance he turned upon the 
younger man. 

“In no wise. 
tree, nor 
book.”’ 

“There is time,’ responded David, 
throwing back Dick’s words. 

David went out and sat under a 
Grevillea tree. 

“Will you sit beside me?”’ 
Dick sat at his right hand. 

Down from the village came certain 
of the people. They ranged them- 
selves about their governor. Bonita, 


[ have not planted a 
borne a son, nor written a 


he asked 
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the wife of David, came out and sat 
beside Dick. 

“Do you understand the language 
of our people?’ she asked. Dick 
shook his head. She began a low, 
running translation, keeping him ac- 
quainted with all that happened. 

There came first an old, old man, 
dried as parchment, swathed in white. 
His burnous—if one may call it so— 
him with countless beauti- 
He spoke with a fierce in- 


envel yped 
ful folds. 
tensit 

‘he young men no longer heed 
me,’ he complained. ‘The maidens 
no longer consult me. I brew potions, 
but they do not drink them; and all 
one week I made incantations for the 
son of Antoine, and yet the white- 
medicine woman was welcomed. And 
the child died!”’ 

‘You did what you could, father,” 

uid the judge. “Also, the white- 
medicine woman did what she could. 
The child’s day had come.” 

“Our magics the old 
man retorted, a senile treble shrilling 
through his tones. 

“Nay,” quoth the judge, “‘for good- 
ness cannot fight with goodness, and 
both of you were anxious to serve the 
child.”’ 

‘But who is he that undermines me 
with the young men and the maidens 
it they no longer come to me to 
learn the true ways of things?”’ 

[The new time, father, is that which 
undermines thee. Behold, the young 
men and the maidens are sent from the 
village to the school provided by the 
great father of our country. They re- 
turn learned in the new ways, but 
grateful to thee, father, for thy long 
guidance.” 

The old man heard. He wrapped 
his voluminous draperies closer about 
With long, swift strides, he 
turned his face toward the desert. 

“He gone to mourn in 
place where none can see him,”’ 
pered Bonita. 

“T pity him,” said Dick. 

‘The schools cannot teach him,”’ re- 
plied Bonita; “the grave must teach 
him.”’ 


crossed,”’ 





him 


has some 


whis- 
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Then came a woman in the prime of 
life. 

“It is a matter of a thief,” she said, 
ina lofty manner. ‘Daily I go many 
times to the spring to fill my jars 
with water, but always Lojaya, who 
lives next to me, she being heavy with 
child, and indolent, steals my water, 
so that, weary as I am, I must go 
again to the spring.” 

David spoke. ‘‘And who art thou 
that thou shouldst not go to the spring 
for one whois unable? Hear me; once 
in the morning and once in the even- 
ing shalt thou go to the spring for thy 
neighbor, and she will tamper no more 
with thv ollas.”’ 

And other judgments he gave, not a 
few. Then returned from the village 
one whom he had sent thither, bring- 
ing with him two young men and a 
maiden. These David summoned be- 
fore him, and when they faced him he 
said to the girl: 

“ Rita, these young men, Joseph and 
Juan, disturb the peace of the village 
with their quarrels. Last night they 
fought and drew knives, and would 
have done harm to each other had not 
men wiser than they parted them.” 

Rita shrugged a pair of round shoul- 
and twirled her heavy silver 
beads—of octagon shape they were, 
and very curious. 

‘Is it my fault?’ she inquired. 

‘“‘Assuredly, it must be thy fault, 
Rita; for, since they both ache to marry 
thee, one or the other thou must wed, 
and set them both at rest.”’ 

Rita turned upon the young men by 
her side a look of inextinguishable co- 
quetry. 

“But I love another,”’ she said, ‘‘ one 
who is deaa.”’ 

“If that be so,”’ said David, “‘ Joseph 
shall be sent to the Navajos, to learn 
of their smiths, Juan to the Lagunos, 
to learn of their farmers, and we shall 
be troubled no more.” 

“Oh, not Joseph!” cried the girl. 

A low ripple of laughter spread 
among the people. The younger ones 
clapped their hands. The rejected lover 
stood erect, with an immobile counte- 
nance; but the accepted one turned 


laos 
aer;rs, 
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sheepishly away, and the girl sped 
swiftly toward the spring where she 
had left her water jugs as she came to 
answer the groom’s summons. 

David signified that the hour 
was over, and, laughing and joking 
among themselves, the people turned 
away. 

“They are pleased with the judg- 
ment,’’ said Bonita, nodding and look- 
ing proudly at her husband. 

Dick drew a large gold coin from his 
pocket, and gave it to her 

“Will you not run with this to 
Rita?” he asked. “It is for her wed- 
ding dower. She will take it from 
your hands with more pleasure than 
from mine.” 

Bonita took it and hastened away 
after the girl. There was no one left 
by the Grevillea tree. Dick arose and 
stood before his brother. 

Far off, the voices of the people 
sounded. The early wind had died 
and the sun of the desert was swinging 
along his mighty course. Dick, alien to 
the place, felt a strange sinking of the 


heart. This patient man, yet stern, 
this patriarch who guided a childish 
people, this pioneer who was not afraid 
of the waste, this man who had re- 
deemed himself, this brother who had 
been outraged—how would he deal with 
him? 

‘Judge me!” said Dick, a passion of 
self-loathing swaying him. ‘For I am 
that brother who always laughed you 
down when you spoke; I am that 
brother who took your chance away 
and would not give you yours; I am 
that brother who, in the hour of your 
downfall, sorrowed for myself and not 
for you; who, in your shame, offered 
you no comfort; | am that brother— 
oh, David, judge me as you will—who 
forced you to creep like a thief into 
your father’s house; David, I am that 
brother whose vanity and selfishness 
drove you out of the world of civilized 
men into this desert!”’ 

Bonita, returning slowly, with a 
song on her lips, found her husband 
and the stranger strained togcther, 
weeping, in a fraternal embrace. 
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A ROSE SPRAY 


HE keenest pain a lover knows 
Is that which kindles in Her scorn, 
For then he finds above Love’s rose— 


The thorn. 


But, oh, what ecstasy is born 
When She a tender smile bestows! 
For then he finds above the thorn— 


Love’s rose! 


FELIX CARMEN. 


€ 


WHAT SHE THOUGHT ABOUT IT 


HE—Why, I thought the widow was going to let two years elapse before mar- 


rying again? 


He—tThat was her original intention, but she told me confidentially that 
she thought she ought to have eight months off for good behavior. 
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EXPERT 


INSTRUCTION 


SOME LETTERS FROM THE PRESENT-HOUR CORRESPONDENCE COLLEGE 


OF JOURNALISM 


TO A PUPIL 


By Hayden Carruth 


Your first lesson-paper has 
been received and carefully 
examined. We find much to criti- 
cize, of course, but also much of prom- 
ise. In your imaginary interview you 
quote your man thus: “I wish to 
say’’—wrong. “I wish to state’’— 
correct. ‘‘He stated.” “‘ He prepared 
a statement.” ‘They were stating.”’ 
The word ‘‘say”’ is used only in con- 
versation, magazines and books. In 
your suicide, you neglect to close with, 
‘‘No cause was assigned for the rash 
act."” This shows carelessness. We 
like the way you refer to the de- 
parted as “the unfortunate man,’’ how- 
ever. We enclose lesson No. 2. Look 
out for the practical work. 
Yours truly, 
A. OLDHAND 


1) EAR MR. COMINGFAKER: 


DeaR Mr. CoMINGFAKER: 

Your second lesson-paper shows 1m- 
provement. But a paragraph con- 
taining nothing out of the ordinary, 
you should always begin, “Oddly 
enough—’’ In the third line, there is 
an excellent chance to use the word 
‘“fad,”” which you missed. In regard 
to your imaginary murder: “Blunt 
instrument,’’ good; “foul play is sus- 
pected,” very good; “police are reti- 
cent,’’ excellent, though you should 
have added, ‘But they are believed 
to be in possession of important 
clues.’’ You should also state that 
“bad blood”’ existed between the vic- 
tim and somebody. Your diagram of 
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the man’s henhouse is only so-so. 
You neglected to put in the tracks of 
the chickens. 

Your practical interview with the 
servant-girl of your neighbor lacks 
spiciness. When she refused to an- 
swer some of your questions you 
should have tried what a couple of 
dollars would do. If she still refused, 
you should have put the answers you 
wanted in your report, anyhow. En- 
closed find third lesson. 

Yours truly, 
A. OLDHAND. 


DeaR Mr. COMINGPAKER: 

Your anecdote is readable. The 
scene is laid in the South, however, 
and we do not anywhere find the 
phrase, ‘“‘befo’ de wah.’’ This is very 
bad. You should not have given up 
on your shooting affair—it is easy. 
Shots always ‘“‘ring out,’ and ‘‘startle 
the inmates of the building.”’ The 
other man “returns the shots,” or 
“seeks safety in flight.’’ The chief 
point to be remembered, however, 
is the calibre of the revolver; always 
get this, even if you miss the names of 
the men. Your imaginary interview 
is rather good, but in the man’s state- 
ment you make him use language 
which is much too natural. Make 
your descriptions colloquial, if you 
care to, but remember, in quoting a 
person, to be bookish and stately. 
Study the dictionary for uncommon 
words. Read Dr. Samuel Johnson. 
N. B.—Important exception: When 
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quoting an elderly, dignified and edu- 
cated man—say, a college president 
make him use the latest slang. It 
adds very much. 

Glad to know from your report on 
practical work that the lump on your 
head where the door-knob struck it is 


getting better 


In doing keyhole work, 
the journalist has to be very wary. 
The door is liable to be opened at any 
moment. Send herewith third lesson. 
Yours truly, 

A. OLDHAND. 


DEAR Mr. COMINGFAKER: 

We are sorry to see that you under- 
value details. A paragraph about a 
stormy Winter day is a small matter, 
but it betrays the amateur not to 
speak of it as a “veritable blizzard.” 
Your despatch from the agricultural 
regions after the rain is very bad 
You do not say, “The farmers are 
jubilant.” In regard to the other 
storm, you should have stated that it 
“reached the proportions of a cloud- 
burst.’” We have marked you too on 
your runaway. “Frightened animal 
dashed wildly”—very good. ‘“‘Seri- 
ous accident was narrowly averted” 

capital. Try to become accustomed 
to using the words ‘quiet’ and 
“quietly; as, “a quiet wedding,”’ 
“he was dressed quietly,” et« In 
your imaginary interview, where the 
man commences his statement by 
expressing ignorance of the subject in 
hand, you make him begin, “I don’t 
know”’—bad. “I cannot say”’—no 
better. “‘I have no information on 
the subject”—still worse. “That | 
cannot state’—correct. Should be 
used invariably. 

You complain because, in your 
practical interview with the stranger 
you met on the street, he kicked you 
into the gutter when you asked him if 
there was anything to conceal about 
his wife’s past. You will not make an 
up-to-date journalist if you stick at 
little things like this Suppose your 
legs did slip down the sewer opening, 
you should have shouted another good 
stiff question at him. We send the 


next lesson. You will notice that it 
1s chiefly politi 


A. OLDHAND. 


DEAR Mr. CoMINGFAKER: 

Take this lesson again. You have 
evidently worked hard, but there is 
much that you fail to grasp. You 
are right in interviewing ‘‘a prominent 





citizen and a leader high in the 
councils « party,” but you 
strangely glect the “well-known 
Western senator wl oes not wish to 
be quoted.’’ The senator and the 
leader should be ‘‘stopping at a promi- 


nent up-town hotel You seem hope- 
lessly entangled as to what constitutes 
a “statesman” and a “politi 
A statesman belongs to your party 
a politician to the opy 
The supporters of a statesman are 
“‘earnest workers for the cause of good 
government,’ but the followers of 
the politician are ‘“henchmen.”’ 
Henchmen obey the “behest of their 
party boss."’ Local henchmen ; 
“‘heelers,”” and henchmen in the ag- 
gregate at convention time are “co- 
horts.”” You are right in saying that 
the speaker of your party “scores” 
the opposition, but you fail utterly 
when interviewing the seceder from 
the opposition. In causing him to 
refer to his former friends, you should 


make | 


are 





him “‘very bitter.” 

In your practical work-paper, you 
make a much better showing. Glad 
to see that you promptly put your foot 
in the front door when they tried to 
slam it shut in your face. Sorry your 
foot was so badly crushed, but pleased 
to note that you do not complain. If 
your foot has to be amputated, notify 
us, and we will forward cork foot. 
State size of shoe worn. 

Please try this lesson again next 
week, using properly the expressions, 
*“‘much chagrined,” and, “hints of 
bribery are rife.” When you have 
mastered this lesson, we shall send you 
our special society-function paper. 
Yours truly, 

A. OLDHAND 
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LA FIANCEE DU DESTIN 


Par Jules Bois 


E train de Limours, sous le 
% soleil du printemps, eut un 
siflement de joie en s’arré- 
tant & la petite gare de Sceaux-Cein- 
ture, enfouie sous les charmes, les 
sapins et les acacias du Pare Mont- 
souris. Antoine Amoris, sur le quai 
de la gare, étroit comme un trottoir, 
guette les trés rares portiéres qui 
s’entr’ouvrent; enfin une jeune fille 
bondit sur le gravier. Une émotion 
longtemps contenue fait trépidant le 
coeur du jeunehomme. C’est bien elle; 
il la reconnait, hardie et pourtant 
incertaine, effarouchée de ce rendez- 
vous qu'elle a voulu, mince et déli- 
cate, dans sa robe de linon, sous son 
chapeau léger d’ot tombe une guir- 
lande de glycines; son cou trans- 
parait & travers le boa de plumes qui 
la défend contre le matin encore fril- 
eux. Tout de suite, il communie 
avec les yeux étranges, dévorateurs 
du visage, aux larges pupilles dila- 
tées. 

Elle va vers lui franchement, et sa 
main tremble un peu sur le cristal de 
l’‘ombrelle. Ils se sourient: 

— Merci, dit-elle; vous étes bon. 

Elle donna son ticket & la barriére, 
et silencieux, craignant l'indiscrétion 
des regards, ils glissérent cdte a cdte 
vers l’allée du petit lac. 

— Vous n’avez pas mal jugé ma 
démarche, dit-elle, d'une voix un peu 
blanche, quoique assurée, puisque 
vous l’avez acceptée. Vous avez com- 
pris que j’avais un absolu besoin de 
vous voir... J’attends de vous le 
conseil qui décidera de ma vie... 

Une buée transparente planait en- 
core sur l’eau tranquille comme un 
peu de mystére sur toute destinée; 
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prés de la rive, un saule, avec ses 
branches tremblantes, se penchait sur 
ce joli miroir, comme une amoureuse 
qui voudrait y deviner l'avenir. 

Le pare était accueillant, presque 
vide de promeneurs; a peine ca et 1a 
quelques voitures d’enfants; un poéte, 
aux pantalons élimés, leva la téte au- 
dessus de son livre pour les regarder 
passer comme la réalisation vivante 
d’une idylle. 

Antoine se taisait: rapidement, dans 
son cerveau, il résumait les incidents 
qui les avaient conduits l’un vers l’au- 
tre jusqu’&a cette rencontre si innocente 
et qui pouvait passer pour un rendez- 
vous d'amour. 

Ce n’était cependant pas une in- 
trigue banale comme celles qui se 
nouent bien souvent entre homme de 
lettres et aventuriére. Antoine ne s’y 
fat d’ailleurs pas prété. Ses trente 
ans déja glorieux, et las des frivolités, 
ot s’attarde parfois toute la vie de cer- 
tains romanciers, s’étaient retirés a 
cété de ce pare lointain, dans cette 
rue Gazan composée de quelques 
maisons a peine, toutes récentes et 
n’ayant d’autre vis-a-vis qu’un rideau 
d’arbres parfumés. I] n’avait pu 
s’empécher de remarquer réguliére- 
ment & ses conférences, occupant tou- 
jours le méme fauteuil, une jeune fille 
pale et ardente qui semblait boire son 
geste, ses paroles, avec ses yeux trop 
grands, inquiets au moins autant de 
savoir que d’airmer. Une fois, elle lui 
avait dit quelques mots hésitants 
aprés la séance, toute émue au milieu 
d’un cercle d’amis qui le félicitaient. 
Il avait appris ainsi son nom, Mlle 
Jacqueline Lemyre; elle avait perdu, 
il y a deux ans, son pére, un banquier 
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assez original pour laisser aprés lui une 
réputation aussi intacte que sa colos- 


sale fortune. 


Lorsque, dans son cabinet de travail, 
Antoine préparait le plan d'une cau- 
serie ou écrivait, avec ce style a la fois 
doux et passionné qui lui. était propre, 


une page de roman, ou 11 disséquait 
les moeurs du temps, il se prenait tout 

& laisser | ligne inachevée... 
Au-dessus du manuscrit planait, plus 
visible qu’un portrait, le visage de 
Jacqueline, délicate hantise, souvenir 
obsédant. Il était arrivé a cet Age ou 
la jeune fille le plus im- 
périeux attrait. Et c’était non seu- 
lement le désir de la compagne stre 
et charmante, de l’associée aux in- 
quiétudes et aux joies, mais encore la 
haine des solitudes mauvaises, l’hor- 
reur des douteuses unions, la fringale 
de la race, le réve des enfants qu'1l ne 
faut pas mettre au monde trop tard, 
le peur de ne point les préserver assez 
et de n’en point jouir. Jacqueline lui 
laisait entre toutes, parce que le 
masard banal d’une soirée ou d’une 
visite d’aprés-midi ne l’avait pas mise 
sur sa route. Elle était venue vers 
son Ame, & cause de ses pensées, pour 
ce qu'il y avait de meilleur en lui, son 
talent et son éloquence. Une Provi- 
dence, amoureuse de son bonheur, la 
conduisait & cette méme stalle, d’owt 
elle l’'applaudissait—beaucoup mieux 
par la clarté subite de son regard ou la 
grace conquise de son sourire que par 
ses douces mains gantées. Ah! non 
pas la fiancée des circonstances ou des 
vaines conventions mondaines, mais la 
affinités secrétes, la 
fiancée du destin! 

Mais Amoris n’était ni un neurasthé- 
nique ni un veule; ce n’était pas un 
chimérique non plus; s’étant fait lui- 
méme, & force de luttes et de travail, 
il savait discipliner ses impulsions, 
arracher de son cceur les fantaisies 
inutiles ou morbides. 

‘Je n’ai pas le droit, se disait-il, de 
songer & Mile Lemyre; sa fortune 
nous sépare & jamais. Elle est d’ail- 
leurs trés jeune, et la sympathie 
réelle... certes, qu'elle me _ té- 
moigne par son assiduité, n’est sans 
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doute qu’une de ces flammes déli- 
cieuses et passageres qul eteignent 
1 1 . - ofinl . - 
dans ie cceur des adolescentes aussi 


vite qu’elles se sont allumées. 

Aussi avait-il été bouleversé par une 
lettre franche et insistante qu’il avait 
recue la veille et lui demandant 
rendez-vous immédiat. Tout d’ 
il pensa & ne pas répondre ou & re- 

{ 


fuser. Mais n’était-ce pas obéir & un 





préjugé indigne d’eux? N’ 
douter de lui et d’elle? Et il avait 
proposé cette promenade matinale et 

s périls, car si réellement il pouvait 
étre utile a Jacqueline, il l’aimait déja 
trop pour ne pas risquer un peu a le 
tenter. Et maintenant elle parlait a 
cété de lui, avec la voix exquise du réve 


san 


— Si vous saviez comme j’ai été im- 
pressionnée par le vos 


phrases et par plusieurs chapitres de 
i 


certaines 
i 

vos livres, au point de voir la vie avec 

des yeux nouveaux et de sentir se 

transfigurer mon cceur! 

Il ne répondait pas, plus ému 
qu'elle encore apparence 
ferme, attendant qu'elle dise la véri- 
table raison de sa démarche, espérant 
et désespéré & la fois. 

— Ma mére veut me marier, dit-elle, 
et j’en suis effrayee comme de quelque 


sous son 


grand malheur... Je vous crois, 
je vous sais mon ami; que dois- 
je faire?... Je n’aime pas celui 


& qui on me donne... En _ vous 
écoutant, j’ai appris qu’il ne fallait 
obéir qu’&A sa_ conscience... Je 
n’ose ‘trahir mon cceur... je n’ose 
pas non plus désobéir a ma mére, 
qui tient beaucoup a ce mariage et que 
je vais faire souffrir. 

Maintenant le soleil avait vaincu la 
derniére fumée de la brume. Les 
cygnes fendaient l’eau du lac comme 
de petites nefs blanches; les bou 
vreuils et les chardonnerets gazouil- 
laient dans les marronniers; tout cett 
nature quasi urbaine souriait en 
rayons et en chants; mais un voile de 
détresse empéchait les yeux du jeune 
homme de gofiter cette joie de re- 
naitre & la vie; et il n’entendait 
que les palpitations dures de son coeur. 

— Il faut vous marier! dit-il. 
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| avait prononcé ces paroles comme 
‘il avait dicté sa propre condamna- 
tion, avec l’héroisme de ceux qui 
marchent & leur supplice. Quelle dé- 


rision que ce cdte a cdte délicieux 


tant la rupture définitive! Et 
ait lui qui avait dit cela. Pour- 


quoi? Parce que, cela, il était hon- 


et loyal qu'il le dit. 
Elle le regarda étonuée, ses grands 
ux chavirés de douleur: 
— C’est vous qui me parlez ainsi? 
us en qui j'ai foi, vous voulez que 
j'immole mon destin! 
Antoine eut envie de laisser crier 
yn tourment, de lui avouer que 
tait & elle qu'il avait pensé comme 


a la future épouse, qu’elle venait de 


narder le coeur, et, qu’en lui 
int d’obéir a sa mére il avait, lui, 
n tour, creusé encore la blessure 
le. Mais il se dompta: elle 
p riche; il ne pouvait entrer 
effraction dans cette famille, 
un voleur de dot. 
is fait pourtant un autre 
mura-t-elle; accepter non 
ce qu’on appelle vulgairement un 
au parti, c’est-a-dire une grosse sit- 
tion avec de l’argent, mais chovstr... 
ui, choisir un coeur selon le mien, une 
lligence que je pusse admirer et 
vre, adopter une destinée que je 
‘rais charmer et agrandir.., et 
is vers vous, je le confesse, es- 
nt que vous confirmeriez ma 
préférence, que vous me ré- 
*““Agissez selon votre con- 
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laintenant, Amoris s’était repris; il 
‘la avec une apparente sérénité le 
wage de la raison et du familial de- 
| dit quelle méfiance il faut avoir 
pour les passions qui s’éveillent, la né- 
cessité de regarder la vie comme une 
épreuve et une tache & accomplir; avec 
logique, avec streté, il déchira le fréle 

u d’espoir dont il avait enveloppé 
son avenir, il anéantit le bonheur long- 
temps caressé en lui-méme. II croyait 
étre sincére et juste en se meurtrissant. 

Cependant l’heure avait passé a cette 
besogne délicate et horrible. Ils 
avaient fait le tour du lac paisible; lui, 
avec une Ame qui se suicide, elle, ré- 
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voltée contre le sort, indignée de le 
sacrifier en se _ sacrifiant. Sous le 
saule, elle voulut s’arréter, oppressée a 
s’évanouir. Et la certitude qu'elle 
l’aimait se fit en lui; ses nerfs de jeune 
fille tremblaient sous la paleur de la 
peau, autant que les ramures de 
l’arbre. Elle prit son bras, défail- 
lante; elle se donnait dans ce geste 
simple, mieux que si elle avait été son 
épouse, comme s’ils étaient tous deux 
& la veille de mourir... 

Sur le quai de la gare, ow il la rac- 
compagna, quand le train venu de 
Sceaux siffla de triomphe sous le déme 
des charmes, des sapins et des acacias, 
elle le regarda de ses yeux étranges, 
aux pupilles dilatées, avec une ferveur 
irrésistible. Elle jeta le mot supréme: 

— Vous ne voulez donc pas de moi? 

Il palit affreusement, ses yeux se fer- 
mérent. Le train, les arbres, la gare, 
les quelques voyageurs, tout disparut 
pour lui, s’engouffra dans une sensa- 
tion de désastre. Il répondit faible- 
ment: 

— Partez, votre mére doit vous 
attendre, ne l’affligez pas. 


Le lendemain, Antoine se réveilla, le 
cerveau et le coeur plus fatigués que s’il 
avait passé une nuit blanche & sa table 
de travail. Qu’il avait mal dormi, sa 
fenétre entr’ouverte aux souffles ex- 
quis montant du parc printanier, éclo- 
sion des séves, longues plaintes des 
rossignols qui faisaient de cette Suisse 
bréve aux confins de Paris un bouquet 
d’harmonie et d’odeurs! Vainement, 
il avait tenté de combattre l’idée fixe 
par la lecture des chefs-d’ceuvre pré- 
férés, par l’application acharnée & tra- 
duire sur les feuilles éparses le trouble 
de son Ame, que la plus grande tem- 
péte de sa vie dévastait. Avec effroi, 
il sentit impuissant son style, et les 
plus belles paroles humaines restaient 
sans saveur devant le souvenir de telle 
inflexion de voix de l’adorée... Qu’al- 
lait-il devenir, si rien n’allait pouvoir 
le distraire de sa douleur? 

La matinée s’écoula dans la dépres- 
sion et la somnolence aprés la fiévre de 
la nuit. Il déjeuna a peine, puis, dans 
une brusque décision, ordonna de pré- 

































parer ses valises. II irait il ne savait 
ou, droit devant lui, emporté par une 
locomotive miséricordieuse, loin de ce 
Paris ot il ne lui importait plus d’étre 
admiré, loin de ce coin désert et mélan- 
colique ot: ses plus chers réves venaient 
de mourir... 

En une demi-heure, il fut prét; le sac 
& la main, il allait sortir quand la son- 
nette tinta. Il ouvrit lui-méme. Sur 
le seuil, une femme Agée qu'il crut 
reconnaitre, mais dont le nom lui 
échappa, demanda: 

— M. Antoine Amoris? 

Il s’inclina et fit entrer la visiteuse. 

— Je suis Madame Lemyre, fit-elle 
en souriant. 

Il eut un sursaut d’étonnement, 
comme & un coup de théatre inattendu. 
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FIRST we teach the baby to talk, and then to hold its tongue. 
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— Rassurez-vous, cher Monsieur 
je vous tends une main reconnaissante 
et amie. Ma fille m’a raconté sa dé- 
marche auprés de vous. Vous avou- 
erai-je que je l’avais autorisée?... Je 
vous avais admiré jusqu’ici comme 
penseur et comme artiste, mais vous 
étes, ce qui est mieux encore, un hon- 
néte homme, et je mets la loyauté au- 
dessus du talent. Vous aimez ma fille 
qui vous aime aussi depuis longtemps 
et vous étes prét 4 y renoncer par une 
délicatesse aujourd’hui trop rare. Eh 
bien! je viens ici, Monsieur, vous dire 
moi-méme que je consens & vous la 
donner. Vous en étes digne. Le bon- 
heur finit toujours par récompenser 
celui qui agit selon sa conscience, 
droitement. 


& 


THE ILL WIND 


"THERE is a wind that blows across Life’s plain, 
To some blows good, to some blows ill; 
To you it comes like music’s sweetest strain, 
To me so bleak and chill. 


Why does the wind through all these weary years, 
While sweeping o’er the brine, 

Bring freighted argosies to line your piers, 
And shattered wrecks for mine? 


Why did the tempest turn from out its path 
To pass your mansion by, 

And on the humble cottage glut its wrath, 
Where my stark children lie? 


Why should it still pursue me as I go— 
Something with which my spirit vainly copes— 
To blast the golden harvests that I grow, 
And litter all the highway with my hopes? 


When Fate shall drop the distaff and the skein, 
And life no more allures, 

Perchance the wind will sing as sweet a strain 
Above my grave as yours. 


Sam Davis. 
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THE STORY OF STELLA 


By James Branch Cabell 


because her eyes were so like 

stars. It is a mere detail 
t there do not happen to be any 
blue stars. I am inclined to think 
that Nature subsequently observed 
this omission, and created Stella’s 
eyes to make up for it; at any rate, if 
you can imagine Aldebaran or Arc- 
turus polished up a bit, and set in a 
speedwell-cup, you will have a very 
fair idea of one of them. You can- 
not, however, picture to yourself the 
effect of the pair of them, as the 
human mind is limited. 

Really, though, their effect was 
somewhat curious. You noticed them 
casually, let us say; then, without 
warning, you ceased to notice any- 
thing. You simply grew foolish and 
gasped like a newly-hooked trout, and 
went suddenly mad and babbled as 
meaninglessly as a silly little rustic 
brook trotting under a bridge. I 
have seen the thing happen any num- 
ber of times. And, strangely enough, 
you liked it. Numbers of men would 
venture into the same room with those 
disconcerting eyes the very next even- 
ing, even appearing to seek them out, 
to court their perils, as it were—men 
who must have known perfectly well, 
either by report or experience, the 
unavoidable result of such conduct. 
For eventually it always ended in 
Stella’s being deeply surprised and 
grieved—in somebody’s Winter-gar- 
den, for choice—never having 
dreamed of such a thing, of course, and 
regarding you only as a dear, dear 
friend. Oh, she did it well, did 
Stella, and bore these frequent griefs 
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[| be named her Stella, I fancy, 
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and surprises with, I must protest, a 
most exemplary patience. 


But we appear to digress. Let us 
go back to the very beginning of the 
story—that is, to the place where I 
come into it. And, in advance, I warn 
you it is neither very humorous nor 
very pathetic; I fear it is not even 
especially interesting; for it treats of 
no stolen will, no rightful heir, no 
persecuted innocence nor of any such 
delectable matters. It is, indeed, a 
very paltry drama, written and staged 
by Destiny, that somewhat unin- 
ventive playwright. And my part 
therein is an unutterable minor one. 
I am only the chorus who comes in at 
intervals to make—I trust—sufficiently 
moral reflections on what the others 
are doing. 





When I first knew Stella she was 
fifteen—an unattractive age. There 
were a startling number of corners to 
her then, and she had but vague no- 
tions as to the management of her 
hands and feet. In consequence, they 
were perpetually turning up in un- 
expected places and surprising her 
by their size and number. Yes, 
she was very hopelessly fifteen; she 
laughed unnecessarily, in a nervous 
fashion that was exactly three keys 
higher than her natural voice, and 
patted down her skirts six times to 
the minute. It seems queer now to 
think that Cleopatra and Stella and 
Helen of Troy—all the famous fair 
ones of history—were like that at 
one time—hopelessly, unattractively 
fifteen. 
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As for myself, I was at this period 
very old—much older than it is ever 
permitted any one to be afterward. 
I had the most optimistic ideas as to 
my mustache, and was wont to en- 
courage it in secret places with the 
manicure-scissors. I still entertained 
the belief that girls were rather un- 
necessary nuisances, but I was begin- 
ning to perceive the expediency of 
concealing this opinion—even in pri- 
vate converse with my dearest chum, 
where, in our joyous interchange of 
various heresies, we touched upon this 
point very lightly, and, as I now sus- 
pect, somewhat consciously. 

All this was at a certain Summer 
resort, of which the name is neither 
here nor there. Stella and I and 
others of our age attended the hotel 
hops in the evening with religious 
punctuality, for our well-meaning eld- 
ers insisted that it amused us, and it 
was easier to go than to argue the 
point with them. At least, that was 
the viewpoint of the boys 

Stella has since sworn the girls 
liked it. I suspect in this statement 
a certain parsimony as to the truth. 
They giggled too much and were 
never entirely free from that haunting 
anxiety concerning their skirts. lI 
honestly believe we were all miser- 
able in unison. 

We danced together, Stella and I. 
We conversed, meanwhile, with careful 
disregard of the amenities of life. 
Each of us, you see, feared lest the 
other might suspect in some common 
courtesy an attempt at—there is 
really no other word—spooning. And 
spooning was absurd. 

Heigho! one lives and learns. 

I asked Stella to sit out a dance. I 
did this because I had heard a man 
with waxed mustachios and an abso- 
lutely piratical amount of whiskers 
make the same request of a young lady 
pink-gowned and pinched-in in the 
proper places and—er—expansive in 
the proper places. It was evident to 
my crescent intellect that such whisk- 
ers could do no wrong. 

Stella, I believe, was not wunin- 
fluenced by the example of the pinched- 








in and shouldered person. As I have 
said, her corners were multitudinous; 
and it is probable that those two queer 
little knobs I remember at the base 
of her throat would be apt to render 
their owner uncomfortable and en- 
vious of—let us say—more ample 
charms. At any rate, Stella giggled 
and consented, and I accordingly 
conducted her to the third piazza of 
the hotel 

‘here we found a world that was 
new to us. 

It was a world of sweet odors and 
strange lights, flooded with a kindly 
silence that was, somehow, composed 
of many lispings and trepidations and 
thin echoes. The night was warm, 
the sky all transparency. If the 
comparison were not manifestly ab 
surd, I would liken its pale color to that 
of blue plush rubbed against the nap. 
And in its radiance the stars bathed, 
large and bright and intimate, yet 
blurred somewhat, like shop-lights 
seen through a frosted pane; and the 
moon floated on it, crisp and clear as a 
new-minted coin. It was a Mid- 
summer moon, grave and glorious, 
that compelled the eye; and its shield 
was faintly marked, as though some 
Titan had breathed on its chill 
surface. Its light suffused the 
heavens and lay upon the earth be- 
neath us in broad splashes; and the 
foliage about us was dappled with its 
splendor, save in the open east, where 
the low, undulant hills wore it as a 
mantle. 

For the trees, mostly maples of 
slight stature, clustered thickly about 
the hotel, and their branches mingled 
in a restless pattern of black and 
silver and dim green, that mimicked 
the laughter of the sea under an April 
wind. Looking down from the piazza, 
above the tree-tops, it was strangely 
like the sea, and it gave one, somehow, 
much the same sense of remote, un- 
bounded spaces and of a beauty that 
was a little cruel. At times, whip- 
poorwills called to one another, eerie 
and shrill; but the distant music was 
a mere vibration in the night air, 
heavy with the scent of bruised grow 
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ing things and filled with the cool, 
healing magic of the moonlight. 

Taking it all in all, we had blun- 
dered upon a very beautiful place. 
And there we sat for a while and 
talked in an aimless fashion. 

Then, moved by some queer im- 
pulse, I stared over the railing for a 
little at this great, wonderful, am- 
biguous world, and said, solemnly: 

“It is good.”’ J 

“Yes,’’ said Stella, in a curious, 
quiet little voice; ‘‘it—it’s very large, 
isn’t it?’’ She looked out for a mo- 
ment over the tree-tops. “It dwarfs 
one, rather,’’ she said, at length. 

The stars are so big, and so—so 
uninterested.’’ Stella paused for an 
interval and then spoke with an un- 
certain laugh. ‘‘I—lI think I’m rather 
afraid.”’ 

“ Afraid?” I echoed. 

“Yes,” she said, vaguely; “of—of 
everything.” 

1 understood, I think. Even then I 
knew something of the frequent insuf- 
ficiency of words. 

“It’s a big world,” I said. 

“Tt’s all before us,”’ she went on. I 
think she had forgotten my existence. 
“It’s bringing us so many things—and 
we don’t know what any of them are. 
But we’ve got to take them—got to 
take them, whether we want to or not. 
It seems a little unfair, somehow. 
We've got to—got to grow up and—and 
marry and—die, whether we want to 
ornot. We'venochoice. And it may 
not matter, after all. Everything will 
go on as before, and the stars won't 
care, and what we've done and suffered 
may count for nothing—nothing!”’ 

As you justly observe, a highly im- 
probable speech for a girl of fifteen. I 
grant you that for an ordinary girl. 
In this case, we are speaking of Stella. 

Candor compels me to admit that 
both Stella and I were unusual chil- 
dren—much the sort of children, per- 
haps, that you were at fifteen. If you 
are quite honest, you will acknowledge 
that at that age you were a prodigy of 
some sort. Weall were. And it is 
precisely this belief that now leads you 
to question the probability of what I 
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am writing, and to deny to fifteen the 
power of thinking for itself. And why, 
pray? You weren't an absolute fool 
at fifteen, you know; you were aware 
of quite a number of things, if you 
will remember; and there were dry- 
throated times when the idea of death 
appalled you. But, of course, you 
were a very unusual child. Other 
children are different. 

The point which I wish to make is 
that they are not. 

“Are you afraid to die?”’ Stella asked, 
suddenly. 

“Rather,” I admitted. I really 
don’t know why I told the truth. 

“And yet we've got to—got to! 
Oh, I don’t see how people can go on 
living contentedly when that’s always 
drawing nearer—when they know 
they must die some day. Yet they 
dance and picnic and amuse them- 
selves as if they were going to live for- 
ever. I—oh, I don’t understand!” 

Upon my word, I believe we were 
both a little insane on this occasion. 
Otherwise, we would scarcely have 
grappled with precisely this topic. 

“They get accustomed to the idea, 
I suppose’’—after a futile pause. 
“We're rather like rats in a trap,” I 
suggested, poetically. ‘“‘We can bite 
the wires and go mad, if we like, or we 
can eat the cheese and make the best 
of it; either way, there’s no getting out 
till they come in the morning to kill 
us. 

“Yes,” sighed Stella; “I suppose 
we must make the best of it.” 

“It’s the only thing to do,”’ said I, 
dolefully. 

“ Yet—yet it’s all so big and indif- 
ferent!’’ she cried, after alittle. ‘‘ And 
we don’t know—we can’t know! — 
what it has in store for us!” 

““We'll make the best of that, too,’ 
I protested, stubbornly. 

Stella sighed again. ‘Yes,’ she 
assented; “still, I’m afraid.”’ 

“*T think I am—rather,”’ I conceded 
after reflection. 

There was a very long pause, now. 
Pitiful, ridiculous infants that we were, 
we were pondering, somewhat vaguely, 
but very solemnly, over certain mys- 
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teries of life and death we have since 
learned to accept with stolidity. We 
were very young, you see; to us the 
miracle of life was still a | 

ive, and we had not yet learn 


gard the universe as a more or less com- 


ittle impress- 


ed to re- 


fortable place thoughtfully constructed 
for us to reside 1 

Theretore, we sat close together, 
otelia nd I, and were deeply miuser- 
able over the Vl hmerz. After a lit- 


tle, a distant whippoorwill woke me 
m a chaos of reverie, and I turned 
to Stella [ had a vague sense that we 
were the only people left in the world, 
and I was very, very fond of her. 

Stella’s head was leaned backward 
Her lips were parted a little, and the 
moonlight glinted in her eyes. 

‘Don’t!’ said Stella, faintly. 

I did 

Upon my soul, it simply happened! 
It was a matter out of my volition, out 
of my planning. And, oh, the wonder 
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and sweetness an: “sacredness of it! 


and, oh, the pity that there is no sec- 
ond happening like that in all one’s life! 

Stella was not angry, as I had half 
expected. “That was dear of you,” 
he said, impulsively, ““but—but don't 
try to do it again.’’ There was the 
wisdom of all the centuries in this man- 
date of Stella’s as she rose to her feet. 
The spell was broken, utterly. ‘I 
think,”’ said Stella, in the voice of a 
eirl of fifteen, ‘‘I think we'd better go 
and dance now.”’ 


In the crude morning, I approached 
Stella, with a fatuous smile. She ap- 
parently both perceived and resented 
this—which was queer, as she never 
once looked at me. There was some- 
thing of great interest in the distance; 

he was flushed and indignant, and her 
eyes wouldn’t, couldn’t, didn’t turn 
for an instant in my direction. 

I fidgeted. 

“If,”’ said she, impersonally, “if you 
believe it was because of you, you are 
very much mistaken. It would have 
been the same with anybody—any- 
body! You don’t understand, and I 
don’t, either. Ihate you! Goaway!”’ 
And she stamped her ioot in a fine rage. 
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SET 


For the moment, I entertained a 
most un-Christian desire that Stella had 
been born a boy. In that case, | felt 
I really should have enjoyed sitting 
upon the back of her head, and grind- 
ing her nose into the dust and other 
wise persuading her to cry “‘ 'Nough! 
This pleasure eing denied me, | 
sought comfort in discourteous speech. 

‘Umph—huh!”’ said I, “‘ you think 
yourself so smart! Umph—huh!”’ 

l 


Thereupon, I| wisely) 


‘Dear me!”’ said Stella, wondering- 
ly, when I at last came back; “I should 
never have known you in the world! 
You've grown so fa—I mean, you're so 
well built. I’ve grown? Nonsenss« 
—and, besides, what do you expect 
me to do in six years?’—and, moreover, 
it’s very rude of you to speak of me in 
that manner—dquite as if 1 were a debt 
or a taste for strong drink! It’s reaily 
only French heels and a pompadour, 
and, of course, you can’t have this 
dance. It’s promised, and I hop, you 
know, frightfully. Of course, I haven't 
forgotten—how could 1?—when you 
were the most disagreeable boy I ever 
knew 

I ventured a suggestion that caused 
Stella to turn an attrac tive pink, and 
laugh. ‘ No,” said she, demurely; ‘I 
shall never—never—sit out another 
dance with you.”’ Subsequently: ‘ Our 
steps suit perfectly—heavens! you're 
the fifth man who's said that to-night 
and I’m sure it would be very silly and 
very tiresome to dance through life 
with anybody. Men are so absurd! 
Oh, yes, I tell them all—every one of 
them—that our steps suit—even when 
they have just ripped off a yard or so of 
flounce in an attempt to walk up the 
front of my dress. It makes them 
happy, poor things! and injures no- 
body. You liked it, you know; you 
grinned like a pleased cat. I—lI like 
cats, don’t you?”’ 

Later: ‘‘ That’s nonsense, you know,” 
said Stella, critically. ‘“‘Do you al- 
ways get red in the face when you make 
love? You’ve no idea how queer it 
makes you look.”’ 

Still later: “‘I—I don’t think I’m go- 
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THE STORY 
ing anywhere to-morrow afternoon,” 
said Stella. 


Shortly afterward, I asked Stella to 
marry me. Pretty much every fellow 
I knew had done this, you understand, 
and it is always a mistake to appear 
unnecessarily reserved or exclusive. 
She declined—with a fluency, by the 
way, that bespoke considerable prac- 
tice—and subsequently, as the story- 
books have it, was wedded to another. 

I have never quite understood why 
Harry asked me to be best man. How- 
ever, it at least enabled me to see this 
episode of Stella’s life from the inside, 
and to find it—oh, quite like other 
weddings! 

Something like this: 

‘“‘Look here!’’ he protested, at the 
last moment, as we lurked in the 
gloomy vestry; “‘look here, Henderson 
hasn’t blacked the soles of these da— 
blessed shoes! I'll look like an ass 
when it comes to the kneeling part— 
like an ass, I tell you! Good heavens, 
they'll look like tombstones!”’ 

“If you funk now,” I said, severely, 

[ll never help you get married again. 
Oh, sainted Moses in heaven! what have 
I done with that ring? There’s the or- 
gan! Good God, Harry, look at her!— 
simply look at her, man! Oh, you 
lucky devil! you lucky devil!” 

I spoke enviously, you understand, 
simply to encourage him. 

Followed a glaring of lights; a swish- 
ing of fans and the hum of dense, ex- 
pectant humanity; a blare of music; 
then Stella, an incredible, immaculate 
vision, with glad, shamed eyes. 

“so long as ye both may live?” 
ended the bishop. 

“T will,’”’ he quavered—with obvious 
uncertainty. 

Stella’s eyes were filled with unutter- 
able happiness and fear, but her voice 
was level. I found time to wonder at 
its steadiness, even though just about 
this time I resonantly burst a button off 
one of my gloves. I fancy they must 
have been rather tight. 

—and thereto;”’ said Stella, calmly, 
“I give thee my troth.” 
And subsequently they were Mendels- 
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sohned out of church, to the sat- 
isfaction of a large and critical audi- 
ence. I came down the aisle with an 
agreeable pink-haired cousin of Stella’s 
who had a mission in life—I forget 
what sort—and freckles. She proved 
very entertaining later in the evening. 

Yes, it was quite like other weddings 
—oh, quite like! I wonder I remem- 
ber it so well. 


Stella is making tea for me. 

“You're quite by way of being a 
gentleman,’ had been her greeting. 
Then, of a sudden, she rested both 
hands upon my breast. When she did 
that you tingled all over, in an ab- 
surdly agreeable fashion. ‘It was un- 
commonly decent of you to remember,”’ 
said this impulsive young woman. “It 
was dear of you! And the flowers were 
lovely.”’ 

“They ought to have been immor- 
telles, of course,’’ | apologized, ‘ but 
the florist was out of them.’’ I sat 
down, and sighed, pensively. ‘‘ Dear, 
dear!’’ said I, “to think it was five 
years ago I buried my dearest hopes 
and aspirations and—er—all that sort 
of thing.”’ 

‘“* Nonsense!’ said Stella, and selected 
a blue cup with dragons on it. “ At 
any rate,’’ she continued, “it’s very 
disagreeable of you to come here and— 
and prate like a death’s-head on my 
wedding anniversary.” 

“Dear me!”’ said I, with a fine sur- 
prise, ‘so it’s an anniversary with you, 
too?’’ She was absorbed in the sugar- 
bowl. ‘‘What a coincidence!”’ I sug- 
gested, pleasantly. 

I paused. The fire crackled. I 
sighed. 

“You're such poor company nowa- 
days,’ Stella reflected. ‘‘ You—you 
really ought to do something to enliven 
yourself.” After a little, she bright- 
ened as to the eyes, and concentrated 
them upon the tea-making, and ven- 
tured a suggestion. ‘‘Why not fall in 
love?”’ said Stella. The minx! 

‘I am,” I confided, venturing on 
sigh number two. 

“I don’t mean—anything silly,”’ said 
she, untruthfully. ‘Why,’ she con- 
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tinued, with some lack of relevance, 
““why not fall in love with somebody 
else?’’” Thereupon, I regret to say, her 
glance strayed toward the mirror. Oh, 
she was vain—I grant you that. But 
I must protest she had a perfect right 
to be. 

Yes,”’ said I, “‘that’s the reason. 

‘Nonsense!’”’ said Stella, and tossed 
her head. She now assumed her most 
matronly air, and did mysterious 
things with a perforated silver ball I 
was given to understand I had offended 


” 


by a severe compression of her lips, 
which, however, was not as effective as 
it might have been. The y twitched 
mutinously. 

Stella was all in pink, with gold 
things sparkling in unexpected places. 
I presume the gown was tucked and 
ruched and appliquéd, and had been 
subjected to other processes past the 
comprehension of trousered humanity; 
it was certainly becoming. I think 
there was an eighteenth-century flavor 
about it—it smacked, somehow, of a 
patched, mendacious, dainty woman- 
hood, and its artfulness was of a gallant 
sort that scorned to deceive. It defied 
you, it allured you, it conquered you at 
a glance. It might have been the last 
cry from the court of an innocent Louis 
Quinze. It was inimitable. Ah, if I 
were only a milliner, I would describe 
that gown for you in fitting fashion! 
As it is, set Beer and Paquin to dredge 
the dictionary, and they will still fail, 
asl havedone. For, after all, its great- 
est charm was that Stella wore it. 

Yet, it made of her—let us say, a 
marquise—a marquise out of Watteau 
or Fragonard. Upon my word, Stella 
in this gown seemed out of place save 
upon a high-backed stone bench—set in 
un allée of lime-trees, of course, and un- 
der a violet sky—with a sleek abbé or 
two for company and with be-ribboned 
gentlemen tinkling on their mandolins 
about her. I had really no choice but 
to regard her as an agreeable anachron- 
ism as she chatted with me and mixed 
hot water and sugar and lemon into os- 
tensible tea. She seemed quite out of 
place—and yet, somehow, I enter- 
tained no special desire to have her 
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different, or, indeed, otherwise than in 
t] iS Warm, colorful room, that con- 
sisted mostly of dim vistas where brass 
things blinked in the firelight. We 


had voted it cozier without lamps or 
candles; this odorous half-light was far 
more companionable. Odorous, I say, 
for there were a great number of pink 
roses about. I fancy some one must 
have sent them im honor of her fifth 
wedding anniversary 

“Harry says you talk to everybody 
resentfully and 


‘ ’” 1 ’ 
that way, quoth sne 


alter a pause 

“Oh!” said I. It was really no affair 
of Harry’s. 

“Harry’s getting fat,”’ 
presently 

Stella looked witheringly toward the 
region where my waist used to be. “ He 
isn’t!’’ said she, indignant. 

“Quite like a pig,’’ I continued, with 
relish. She objected to people being 
well-built. 

Silence. I stirred my tea. 

‘““Dear Harry!” said she. Then— 
oh, you know what happened, then! 
I protest that unless a woman is able 
to exercise a proper control over her 
countenance, she has no right to dis- 
cuss her husband with his bachelor 
friends. It only makes them feel like 
social outcasts and lumbering brut 
and Peeping Toms. If they know the 
husband well, it positively awes them; 
for, after all, it is a bit overwhelming 
this sudden vision of the simplicity, the 
credulity, the merciful blindness of 
women in certain matters. A bachelor 
has no business to know such things; it 
merely makes him envious and un- 
comfortable. 

Accordingly, “Stella,” said I, with 
firmness, “if you flaunt your connu- 
bial felicity in my face like that I shall 
go home.”’ 

She was utterly deaf to my righteous 
rebuke. “Harry’s in Boston,” she 
went on, looking absently into the fire. 
“TI had planned a little dinner for to- 
day, but he was compelled to go—busi- 
ness, you know. He’s doing so well 
nowadays,” she said, after a little, 
“that I’m quite proud of him. I in- 
tend for him to be a great lawyer—oh 


I announced, 
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much the greatest in America. | 
sha’n’t be content till then.” 

“H’'m!” said I. “H’m” seemed 
fairly non-committal and safe. 

‘Sometimes,’ Stella declared, ir- 
relevantly, ‘“‘I almost wish I had been 
born a man.” 

‘IT wish you had been,” quoth I, in 
gallant wise. ‘‘ There are so few really 
attractive men!”’ 

Stella looked up with a smile that 
was half sad. 

“T’m just a little butterfly-woman, 
aren't 1?’’ she asked. 

‘You are,”’ I asserted, with convic- 
tion, ‘‘a butterfly out of a queen’s 
garden—a marvelous pink-and-gold 
butterfly such as one sees only in 
dreams and—er—in a London panto- 
mime. You are a decided ornament 
to the garden,” I continued, hand- 
somely, ‘“‘and the roses bow down in 
admiration as you pass—er—at least, 
the masculine ones do,”’ | added, lamely. 

‘“Yes—we butterfles don’t love one 
another over-much, do we? Ah, well, 
it scarcely matters! We weren’t meant 
to be taken seriously, you know—only 
to play in the sunlight, and lend an air 
to the garden and—and amuse the 
roses, of course. After all,’’ Stella 
summed it up, “our duties are very 
simple; first, we're expected to pass 
through a certain number of cotillons 
and—and a certain number of various 
happenings in various Winter-gardens; 
then to make a suitable match—so as 
to enable the agreeable detrimentals to 
make love to us, in a faded, half-heart- 
ed fashion, with perfect safety—as 
you were doing just now, for instance. 
After that, we develop into bulbous 
haperons, and may aspire eventually 
to a kindly quarter of a column in the 
papers, and, possibly, the honor of hav- 
ing as many as two dinners put off on 
account of our death. Yes, it’s very 
simple. But, in heaven’s name,”’ cried 
Stella, with a sudden lift of speech, 
“how can any woman—for, after all, a 
woman is presumably a reasoning ani- 
mal—be content with such a life! Yet 
that’s everything—everything !—this 
big world offers us shallow-minded but- 
terfly-women!”’ 


Aug. 1903 
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Personally, I disapprove of this mor- 
bid, hysterical talk outside of a prob- 
lem novel; there, I approve of it heart- 
ily, on account of the considerable and 
harmless pleasure that is always to be 
derived from throwing the book into 
the fireplace. And, coming from Stella, 
this farrago astounded me. She was 
talking grave nonsense now, whereas 
Nature had, beyond doubt, planned her 
to discuss only the lighter sort. It 
was absurd, little Stella talking in this 
fashion—Stella, who, as we all knew, 
was only meant to be petted and flat- 
tered and flirted with. Stella—why, 
as she herself had said, it was impossi- 
ble to take Stella seriously! Such a 
thing was never intended. Such a 
thing was unthinkable. I had half a 
mind to laugh outright. 

I fancied, however, she was feeling a 
bit puiled down on this occasion; or, 
perhaps, staring at the fire had hypno- 
tized her into an unwholesome, morbid 
state; or—well, at any rate, she was 
very grave and very queer, and I didn’t 
like it. I preferred her chattering 
more breezy nonsense, and standing 
proverbs on their heads. 

Therefore, “Stella,’’ I admonished, 
““you've been reading something indi- 
gestible.”” I set down my teacup, and 
clasped my hands. ‘“ Don’t—don’t tell 
me,’ I pleaded, “that you want to 
vote!”’ 

She was absurdly grave. ‘The trou- 
ble is,” said she, judicially, “that I am 
not really a butterfly, for all my tinsel 
wings. Iam an ant.” 

“Oh,” said I, shamelessly, “I hadn’t 
heard! Niece or nephew?”’ 

The pun was bad, I admit. It failed 
to win a smile or even a reproof from 
the morbid young person opposite. 
“My grandfather,”’ said she, in medita- 
tion, ‘began as a clerk in a country- 
store. Oh, of course, we’ve discovered 
since that his ancestors came over with 
William the Conqueror, and that he 
was descended from any number of 
potentates. But he worked—teally 
worked, and was a success; and I fancy 
I’m prouder of him than I am of any 
of the emperors and things that make 
sucha fine showinthefamilytree. For 
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Iam like him. And I want my life to 
count, too—a hundred years from now 


[ want to be something more than a 
on a tombstone I—oh, I dare 
it’s only vanity.”’ she ended, with a 

“aM ana her nenal awick emile— 
ly alla l©CT UsUadl JUICK ITiii¢ a 


mile not always free from insolence, 


L é irel pie sing, mehow. 
It’s late hours,”’ | warned her, with 
fted forefinger, “late hours and too 
1. bridge and too m: weetmeats 
1 too much bothering over silly New 


idea What's the good of a 





1a being useful,’’ I demanded 

conclusivel when it’s so much easier 

nd so much more agreeable all around 
rr her to | adorable? ”’ 

She pouted. “Yes,” che assent: 
that my career—to |! dorabl 
It’s my one accomplishment she de- 
clared, unblushingly—yet, with some 
appearance of reason. After a little, 


€ Cc 

though, her gravity returned. ‘“‘ When 
I was a girl—oh, | dreamed of accom- 
plishing all sorts of beautiful, im- 
possible things! But, you see, there 
was really nothing I could do. 
Music, painting, writing—I tried 
them all, and the results were utterly 
hopeless. Besides, the women who 
succeed—the women with any per- 
sonal achievement to their credit 
—are always so—so queer-looking. 
I—I couldn’t be expected to give 
up my complexion for a career, you 
know, or to wear my hair like a golf- 
caddy’s. At any rate, I couldn’t make 
a success by myself. But there was 
one thing I could do—I could make a 
success of Harry. Andso,”’ said Stella, 
calmly, “I did it.’ 

I said nothing. It seemed expedient. 

‘“You know, he was a littl——”’ 

“Yes,’’ I assented, hastily. Harry 
had gone the pace notoriously, of 
course, but there was no need of raking 
that up. That was done with, long ago. 

“Well, he isn’t the least bit dissi- 
pated now. You knowheisn’t. That’s 
the first big thing I’ve done.”’ Stella 
checked it off with a pink-tipped finger. 
‘“Then—oh, I’ve helped him in lots of 
ways. He is doing splendidly in con- 
sequence, and—and it’s my part to see 
that the proper people are treated prop- 


erly.”’ Stella reflected a moment 
“There was that last appointment, for 
instance. I found that the awarding 
of it lay with that funny old Judge 
Willoughby, with the wart on his nose, 
and I asked him for it—not the wart, 
you understand—and got it. Wesim 
ply had him to dinner, and I was spe 
’ 


cially butterfly; I fluttered airily about, 
was as silly as I knew how to be, looked 
helpless and wore my best gown. He 


thought me a pretty little fool, and gave 
Harry the appointment. That’s only 
an instance, but it shows how I help.”’ 
Stella regarded me uncertainly. ‘“ You 
—you understand! 

Of a sudden, I understood a number 
of things—things that had puzzled me 
This was the meaning of Stella’s queer 
dinners, for instance; this was the ex- 
planation of those impossible men and 
of the women condensed in red satin 
and plastered with gems who fre- 
quented the house. Stella, incapable 
by nature of two consecutive ideas, 
was determined to become a person of 
influence, to manipulate unseen wires. 
Upon my soul, it would have been 
laughable had her earnestness not been 
pathetic! It was Columbine mimick- 
ing Semiramis, Stella posing to herself 
as an arbitress of fate. 

Yet—-yet it was true that Harry had 
made tremendous strides in his pro- 
fession, of late years. For a moment, 
I wondered—then I looked at this but- 
terfly young person opposite and 
frowned. ‘“‘I don’t like it,”’ said I, de- 
cisively. “It’s a bit cold-blooded. 
It—it isn’t worthy of you, Stella.” 

“It’s my career,”’ she flouted me, 
with shrugging shoulders. “It’s the 
one career the world—our world— 
has left me. And—and I’m doing it 
for Harry.”’ 

The absurd look that I objected to— 
on principle, understand—returned at 
this point in the conversation. I 
arose, resolutely. I was really unable 
to put up with such folly. Yet, some 
how, I was suggesting, idiotically: 

‘You love him?”’ 

“Of course,” she said; “why?” 

And—ah, well, it was very easy to 
see that she did. 
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“Oh, nothing—nothing in the 
world,”’ said I, brilliantly. ‘‘I—I just 
thought I would ask, that’s all.” 

Whereupon, I went away. 


Stella drove on fine afternoons, under 
the protection of a trim and preter- 
naturally grave tiger. The next after- 
noon was fine. As they passed me, I 
remember wondering in a vague fashion 
if the boy’s lot was not rather enviable. 
There might well be less attractive pro- 
fessions than to whirl through life be- 
hind Stella. One would rarely see her 
face, of course, but there would be com- 
pensations—the sense of her presence, 
the faint odor of her hair at times, 
blown scraps of her laughter, shreds 
of her talk, and, almost always, the 
piping of the sweet voice that was still 
so rare. Perhaps the conscienceless 
tiger listened when she was “seeing 
that the proper people were treated 
properly”? Yes, one would. Per- 
haps he ground his teeth? Well, one 
would, I fear. Perhaps——? 

There was a nod of recognition from 
Stella, and I lifted my hat as they 
bowled by toward the Park. I went 
down the Avenue, mildly resentful 
that she had not offered me a lift. 


A vagrant puff of wind was abroad 
in the Park that afternoon. It paused 
for a while to amuse itself with a stray 
bit of paper. At last, it grew tired of 
its plaything, and tossed it into the eyes 
of a sorrel horse. Prince lurched and 
bolted; and Rex, always a vicious 
brute, followed his mate. I fancy the 
vagabond wind must have laughed 
over that which ensued. 

After a little, it returned and lifted 
the bit of paper from the roadway— 
with a new respect, perhaps—and frol- 
icked with it over the close-shaven 
turf. It was amerry game they played 
there in the Spring sunlight. The 
paper fluttered a little, whirled over 
and over, and scampered off through 
the grass; then, with a gust of mirth, 
the wind was after it, gained upon it, 
lost ground in éddying about a tree, 
made up for it in the open, and at last 
chuckled over its playmate pinned to 
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the earth and flapping sharp, indignant 
protests. Then da capo. Oh, it was 
a merry game—a tireless game that 
lasted till the angry April sunset had 
flashed its last palpitant lance through 
the tree-trunks farther down the road- 
way. There were people there and 
broken wheels and shafts, and men 
were lifting a limp, white heap from 
among them. 

They played half-heartedly in the 
twilight until the night had grown too 
chilly for their sport. There was no 
more murder to be done; and so, the 
vagrant wind puffed out into nothing- 
ness, and the bit of paper was left alone, 
and the stars—the incurious stars— 
peered forth one by one. 


It was Stella’s aunt who sent for me 
that night. A wheezy hand-organ 
ground out its jigging tune below as 
her brief note told me what the casual 
wind had brought about. It was a 
despairing, hopeless, insistent air that 
shrilled and piped across the way. It 
seemed very fitting. 

The doctors feared—ah, well, tele- 
grams had failed to reach Harry in 
Boston. Harry was not in Boston, 
had not been in Boston. He could not 
be found. Did I think——? 

No, I thought none of the things that 
Stella’s aunt suggested. Of a sudden, 
I knew. I stood silent for a little and 
heard that damned, clutching tune 
cough and choke and end; | heard the 
renewed babblement of children; and I 
heard the organ clatter down the street, 
and set up a faint jingling in the dis- 
tance. And I knew with an unreason- 
ing surety. I pitied Stella now ineffa- 
bly—not for the maiming and crip- 
pling of her body, for the spoiling of 
that tender miracle, that white flower 
of flesh—but for the falling of her air- 
castle, the brave air-castle that to her 
meant everything. I knew what had 
happened. 

Later, I found Harry—no matter 
where. The French have a saying of 
infinite wisdom in their Ou a bu 
botra. The old vice had gripped him 
irresistibly, and he had stolen off to 
gratify it in secret—more grossly 
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worded, he had not been sober for a 
week. He was on the verge of col- 
lapse even when I told him—oh, with 
deliberate cruelty, | grant you—what 
had happened that afternoon. 

Then, swiftly, the collapse came. I 
could not—could not for very shame— 
bring this shivering, weeping imbecile 
to the bedside of Stella, who was per- 
haps to die that night. That was the 
news I brought to Stella’s aunt, 
through desolate streets already blanch- 
ing in the dawn. 

Stella was calling for Harry. We 
manufactured explanations. 


Nice customs curtsey to death. | 
m standing at Stella’s bedside, and 
the white-capped nurse has gone. 
There are dim lights about the room, 


and heavy carts lumber by in the dawn 
without. A petulant sparrow is cheep- 
ing somewhere 

“Tell me the truth,’’ says Stella, 
pleadingly. Her face, showing over 
billows of bed-clothes, is as pale as they. 
But beautiful—exceedingly beautiful 
is Stella’s face now that she is come to 
die. 

It heartened me tolietoher. Harry 
had been retained in the great Western 
Railroad case. He had been called to 
Denver, San Francisco—I forget where. 
He had kept it as a surprise for her. 
He was hurrying back now. He 
would arrive in two days. I showed 
her telegrams from him—clumsy for- 
geries | had concocted in the last half- 
hour. 

Oh, the story ran lamely, I grant 
you. But, vanity apart, I told it 
convincingly. Stella must and should 
die in content. My thoughts were 
strangely nimble, there was a devil- 
ish fluency in my speech, and lie after 
lie fitted somehow into an entity that 
surprised even me as it took plausi- 
ble form. And I had my reward. 
Little by little, the doubt died from 
her eyes as I lied stubbornly in the 
hushed silence; little by little, her 
cheeks flushed brighter, ever brighter, 
as I dilated on this wonderful suc- 
cess that had come to Harry, till at 
last her face was all aflame with hap- 





piness. Ah, she knew! She had 
dreamed of this, had worked for this 
for months past. But she had 
hardly dared hope for this much; she 
could not be certain even now whether 
it was the soup or her blue silk that 
had influenced Musgrave most po- 
tently. Both had been planned to 
wheedle him, to gain this glorious 
chance for Harry. Dear Harry! 

“You—you are sure you're not 
lying?’’ said Stella, and smiled as she 
spoke. She believed me infinitely. 

“Stella, before God, it’s true!” I 
lied, with fervor. “On my word of 
honor, it’s as I tell you!”” And my 
heart was sick within me as I thought 
of the stuttering brute, the painted 
female, the stench of liquor in the 
room— Ah, well, the God I called 
to witness strengthened me to smile 
back at Stella. 

“I believe you,’’ she said, simply 
“I—I’m glad. It’s a big thing for 
Harry.”” Her eyes widened in won- 
der and pride, and she dreamed for a 
moment of his brave future. But, 
of a sudden, her face fell. ‘ Dear, 
dear!’’ said Stella, petulantly; “I 
forgot. I shall be dead by then.”’ 

“Stella! Stella!’’ I cried, hoarsely; 
“why—why, nonsense, child! The 
doctor says—he is sure—’’ I had a 
horrible desire to laugh. It all seemed 
so grotesque. 

‘“‘Ah, I know,” she interrupted me. 
“I—I'’m a little afraid to die,” she 
went on, reflectively. “If one only 
knew—”’ Stella paused for a moment; 
then she smiled. ‘After all,” she 
said, “it isn’t as if I hadn’t ac- 
complished anything. I—I’ve made 
Harry. The ball’s at his feet now; 
he has only to kick it. And—and | 
helped.” 

“Yes,”’ said I. Oh, I grant you, 
my voice was shaken, broken out of 
all control. ‘You've helped. Why, 
you've done it all, Stella! There isn’t 
a young man in America with his 
prospects. In five years, he’ll be one 
of our greatest lawyers—everybody 
says so—everybody! And you've 
done it all, Stella—every bit of it! 
You've made a man of him, I tell you! 
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Look at what he was!—look at what 
he is! And—and you talk of leaving 
him now! Why, it’s preposterous! 
Harry needs you, I tell you—needs 
you to cajole the proper people and 
keep him steady and—and— Why, 
you artful young woman, how could 
he possibly get on without you, do 
you think? How—how could any of 
us get on without you? You must 
get well, I tell you! In—in a month, 
you'll be right as a trivet. You die! 
Why—why, nonsense!"” I laughed. 
[ feared I would never have done with 
laughing over the idea of Stella’s 
dying. 


‘‘T’ve done all I could. He doesn’t 


need me now.”’ Stella thought for a 
moment. “I think I shall know 


when he does anything especially big,” 
he went on, after consideration. 
‘God would be sure to tell me, you 
ee, because He understands how 
much it means to me. And I shall be 
proud—ah, yes, wherever I am, I shall 
be proud of Harry. You see, he 
didn’t really care about being a suc- 
cess. But I’m such a vain little cat 

o bent on making a noise in the 
world—that, I think, he did it more 
to please my vanity than anything 
else. I nagged him, frightfully, you 
know,”’ Stella confessed, with frank- 
ness, “but he was always patient. 
And he has never failed me—not 
once, though I know at times it was 
very hard for him—’”’ Stella sighed, 
and then laughed. “Yes,” said she, 
‘I think I’m satisfied with my life 
altogether. Somehow, I am sure I 
shall know when he’s a power in the 
world—a power for good, as he will 
be—and then I shall know my life 
counted for something. For I shall 
have helped. So I ought to sing 
Nunc Dimittis, oughtn’t I? Yes— 
[ think I’m quite satisfied,” Stella 
ended, judicially, and laughed again. 

[? Oh, yes, I was making an ass of 
myself. I have half a mind to do 
so now as I think of Stella and 
how gaily she went to meet her 


death 


> 


; 
l 


_ “Good-bye,” said she, after a little, 
in a tired voice. 
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“Good-bye, Stella,” said I. And I 
kissed her for the second time. 


A woman in mourning—mourning 
fluffed and furbelowed and jetted in 
a pleasing fashion that seemed mutely 
to beseech consolation of all marriage- 
able males—viewed me with a roving 
eye this morning as I heaped daffodils 
on Stella’s grave. I fancy she thought 
me sanctioned by church and law 
in what I had done—viewed me in 
my supposed recent bereavement and 
gauged my potentialities—viewed me, 
in short, with the glance of resigned 
and adventurous widowhood. 

My faith, if she had known!—if I 
had spoken my thought to her! 

‘‘Madame’’—let us imagine me, 
my hat raised, my voice grave— 
“the woman who lies here was a 
stranger to me. I did not know her. 
I knew that her eyes were very blue, 
that her hair was sunlight, that her 
voice had certain pleasing modula- 
tions: but I did not know the woman. 
And she cared nothing for me. I 
have brought her daffodils, because of 
all flowers she loved them chiefly, and 
because there is no one else who re- 
members this. It is the flower of 
Spring, and Stella—for that was her 
name, madame—died in the Spring of 
the year, in the Spring of her life; 
and daffodils, madame, are all white 
and gold, even as that handful of dust 
beneath us was when we buried it 
with a great flourish of crépe and 
lamentation, just two years since. 
Yet the dust here was tender flesh at 
one time, and it clad a brave heart; 
but we thought of it—I among the 
rest—as only a costly plaything with 
which some lucky man might while 
away his leisure hours. I believe 
now that it was something more. I 
believe—ah, well, my credo is of 
little consequence. But whatever this 
woman may have been, I did not 
know her.”’ 

I should like to do it. I can im- 
agine the stare, the squawk, the rust- 
ling furbelows, as madame flees from 
this grave madman. She would prob- 
ably have me arrested. 
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You see, I have come to think 
differently of Stella. At times, I re- 
nember her childish vanity, her child- 
ish, morbid views, her childish gusts 
of petulance and anger and mirth; 
and I smile—tenderly, yet I smil 

’ 


hen comes the memory of ote 


ec. 
la 
and myself in that ancient moon- 


light and our first talk of death— 


two infants peering into infinity, 
what afraid, somewhat puzzled; 
of Stella making tea in the firelight, 
and prattling of her heart’s secrets, 
lf-seriously, half in fun; of Stella 
striving to lift a very worthless man 
to a higher level and succeeding 
yes, for the time, succeeding; of Stella 
dying with a light heart, elate with 


uin dreams of Harry’s future and of 

i life that counted’’; and, irration- 
ally enough, perhaps, there seems a 
sequence somewhere—a whiff of trag- 
edy, faint yet pungent. And I picture 
her, a foiled, wistful little wraith, 
very lonely in eternity, regretful of 
the world she loved and of its absurd 
men, unhappy—for she could never 
be entirely happy without Harry— 
and, I fear, indignant; for Stella de- 
sired very heartily to be remembered 
he was very vain, you know—and 
we have all forgotten. Yes, I am 
quite sure that even as a wraith, 
Stella would be indignant, for she had 
a fine sense of her own merits. 

‘But I’m just a little butterfly- 
woman,’ she would say, sadly; then, 
with a quick smile, ‘“‘aren’t I?’’ And 
her eyes would be like stars—like big, 
blue stars—and afterward, her teeth 
would glint of a sudden, and in- 
umerable dimples would come into 
eing, and I would know she was 
never meant to be taken seriously. 

Heigho! let us avoid all sickly sen- 
rir 

You see, the world has advanced 


I 
} 
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Q 
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Miss Younc—You cruel thing! 


since Stella died—twice around the 
sun, from solstice to solstice, from 
Spring to Winter and back again, 
traveling through I forget how many 
millions of miles; and there have been 
wars and scandals and a host ol 
débutantes and any number of dinners; 
and, after all, the world is for the liv- 
ing. So we agreed unanimously that 
it was very sad; and the next week 
Emily Van Orden ran away with 
Tom Whately; and a few days later 
Alicia Wade’s husband died, and we 
debated whether or no Teddy An- 
struther would do the proper thing; 
and, in due course, we forgot Stella, 
just as Stella would have forgotten u 

And I? Well, I was very fond of 
Stella. It would be good to have her 
back—to have her back to jeer at me, 
to make me feel red and uncom- 
fortable and ridiculcus, to say rude 
things about my waist, to bedevil me 
in divers ways. Yes, it would be 
good. But, upon the whole, | am 
not sorry that Stella is gone. 

For there is Harry to be consid- 
ered. We can all agree that Harry 
is a good fellow, that he is making the 
most of Stella’s money while it lasts, 
and that he is nobody’s enemy but 
his own; but, I fancy, we have for- 
gotten the time when we expected 
him to become a great lawyer. We 
don’t expect that of Harry now; and 
we say, some of us, that he is nearing 
the end of his tether. At any rate, 
Harry is now in England, where his 
infatuation for Paquita—you may 
recall her as the dancer who boxed a 
royal ear not long ago—is tolerably 
notorious. And as_ Stella loved 
him—— 

Well, as it was, I took the daffodils 
to Stella. She was always vain, was 
Stella; it would have grieved her, had 
no one remembered. 
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SHE OWED HER 


N | ISS PASSEE—I should like to see a young man try to kiss me. 
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THE UNPOSSESSED 


Y Heart’s Desire hath led me 
Through barren lands and vain, 

And bitter bread she fed me, 

And bade me drink of pain. 
Ah, me! I climbed a weary way 

To heights of her disdain, 
Yet would I give the years I live 

To walk the path again. 





The Heart’s Possessed beside me 

Leads me a level way; 

There may no ill betide me, 
No thirst or famine stay. 

She hath no wish but wish of mine, 
No joy save to obey, 

And at my side her form must bide 
Until my dying day. 
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| My Heart’s Possessed hath stilled me 

From all unrest malign; 

: Yea, eased the hope that thrilled me 
With too keen pain and fine. 

’ Yet, O my Heart, my Heart’s Desire, 
My ungained dream divine, 

That never turned the while I yearned 

L Nor closed her hands in mine! 
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EDUCATIONAL ITEM 


HELEN Scott. 





oe HAvE you heard the latest educational item?”’ asked Biggs. 
“No,” replied Wiggs; “‘what is it?”’ 
“They have just decided,” said Biggs, ‘‘to rewrite the primer in words of 
five syllables for Boston children.” 


4 2& 


REGGIE’S CONCLUSION 


: 
i 
; 


“ (4, mama!”’ shouted Little Reggie, as he ran to his mother in great glee, 
“what do you think? I was just over there where they’re putting up 

the circus, and they're filling the ring all full of breakfast food.’ 
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ABSORPTION 


2? ELOVED, in the still deeps of thine eyes 
Absorb my soul, that | may know no more 
The pain of separation! I implore 
Thy Self to take me in, and solemnize 
My union with thee in some mystic wise 
I would no more be I, but would explore, 
As thee, thy soul’s dim temple, and adore 
Therein, as thee, with secret sacrifice. 


Oh, let me die to Self, and find rebirth 
In some fair body as one soul with thee! 
There are no purposes in life for me, 

But as thy complement; nor any worth 

In all the fame and splendor of the earth— 
Unless one perfect spirit we may be. 


& 


JUST SO 


E.LsaA BARKER. 


\ | RS. HOON—Mrs. Kidder’s baby fell out of a second-story window yesterday, 
4 and wasn't hurt a bit. Doesn’t that seem strange? 
Mr. Hoon—Well, I don’t know. Perhaps it is a bouncing boy. 
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THE COMMON FATE 
DAN CUPID limped into his office, 
All battered and bruised was his head; 


A bandage and splints graced his person— 
“‘IT umpired a love-match,”’ he said. 


mé 


DARWINIAN 


FIRST MONKEY—It seems to be a toss-up whether man is descended from 
us. 


Seconp MonKkEy—Yes, it’s heads, they win; tails, we win. 
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HANDSOME JACK 





By Elias Lisle 


HEN Handsome Jack first 

\ struck the old Skopa Ranch, 
the boys didn’t just take to 

im. In the first place, he was a 
tranger. In the second place, he was 
a swell—no missing that. Then he 
looked about as chummy as a rattle- 
weed. Nobody knew his name; 
nobody knew where he came from; 
nobody knew how he got his place, or 
vhy, or how long he’d stick—or noth- 
ing. One thing was sure, though—he 


5 


1 


was onto his job, even if we weren't 
onto him. A girl down at Red Bottle 
nicknamed him Handsome Jack one 
day, and the outfit took it up because 
the name fitted. We had to call him 
something, and he wasn’t the sort of 
guy you can say “Here you!”’ to, or 
whistle when you want him. Some 
of the ladies at the station thought he 
was, but they found out pretty quick 
he didn’t know they were alive. 
That was another queer thing about 
him—until we learned. 

It was Limbo Aleck that first made 
Jack solid with the boys. He rolled 
in from the highlands one day, with 
the red liquor inside showin’ pink 
through his skin. 

“Well, well, well!” he says, sizin’ 
Jack up. ‘‘ Who knocked that off the 
parlor mantel?” 

Nobody said nothing, and Jack 
didn’t make a move. 

“Finished real delicate, ain’t he?’”’ 
Aleck pursued. ‘‘ Where's the plush- 
lined box you came in, Marmaduke?”’ 

Jack was just as thoughtful as a 
lizard in the sunshine. Accourse, 
Aleck had ought.to have knowed that 
any man with the nerve to sit still 
and take that without a quiver is to 
153 


be approached with caution. But 
Aleck was nothin’ but a megaphone 
for the Old Booze to holler through. 
He ground out a few more observa- 
tions; then, over he goes and pats 
Jack on the head real patronizing- 
like. Aleck’s hand weighs about 
twenty pounds, and his manners are 
mighty ornery when he wants to 
make ’em. Jack was real put out. 
He got up and swatted Aleck one in 
the jaw that would have knocked his 
head lopsided, if he hadn’t swatted 
him the mate to it in the other jaw 
to set it on straight again. Talk 
about sinking softly to rest! Aleck 
stretched out so comfortable he 
didn’t wake up for near an hour. 
Did he apologize? Not just exactly. 
Couldn’t, because he had to wear 
his jaw in a sling for a week, and by 
that time the scrap was outlawed. 
Naturally, we all treated Hand- 
some Jack some considerate after 
that, particularly as we'd already 
made out that he could ride more 
than a few, and that his gun-record 
was in the Handle-with-care class. 
Only for one thing he'd ’a’ been 
mighty popular: he was so blame’ 
reserved |—never said a word about his 
own affairs. Yes, sir, he was a sure- 
enough shy and shrinking violet when 
it came to anything about himself. 
Why, he shot as pretty a hole as you 
ever saw through Dutch Peter’s left 
ear, because Dutch asked him what 
brand he wore when he was on 
the home ranch. Dutch said it was 
a pretty tart answer to what was 
meant for a civil question, but he 
never laid it up against Jack. They 
got to be good friends, after a 
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while, and right up to the finish, if 
ack spoke to Dutch on the side of 
the frilled ear, Dutch’d turn around 
the other way, and sa 

[Try it on this side, old man 
That one’s kinder sore on you yet 


I 


down to meet the train, and get a 


Cc t 


line on some overdue express, and, 
while we were collecting explana- 
tions from the conductor, there was 
a little stir down where the one { 
senger car d, and a woman got o 
You could tell in a second by het t 
and style that ie was blooded st 
‘Lord Harry!” says Dut 
What's that doin’ in this apology for 


hell?”’ he says. Don’t go thinking 
now that Red Bottle ain’t as nice a 


little berg as need be, with four places 
where you can get first-class liquor, 
and a faro game with French plate 
mirrors. But it did look kind of 
mean and shabby, with her for a centre- 
piece. And she was some  flam- 


gasted, too, lookin’ around kind of 
uncertain and helpless. We had a 
chance to size her up good—and we 
did. Says I to Dutch 

“Well, I'll be everlastingly sg 

‘Same here,’’ he says, interrupting. 
Then he took another look, and he 
says, “‘That’s the only job God ever 
did that’s better than Handsome 
Ja . 

Now, Dutch is a gentleman all 
right, and he means well, but his 
bazoo ain’t always tuned as sweet and 
low as a Summer zephyr, and the lady 
must have heard at least part of what 
he said, for there was a kind l 





of smil 
in her eyes as she walked right up to us 

‘Are you from the Skopa Ranch?” 
she says, and her voice was the last 
finishing touch to make a man want 
to lie right down in the dust before her. 

“Ye-yes, ma’am,”” says Dut tak- 
ing off his hat. I was standing like a 
locoed colt staring at her, till Dutch, 
who was strong on genteelness, twists 
his mouth sideways, and growls at 
me: 

‘Shake that head-bag, you Kivyote, 
or I'll shoot it off.”’ 


I 
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By the time I got my hat stuffed 
into my shirt-front, 1 began to come 
to, and realize that the lady wanted 


id somebody at the ranch. 
, How d es one get there?”’ she 
: | 





You climb onto a bronc, ma’am, 
Say ] € el to pl ise, , an’ hik 
1:1. 
ILKE 

Shut !’’ snorts Dutch. “It’s 

+ ] y ] 

FOOad Uwe { mi Ina am I 

to het 

Can’t I get a carriage, a cart- 
{ thing to take m« 

“* Norolling stock short of the rancl 
says Dutch, “except the ticket-agent 
icvcl Limbo Aleck shot a hole in 
the tire of that last week, to see what 
kind of wind was inside.”’ 

“I want to find some one—a 
=> * ] ed } . “+4 . . aa | 
riend, she sa , alter a minute. I 


f 

i 

1 | <r *% * 1 . - ry) 5 | 

neard ou speak of Handsome Jac i 
| 7 rt 4 Ss. 5 | = a¢ > 

Is he—? What is his other name 


raph, ma’am 


. T : 7 _ o¢ , i; 7 " ar ~. 
says Uutch, turning his ione-star eat 
toward her. ‘‘That’s as near as any 
me her ver can ‘ finding } 
one nere ever©r Cz Oo finding out fi 
name¢ 

“Oh, it’s a dog, then,” she said, 


disappointed. “And he bit you 
there?’ 

“I'd hate to call him that, 
exceptin’ by cable,’’ Dutch repli 
‘And he didn’t bite me, he shot me 

“I’m sure it’s not Eric,”’ she said, 
looking ratherstartled. ‘‘ He wouldn't 
be so murderous.”’ 


[It ain’t murder in this country t 


naam, 


shoot a man’s ear off, miss,”’ I put in 
“And, as for Eric, Jack looks like 
that might be his real name. 

“What does he look like?” she 
asked, eagerly. “Is he tall and dar! 


with a brown mustache——? 


‘Beggin’ your pardon, lady,”’ says 
Dutch, “if you was a little darker 


you’d be a marker for his sister, 
wouldn’t she, Simon?”’ 

“No, not that,’’ she says, very 
quiet; but the color came up in her 
face, so I was sorry for her. I wanted 
to kick Dutch, but I held in on her 
account. Maybe she'd ’a’ thought it 
wasn't polite. ‘Tell me more about 


him,’’ says she 
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“Well, he’s medium tall,” I says, 
‘with small hands and a hell of a grip— 
Ow! Oh!” 

‘Yes, yes,’’shesays,eager. ‘“ Please 
lon’t interrupt him,” she says to 
Dutch, so severe that I bet he was 

rrv he jolted me in the stomach. 

Slim built, and a swell, I guess,”’ 
uts in Dutch, while I was swallowin’ 
reeze. ‘‘Oh, and he’s got a big scar 
ver his right temple.”’ 

It’s Eric!’’ she says, with a gasp. 

Take me to him. No; | must be 
sure. You'll go ahead, won't you, 
and ask him if he’s Eric?”’ 

‘*Excuse me!” says Dutch, rubbing 
is bum ear. “Curiosity ain’t my 
besettin’ sin, ma’am.’’ 

Nor courtesy,” she cries, flashing 
1 look at him. But, in a second, she 
ut her hand on his arm. “I’m 
4 ‘You've been very 


7 


rry,’’ she says. 
od, both of you.”’ 

“Oh. hell!’” Dutch busts out. 

What’s an ear or two between friends? 
I'll do it. Take my horse, ma’am, 
ind I’ll borrow one.”’ 

All the way out, her talk was like the 
singing of a Spring robin, until we 
neared the ranch. Then she quieted 
down. It was Handsome Jack’s night 
trick that day, and I figured Dutch 
wouldn't have to risk his features, for 
we'd just about catch him coming up 
rom the river after his swim. So we 
did. As we rode up the rise he come 
over the top of it. She gave a little 
cry that fluttered in her throat, and 
rode ahead. 

‘Laddy!”’ she says; ““my Laddy!” 

[ never knew a full-grown man could 
fall off a horse asleep or awake, but 
Jack came near to it then. 

Helen!” he says, with a great ring 
joy in his voice; but his face was like 
a sick man’s. 

‘Laddy,” she says again, “I’ve 

yme—lI had to.”’ 

He was off his horse, and beside her. 

‘And where is he?’’ Jack says, look- 
ing at her hard. She made a gesture 
like throwing away something worth- 
less. “‘You must go back,” he says. 
‘This is no place for you. I can’t look 
after you. I’m on duty to-night. My 
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God, Helen, why did you come to tor- 
ture me?”’ 

Down she slipped from the saddle, 
and put her two hands on Jack’s shoul- 
der. They were the two most beauti- 
ful creatures I ever laid eyes on. For 
them, there was nobody else in the 
world just then, I reckon. 

“There's a picture,’’ I remarks to 
Dutch. 

“Yes, but not for us to rubber at. 
We've got a date to size up the sunset 
from down by the river-bed. Hike 
along!”’ : 

Dutch was a sure-enough gentleman, 
even if he was a little slow about it. 
We hiked, but, as we went along, I 
heard her voice, with the thrill of music 
in it, say: 

“T’ll ride out with you to-night, 
Eric; and, to-morrow——-”’ 


It was early the next morning that 
Dutch and I met her. There was 
something changed about her. Her 
voice was softer, and her face was be- 
tween joy and sadness, so that you 
couldn’t tell which it was. She rode 
up to us, and asked us could we ride 
back to the train with her. All the 
way she was very silent, yet, some way, 
I felt as if we had sort of become 
friends; as near as might be between 
a beautiful, high-toned woman like that 
and two rough ones like Dutch and me. 
At the station, she took our hands, one 
in each of her little ones, and she says: 

‘““When we are happy, some day, he 
and I, you are to come and see us. [I 
want you to remember me always.” 

Then, she handed Dutch a little par- 
cel. ‘If you don’t hear from me with- 
in a week, give it to him for me. Good- 
bye.” 

Within a week she said, so she 
couldn’t have known what was com- 
ing. On the way back, we found 
Jack’s body. He must have shot him- 
self as soon as she left. Dutch sat 
down and cried like a baby. He was 
for riding back to Red Bottle, and 
sending telegrams and things to her— 
which was a wild idea, considering we 
didn’t know her name, let alone her 
address. 
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We buried Handsome Jack, without 
any name on his tombstone—for a 
good reason. Maybe we could have 
got one from the packet she gave us. 
I wanted Dutch to open it, but he 
wouldn't have it 

‘*No,” he said; “‘you know how re- 
served Jack was. If he was here and 


seen me open it, like as not he’d shoot 
my other ear off. No, he didn’t want 
no name, and he ain't going to get 
none. We'll just bury the package 
with him.”’ 


And we did. 

Three weeks later, Dutch and I had 
got hold of a newspaper and split it 
I’d got first draw, and was reading the 
matrimonial advertisements, when | 
heard Dutch cuss kind of constrained 
and unnatural. There he stood, star- 
ing at the paper he held, with a twisted 
lace. 

“Anything wrong at home, Dutch?” 
I asked 

‘No,” he said. The paper dropped 
out of his hands. I picked it up and 
handed it to him. He was all in 

Simon,”’ he says, ‘‘the Princess!”’ 
Did I tell you that we'd called her that 
when we talked about her? It seemed 
to fit as well as the other name fitted 
him. 

“What about her? You've found 
out who she is?’’ 

With his finger on a big, splurgy 
head-line, he handed me the paper. 
The piece told of the death of a big rail- 


S 


road official’s wife, supposedly from 
brain fever following a shock, ‘‘soon 
after a mysterious trip to Montana.” 
I looked at Dutch. He nodded his 
head. 

“It’s her,”’ he said. 

For a minute, it froze me cold. To 
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think of Handsome Jack lying out ther 
alone by the riverside, and the Prin 
cess, she that seemed all made of 
beauty and music and warm colors and 
happiness, dying right after it! 

““Dutch!”’ says l—and to save me | 
couldn’t keep my voice st idy— 
“Dutch, I feel like I’d lost money!”’ 

‘*How did he ever send her away?” 
says Dutch, like a man arguing with 
somebody. ‘‘How could he have the 
nerve, and her with that pleadin’ look 
in hereyes? Why, I never could have 
done it in God’s wide, green world! 
Jack must have been made of chilled 
steel. “He killed her when he killed 
himself.”’ 

“But ain’t it a queer game?”’ I say 
‘her dying that way without knowing 
of his death? Maybe she did know 
Looks like one of those fancy mind- 
reading games——”’ 

‘Looks like fancy hell!’’ says Dutch 
‘She knew it from the letter I took off 
his body, and mailed to her.”’ 

“I didn’t see you take any letter.” 

“You wasn’t meant to.” 

‘Then you knew her name right 
along?” 

““Simon,”’ says Dutch, “‘I don’t know 
her name, and I never did know it, and 
1ever will. I’ve forgotten all about it. 
See? So have you. And, if you ever 
get a hunch that you haven’t, I’ll shoot 
your damned head so full of holes you 
can use it for a sieve.”’ 

Dutch certainly had a mighty em- 
phatic way about him some folks 
mightn’t like; but I reckon he was 
He’s a gentleman, Dutch is; 
I'll back him to know what’s 
the square thing. I never did have 
much of a memory for names, any- 
way. 
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HE EXPLAINS 


wa AKESIDE has two single daughters and an unmarried one.” 
— 


“Why the distinction ?’’ 


‘The unmarried one is divorced.” 
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OFF WITH THE OLD 


By Edward Boltwood 


_ 
— 


& T the door of the Brookeses’ 
\ house, my balance of resolu- 

tion was thrown out of ad- 
ustment by old Mason, who turned 
the knob. Butlers should be changed 
every decade; deliver me, for one, 
from the anciént family servant. 
Mason grinned respectfully. 

“Mr. Robert,” he purred, as if I 
were in college. 

“I have not seen you for a long 
time, Mason,” I said, stiffly. “Is 
liss Agatha at——?”’ 

Now, I had carefully schemed to 
use her last name. 

If you will wait in the drawing- 
room, Mr. Rob.’’ And Mason was 
rone, 

So I crossed the threshold with my 
plan of campaign ruffled. Even the 
utler had done his best to set me at 
mce on the old and dangerous plane 
f intimacy. 

In the drawing-room, the Brookes 

mates served the same disturbing 
purpose. I recognized, for example, 

porcelain shepherd and his shep- 
herdess, about whom Agatha and I 
ked the Winter before she came out. 
caught myself hunting for friends 
nd finding them—a twisted candela- 
rum, a miniature of Aunt Juliana, 
carved chair with ingenious spikes 
to stick into your spine. Really, how 
bsurd it was that, after so prolonged 
residence in Europe, the Brookeses 
hould return to New York with this 
painfully familiar bric-&-brac! 

The clock on the mantel began to 

uund five. It used to catch on the 
third tinkle, and was invariably a 
quarter fast—at least, so Agatha 
claimed whenever she was late for an 


157 


appointment with me, which was 
often. One, two, and now the third 
stroke jangled. I sighed, and con- 
sulted my watch. The clock was 
fifteen minutes ahead of time. 

However, I carry a portrait of 
Susan inside my watch-case. The 
habit is commonplace, but comfort- 
ing. Accordingly, I looked at Susan 
and was comforted. The thing had 
to be done, somehow. There was a 
flurry of the portiéres. 

“Rob!”’ Agatha gave me her hands, 
and, naturally, I took them—both of 
them. She has extremely nice hands. 
We sat down. I secured the chair 
with the spikes. 

“You see, I lost no time in coming, 
Agatha. I took you at your word.” 
“Of course.”’ 

“Of course?” Already, I was 
clutching at the conventional straw 
of reminiscence. ‘‘You once hated 
people who took you at your word— 
‘duff-muffs,’ I think you called 
them.”’ 

Agatha laughed, crinkling her eyes. 
“I do still; but in this case, it’s differ- 
ent.” 

A man is sensible to be on guard 
when Agatha crinkles her eyes. 

“In this case,’’ she went on, “you 
knew that I am quite as anxious to 
see you as you are to see me—and 
more so, probably.” 

“Did you like Mentone?” I de- 
manded, sternly. 

“Not in the least,” said Agatha 
‘“‘But Mentone liked me, which was 
more important, on the whole.” 

“Mentone is human.”” This would 
not do; it was necessary, at any cost, 
to play the brother. “ Mentone liked 
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you because you are clever,”’ | ex- 
plained, pompously, “and good.”’ 

‘One must be clever to stay good 
in Mentone. Then there were St. 
Petersburg and Buda-Pesth and the 
Isle of Wight. We yote from Gib to 
Alexandria.” 

“Vote?” 

“Past tense of verb, ‘to yacht.’ 
And I think you might have written 
me.” 

“Quite true,”’ I assented. “But if 
I had, I would have nothing to tell you 
now.” 

“Well!” Agatha’s scorn was as 
charming as ever. “You are telling 
me absolutely nothing, as it is.’’ 

“True again.’’ And I thought des- 
perately of Susan. 

“Why don’t you recite some of 
those unwritten letters?”’ 

“That's a fine scheme,”’ said I, med- 
itating. It was an excellent scheme, 
but the trouble was that I had re- 
hearsed an entirely different method 
of imparting the news. However, 
“*Dear Agatha—’” I began, and 
balked. 

“Expressive,” she commented, en- 
couragingly, “but brief. I presume 
you would have cabled it. What was 
the date of that letter?” 

“I haven't finished. The date is a 
year ago.” 

““We were in Derbyshire with three 
dukes. Proceed, sir.”’ 

“*Dear Agatha: I am sure you are 
not changed a bit.’”’ 

“You can be positive,” she inter- 
polated, dropping her delightful, brown 
eyelashes. 

My heart also dropped for the frac- 
tion of a trifle. Could it be possible 
that she still imagined that she——? 

“Don’t interrupt,’’ I advised. ‘“‘To 
continue: ‘I am sure you are not 
changed a bit. I am not changed, 
either.’’ 

“What on earth could change us?” 
asked Agatha. 

“Well, an auto accident,” I sug- 
gested, boorishly. 

“I'm serious. Rob, we have always 
been such reliable chums!” 

She reached out an impulsive hand. 
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My backbone became panicky, or was 
it the carving on the chair? At all 
events, | shifted to the divan beside 
her. 
‘*Dear Agatha!” I exclaimed. 
“Another letter?’’ said she, inno- 


Chums is the very word I want to 
talk about. Suppose something should 
hay pen to make a difference in that?’’ 

She raised her eyes, and frowned 
straight at me. I did not know where 
to look, and so I looked at Agatha 
Whereupon, she frowned the harder 
and the more becomingly. 

** Pay attention to me,”’ she directed 

“Ah. who wouldn’t?”’ said I. 

**Rob, dear—” her tone altered to 
what I used to call her stained-gl: 
voice—*‘ Rob, you make me think that 
we must understand things together as 
we never did before. Oh, why can’t 
we be children always? There never 
was any difficulty about understanding 
then. Can’t we be wise now, like 
children—in spite of the nonsense that 
is bound to come, I suppose, to every 
man—and woman?” 

Involuntarily, my fingers pushed 
themselves into my pocket and around 
the watch. 

“Your letter is unfinished,”’ hinted 
Miss Brookes. 

“Yes—Yours faithfully, Robert 
Cryder,’”’ I concluded. 

“Rather terse,” she pronounced, 
critically. ‘‘ Nevertheless, I have a 
sweet disposition, and I shall answer 
st.” 

Agatha dominated a dusky corner 
of the divan. She was molded into a 
gown of a sort of bluish gray or grayish 
blue—well, I haven’t much of a no- 
tion about her gown, for the reason 
that her face was sufficient to engag: 
the entire attention of any number of 
men from one to a million. Of course, 
I realized before that Agatha was beau 
tiful, but now— Ah, Susan, Susan! 

Agatha commenced her fanciful let 
ter soberly, leaning forward so that a 
sunbeam fell on the bronze hair. 

“*Dear Robert: No matter how 
many new people I meet, I remember 
my most perfect pal.’” 
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“Thank you,” I acknowledged; “ but 
dare I put it—sententious?” 

“Did you say sentimental?”’ cried 
Agatha. 

‘I did not,” I replied, loftily. 

Sentimental, indeed!’’ 

Agatha held me for a second in her 
eyes. ‘“‘Sentiment is part of the non- 

nse that’s bound to happen,” she 
murmured, and turned her head. 

It seemed incredible, but there was a 
tear in her voice. And, hang it all, 
why did she look shivery and pitiful, 
as if she needed to be kissed? Heaven 
knows I couldn’t kiss her! Disaster 
was ever the result of this confessional 
business. I swung nearer to Agatha 
n the divan. 

‘There are worse things than senti- 

ent,’’ said I. Now that the time 
had come, I croaked like a raven, just 
as lexpected. “I’ve been sentimental 
in your absence—irredeemably senti- 
mental.”’ 

She made a little gesture of protest. 

“T mean it, Agatha. Sentimental 
in altogether a new way.” 

“Must you go on?’ There were 

il tears in her eyes now. 

“T’m afraid so. Last Summer, I 
found a spot in my heart I didn’t sus- 

ct before. It had been covered up 

’ stuff that doesn’t count. Am I to 
blame? And the finding of it changed 
ll of my life for me, except our friend- 
hip; it “2 

Agatha took a long breath, and 

juared her shoulders. 

“You can’t go on, dear,”’ she said, 
gently. 
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“Why not? I must tell you. I 
came to-day on purpose to tell you 
It is best for both of us to get it over 
with.” 

She glanced at me more softly and 
more pitifully than is imaginable. 

“Rob, I am engaged to be married,” 
said Agatha. 

“Oh, may the good Lord deliver 
us!’’ l ejaculated, piously. “Soam I.” 

For the instant, we were not less pet- 
rified than the shepherd and his sweet- 
heart on the mantel. Then, Agatha 
pounded her knee three times in an ex- 
ceedingly vulgar fashion. 

“IT am glad,” she gasped, and 
laughed until her cheeks were wet. 

““That’s evident,’’ I observed, as 
soon as I could observe anything. 
“When you are through being so 
violently glad, I'll congratulate 
you.” 

“But I was afraid to tell you,” she 
panted, groping for her handkerchief. 
“Afraid it might hurt you! How did 
I know what notions you might have 
about our old affection? Rob, why 
didn’t you speak of your engagement 
the first minute I came into this 
room?”’ 

“Who is he?’’ I temporized. 

““Who is she?”’ retorted Agatha. 

3ut I maintained a discreet silence 
while she related glowing: particulars 
about Sir Gilbert Stratton, after which 
Agatha listened sympathetically to my 
Susanic rhapsody. 

I had managed to do pretty well, 
considering. The credit, however, was 
perhaps not entirely mine. 
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SUCCESSFUL 


ER aim was never very good, 
Yet well it played its part; 
She threw herself at Cholly’s head 
And hit the fellow’s heart. 


eae 


in his bed. 





\ ANY an oyster who finds himself at a swell banquet would rather be at home 
4 
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DUST 


GPURNED by the foot, its mystery blows, 
Dust of the galley, dust of a king, 

Of lover who sang love's deathless rose— 
The laughter of Time is a silent thing. 

Dust of the lute and of lips that are dead; 
Golden lily and flowering quince, 

Pain forgotten and passion fled, 
Hearts that have loved and wept long since. 


Seed of the mold and of winding-sheet, 
Grain of gold from a crumbled crown, 
Myrrh and aloe and time-spent sweet 
Dust, on a breath of the East blown down 


Snared in a web of wind and of sun, 
Mingle and mix they, serf and king, 

Strij e and sceptre at last are one— 
The laughter of Time is a silent thing. 


VIRGINIA WoopwarRp CLovup. 


A REMINDER OF HER FAILURE 


HE WIFE—The idea of your coming home in this condition! I am ashamed 


of you! 
Tue HusBanp (who has been out with the boys)—You (hic) ought to be 


(hic) ‘shamed of yourself. Didn’t you (hic) marry me to reform me? 


€ 


HOW IT WAS DONE 


66 + THOUGHT Miss Plumpleigh figured on marrying Jack.” 
“So she did, but another girl with more money outfigured her.’ 


# 


N ISS HOMELY—I find this balm excellent for preserving the face 
Miss Cynic—But why do you wish to preserve your face? 
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HE Summer-time Erect Form is made of 

white batiste, a special cloth, “light as 
a feather, yet sturdy as leather.” It is the one 
corset which does not show ridges at bust and 
hip when worn with light-weight dresses. 40 
distinct shapes in both long hip effects (with 
and without attached supporters) and stan- 
dard styles. 


“Sold wherever corsets are worn” 


Erect Form 917, Long Hip Model, with attached sup- 
porters. In White Rect; abso in Jean, Sizes 18-30, $1.00 
Erect Form 907,Long Hip Model. In White Batiste or 
Jean, with supporters. Sizes 18-39, $1.50 
Erect Form $9 Long Hip Model, with attached sup- 
porters n White Linen Batiste; also in Coutil 7 
Sizes 18-30, $2.00 
Erect Form 913, Long Hip Model, with attached sup- 
porters on side and front. Of White Linen Batiste; 
also in Coutil. Sizes 19-30, $3.00 
Brect Form g11, Standard Style for small figures. In 
Batiste or White and Colored Jean. Sizes 18-26, $1.00 
Ask your dealer. If he cannot give you the 
corset you ask for, mention his name and remit by 
money order. We will see that you are suppiled. 


WEINGARTEN BROTHERS, 
377-379 Broadway, New York. 
























SOCIETY’S MOXA 
MARGARET POTTER’S 


“A SOCIAL LION” 


Story CALLED Risque; PLOT Laip IN CHICAGO, REPRESENTS 
SuPPoseD SCENES IN THE TOWN’S HIGH SocieTy. 








Miss Potrer, daughter of Orrin W. Potter, one of Chicago's 
millionaires, hid her identity behind the name of Robert Dolly 
Williams when writing her remarkable novel ** A Social Lion.” 

A few sweeps of the pen of a young girl with school days but a 
few months behind her: 


“Ok masculine one, husbands, brothers, lovers and would-be Brummels, how long will you continue to regard femininity as big-eyed and 
innocently gullible? Just so long, perhaps, as you have anything to conceal. But do you fancy that your own vices are not strongly mirrored 
all those artless little heads? Have they, think you, neither knowledge nor suspicion in their befrizzled depths? Because women are not s 
any to play poker or drink things stronger than unliquored oyster cocktails, do you imagine that they have no ideas upon these subjects, and 

ave not at times earnest! legged to enjoy them, having never experienced the actual vulgarity of masculine existence ? And do you still fancy 
that they are not aware of the worst things that you do? It might, perhaps, come as something of a shock to your manly nerves to hear sto 
that you have done your best to keep from the ears of your own boon companions, fall from the rosily transparent lips of some carefully bred young 
girl sitting cozily with a group of her kind, who in the dainty bedroom are sipping warm lemoned tea and crumbling lady fingers. Have you any 
conception of the thoughts floating through the brain of that demure little@debutante in blue and silver who rests as heavily as a bit | thistle 
down on your arm as you promenade sedately around the ball room? Have you any idea that she is recalling some of the most unpardonabie 
scenes of your own wildest grain days ? No; well, well, a man is sometimes less conceited than one would fancy.” 


THE ALL-SINNERS’ CLUB. 
“ Miss Potter has an ty bay vividness in her style of writing as is evidenced by her description of bling scene In the ‘ All-Sinners’ ()ab.’ 
aaes —< the realistic in her description of a midnight revel. The story of Pastor Snippington’s in the heroine’s mother bs ‘spicy, 
"The book, it Is sald, was published from the private purse of the young woman.”—From CHICAGO DAILY PRESS. 
We will furnish copies of a private edition of ‘‘A Social Lion,” 432 pages, illustrated from | 
and bound in silk and gold, on receipt of $1.50 each. (Originally published at $2.50.) The book will 
be sent express prepaid. Address all orders to 


W. L,. OHNSTEIN, 324 Dearborn Street, Chicago, Ill. 
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" to assert that nobody can make as good corsets as KABO, 
but it is quite safe to say NOBODY IS DOING SO, and 
further that there is no other line 


So extensive 

So well balanced 

So popular 
Proof positive that the models are always the precise things 
decreed by fashion. OVER ONE HUNDRED of the most 
alluringly dainty STRAIGHT FRONT STYLES at one dollar 
to ten dollars, and intermediate prices. 


Write for catalog de luxe. 


Kabo Corset Company 


388 Broadway 225 Monroe St. 
NEW YORK CHICAGO 






















































Regular instructors 






SMART 


THE UNIVERSITY 
PREPARATORY SCHOOL 


Borvsonty. ITHACA,N.Y. 


Boarding and Day REPARES FOR CORNELL 
Departments. and all high class colleges 


CERTIFICATES accepted since 1895. 
JUNIOR HOUSE opens September, 1908. 
SUMMER TERM opens July 16, for eight weeks—Cireulars. 
JACOB GOULD SCHURMAN, President « 
says :—I give most cheerful testimony as to the high quality of work 
done in your school; Its complete curriculum and excellent manage- 
ment render it a most desirable preparatory school for the Unive rsity. 
PROFESSOR T. F. CRANE, Dean of Cornell University says:— 
I have lately had an oportunity to examine carefully your school and 
it gives me great pi eXpress my satisfaction with it I have 
long known the ex ff of instructors, but I was not so well 
acquainted with th caring for the students. I found 
everything relating to me life, rooms, food, ete., of the most 
admirable character an nd « ty. I believe that the ideals of the 
school are high, the « " tentang excellent, and the surround- 
ing influence refined anc 4 whe ome 
DAVID F. HOY, Registrar of Cornell University, says:—! am 
pleased to give my full and earnest endorsement to the University 
Preparatory School. I shall take pleasure at any and all times in 
recommending it to those who desire a safe and efficient place for 
preparation for college 
FALL TERM opens September 24th. Send for iliustrated Catalogue to 
CHARLES A. STILES, 110 Avenue D., Ithaca, N. yy, 


of Cornell University 







New Work, N. ¥., 31 Fifth Avenue. 


GS rannore. WHEATCROFT DRAMATIC SCHOOL. 


Summer Courses commence May Ist, 
Public Matinees 
all year Wr 


1903 
F ng — nts secured 
School open 


ADELINE STANHOPE WHE ATC ROFT, “Director. 


REMARKABLE 


Send 25 


Th 
on 


OFFER! 
TEST HOROSCOPE, 25C. 
MONEY REFUNDED IF NOT SATISFIED. 


, with sex, place, date and hour of birth. Booklet FREE 


is offer is made to introduce our magazine, MODERN ASTROI 


:¥. Single copy, 25 


MODERN ASTROLOGY PUB. CO.. 


New York. 


313 Metropolitan Blde., 





THE KALEIGH, 





Penn. Ave., Cor. [2th St., N. W., 
Washington, D. C. 


European Plan. 
Absolutely Fireproof. 


THE MODERN HOTEL OF THE CITY. 


” 
— 
: 
| 


T. J. TALTY, Manager. 


=— — = = =~ ~~ ~~ wa as 2 


AT MANCHESTER-BY-THE-SEA 
OR FOR SALE 20 ACRES OF LAND 


situated on a commanding eminence and reached 
by a private avenue. This is an ideal site for an 
ideal residence. 


PRICE, $1,500 AN 





ACRE 





or could be divided into four parts if 


or the lot, 
preferred 
For particulars address owner, 
LINDSLEY H. SHEPARD 
Board of Trade Blag., 


Boston, Mass. 
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HOTEL 
SOMERSET, 


Commonwealth 
Avenue. 


Boston’s Fashionable and 
Most Luxurious 
Hotel. 


CHARLES A. GLEASON, General Manager. 
ALFRED S. AMER, - - Manager. 








TAUGHT 
BY MAIL 


f the most famous social writers, including: Mrs 
John Sherwood, Mrs. Burton EK sland, Adelaide Gor- 
don, Mrs. Ella Wheeler Wilcox, Mrs. Harriet Hubbard 
Ayer, Mrs. Margaret EB. Sangster, Mrs. John A. Logan 
and Marion Harland, have just prepared a course of instructior 
| usage for the guidance of all whe wish to appear 

who wish their children to appear well 
the correct thing to do, to say, to write, to wear on 
mplete guide to perfect case of manner, Worth 
st as a work of reference, Good manners are increas 
ial success: a parent's duty 


FREE BUREAU OF ENQUIRY 


Good Manners 


Seventeen 





either business or soc 





keeps members in touch with “eee social forms, 
Our illustrated Free Book gives a complete de- 
ription of the course of instruction and mem- 


bership privileges, sent on request, 


THE NEW YORK SOCIETY OF SELF-CULTURE 
Dept. E4, 156 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 


























ALLIGATOR 
f UNCT UREPROO 
SELF-HEALING BICYCLE TIRES 


© NAILS.TACKS AND GLASS, WILL NOT LET THE AIR OUT. 
i SIZES . 
~ 





now$ — 
Retdee 
az pico order. on | Estalog aan, Cs Cay 
108 an ey a 
THE vat oo COMPANY <%2.2'i CHICAGO 
MANUFACTURERS 


whe THE SMART SET. 





and all forms of drug 
MORPHINE habit cured without a 
single pang of craving. 
Write for proofs. Writefor prooa, THREE | DAY SANITARIUM, 1154 3d 
AVE.. DETROIT, MICHIGAN. ‘The place where the 
Morphine habit was cured publicly in three days. 





33°/, DIVIDEND 


id by the Mexican Plantation Association, 

602 Title and Trust Building, Chicago, Ill. 
Oldest of its kind in Mexico. TAB- 
Has 6,000 shares or acres, 


LISHED 1897. 
agtes to permanent crops, rubber, coffee 


and vanila. The Association’s contract is 
like an insurance policy—in case of death 
the money is refunded. 48 deaths have oc- 
eurred since 1897. These res will now be 
resold. For full particulars, address as above 
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Ta STRAIGHT FRONT "200: 





The styles for the Spring of 1903 include 
several new jarretelle models that are at once 
absolutely correct in design and _ perfectly 
adapted to the American figure. They reveal 
new possibilities to the woman who desires an 
erect, graceful poise, with an ease and comfort 
that have been hitherto unknown. Boned 
with whalebone throughout. 


Styles range in price from $3.00 to $45.00 per pair. 


THE WARNER BROTHERS COMPANY, 
NEW YORK. CHICAGO. SAN FRANCISCO. 
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PUBLISHED TO-DAY 


Perkins. the Wateece | 


AN AMUSING TRAVESTY ON REINCARNATION 
BY EDWARD 5S. VAN ZILE 


Author of “ The Man’s Prerogative,” 


ILLUSTRATED BY HY. MAYER 





etc. 


T is with great pleasure we are enabled to 
place before the reading public in book 

form the famous reinc arnation tales, ‘“‘ When 
Reginald was Ci —— ”" « How Chopin Came to 
Remsen” and * Clarissa’s Troublesome Baby,’ 
by this popular anes 

This story is a most original work, dealing 
with modern characters under the spell of an 
East India Mahatma (a Yankee who has spent 
fifty years in India), who has returned to this 
country and uses his powers in an alarming, as 
well as an amusing, manner. The book's liter- 
ary merit is greatly enhanced by the talent 
displayed in the illustrations, which are by the 
famous artist, 

Hy. Mayer, in Photogravures 


Baltimore Sun.—‘ Extremely readable." 


Philadephia Record.—“ Shockingly unique.” 

Trey Times —‘* Deticiously extravagant." 

N. Y. Werid.—* Fairly hilarious in its depiction.” 

Spirit of the Times, Y.—*“ Mr. Van Zile is to be con- 
gtatulated on the most weird romance since Edgar Allan Poe." 

Town Topics.—“ Those who are tempted to believe there 
is nothing new in fiction under the sun should cultivate a read- 
ing acquaintance with Ed. S. Van Zile’s story, ‘ Perkins, the 
Fakeer.’ 


Illustrated, 8vo, Cloth, $1.00 
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DAINTY DELICIOUS PURE ) 
7 
A 
\ a 
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S Ss 
}4 Est. 189 H 


Chocolate or Assorted Caramels 


Better than you have ever eaten. Packed 
in fancy tin boxes. 1 pound, 70 cents. 


Also the latest confection (Parisian) 


eer one 
BON CLEVERNESS 


Of unusual excellence and pean tL and so good that 
you will order again. In t-pound packages, 80 cents. 
Our goods are guaranteed pure and fresh and 
made of the best materia! only The prices men- 
tioned include postage anywhere in the U. S. and 
orders by mail will receive special attention. 
BOOKLET, GIVING ES OF OTHER CANDIES, FREE 
Office and Factory 
48 W. 125th Street, New York 
New York Stores: 
4 West 125TH STREET 
432 


TJ TRY 
THESE 


PRI 


328 CoLUMBUS AVENUE 








ARVERNE-BY-THE-SEA, L. I. 


FIFTH AVENUE 
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PUBLISHED TO-DAY 


A Puritan Witch 


A ~ ROMANTIC LOVE STORY 
BY 


MARVIN DANA 


Author of “The Woman of Orchids,” etc, 
Illustrated by P. R. AUDIBERT 


%a 


HIS romance deals with witchcraft in the 
Puritan days of New England, and abounds 

in both action and sentiment. 
The movement is rapid, 








the feeling is true, 
characters are alive, the plot is ingenious 
and distinctive, while the literary quality of the 
All in all, the novel is one 
absorbing interest and merits an unusual suc- 
The attractiveness of the story is very 
much enhanced by the drawings made by the 
famous Puritan-character artist, 


the 


work is admirable. 
of 


cess. 


P. R. Audibert, in Photogravures 
Crown 8vo, Cloth, $1.25 


THE SMART SET 
452 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK CITY 














| Bound ‘Volume No. 9 


SMART SEI 


Comprising the numbers for January, February, 
March and April, 1903. Containing the following 
novelettes : 











THE LIEUTENANT-GOVERNOR, 
By Guy Wetmore Carryl. 
THE WOOING OF MARCUS, 
By G. B. Burgin. 


THE SECRET OF PRINCESS PAUL, 
By Florence Warden. 


KERSALEC, 


By Justus Miles Forman. 





Sent Postpaid. - . Price, $1.50. 


The Smart Set 


452 FIFTH AVENUE, . NEW YORK 
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ENTRANCING 


ENERGIZING No. a7 ENGROSSING 
ENTHRALLING 
JUST OUT 


Tales From Town Topics 


Changed in Size Doubled in Contents 
Same in Price 


An original Complete Novel by one of its notable list of clever authors 
will appear‘in each issue. ‘This number of the 


QUEEN OF QUARTERLY MAGAZINES 


CONTAINS 


“DREGS IN THE CUP”’ 


—zY— 


GG. VERE TYLER 


alone worth One Dollar, but you can get it for 


FIFTY CENTS 


and in the number you will find some forty other good things in fiction, wit 
and poetry by the 


BRIGHTEST WRITERS OF THE DAY 


including an exceedingly strong story by 


RUDYARD KIPLING 


If you are mentally fatigued and want to be enlivened and entertained, 
not at one but at a dozen readings, hand your newsdealer a Half Dollar and 
tell him to give you 


TALES FROM TOWN TOPICS 


and you will get hours and hours of 


REST AND RECREATION 
or remit subscription price for one year ($2.00) to 


TOWN TOPICS PUB. CO., 452 Fifth Ave., New York. 


FOR SALE on all trains and by all news and periodical dealers, any one 
of whom will gladly forward your subscription. 








SMART SET ADVERTISER 


a 


TOWN TOPICS 


THE JOURNAL OF SOCIETY. 


~+>- — 





Town Topics is recognized the world over as the Journal of 
American Society, and is read by everyone who cares to keep in touch 
with the current news of the social world. Its facilities for obtaining 
reliable advance information concerning society people and social func- 
tions are so far unequaled by any other journal in the world that the 
press universally watches for its appearance Thursday morning to get 
their early news of this character. 

Its financial and commercial department is conceded in all financial 
circles as being so accurate, complete and reliable that no one having 
interest in commercial or industrial enterprises, or who is dealing on the 
exchanges; no banker, broker, investor or capitalist, can afford to miss the 
weekly review of all these matters in Town Topics. 

The short stories in Town Topics are clever and find a unique 
favor with all. Its poetry, burlesques and witticisms have a distinct 
flavor that appeals to smart people. 

Its criticisms of drama; music, art, literature, sports and the turf 
are by the cleverest talent available, and are absolutely independent. 
Its critics are subject to but one rule, 

‘““BE HONEST—FEAR NONE, FAVOR NONE.” 


Its editorial comment covers the whole field of subjects interesting to 
the intelligent classes. Its opinions are not gloved; they are always 
forceful and honest. 


Do You Want Such a Weekly Newspaper? 


You can buy it of all newsdealers. But you can secure its sure and 
regular delivery to you through the mails by sending in a subscription. 
Any newsdealer will gladly do this for you without charge. 





—---@? eo 


Prices: $4 per annum; $2 six months; $1 three months. 
Single Copy 10 Cents. 


—— *+deo 


TOWN TOPICS PUBLISHING CoO., 


452 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK. 
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~ “60coA 
MAY JUSTLY BE CALLED 


“EXTRA SPECIAL” 
| PURITY, QUALITY & FLAVOR | 


| cannot be excelled | 
| and the price | 
is within reach 

of all - 


way not Get THE BEST? 








Our only style Can 


| and your Grocer sells it. 
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MONEY MAKES MONEY 


WHEN PROPERLY INVESTED 


J] can aid you toincrease 
your income this year,and 
now is the time to begin. 
/f you are a Savings 

itor, an owner of 
Municipal or Railroad 
Bonds and kindred securi- 
ties, can you afford to in- 
vest your — at or 
4 per cent. you are 
working for others, and 
have @ small income, 7 
| bring you an opportunity 
to lay the corner stone of 
a fortune by judicious in- 
vestments. 


/ recommend divi- 
dend-payi Mining 
and Senett Shares as 


one of the safest and most 
profitable forms of invest- 
ment. None other brings 
such quick profits and so large income. 

PA clients who bought Ethel Consolidated a few 
months ago at 15¢ @ share can sell it readily at gc. 
it pays 1 per cent. dividends monthly; at present 
price, will net 30 per cent. on the investment. / have 
other good ones earning from 10 to 15 per cent. 

This ts the age of id; ¢¢ ts the standard of all 
values—it never depreciates—tt is the world’s money 
and good everywhere 





50] am partial to gold mining. Have made ita 
Specialty with great success my patrons. Let me 
put your idle dollars fo work, and / will surprise you 


with the results. : 
Write for my booklet, full of valuable information 
for the investor. 


ANDREW L. BUSH, Confidential Broker 


21 Phoenix Building, Springfield, Mass. 
Highest Bank References 











Bar-Lock Typewriter 





if Send for catalogue and full infor- 
mation to 


COLUMBIA TYPEWRITER MFG. CO. 


47 West t6th St., New York City 




















Your Silk Hat 


for Easter "nt 


this mark 
They are more strictly fashionably correct and 
more satisfactory in wear, and the price just $6. 
Sold by leading hatters everywhere. Look for 
the trade-mark and the name Dempster Chicago. 





Addresses of dealers handling them — if you 
don't know where to go—gladly furnished by 


CuHartes W. Dempster 
Manufacturers, not Retailers 


& Company 
220 Franklin St., Chicago 
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FRENCH—GERMAN-—SPANISH) 


Spoken, Taught and Mastered Through Our 


LANGUAGE PHONE METHOD 


Combined with 


” ROSENTRAL COMMON SENSE METHOD OF PRACTICAL LINGUISTRY 


The Latest and Best Work of Dr. Richard S. Rosenthal 








» longer unnecessary me morizing of verbs, declensions, or rules. You hear 
the exact pronunciation of each word and phrase th usual is of times, if you like. , It 
requires but a few minutes’ practice several times a day at spare mome rits toacqaf re 
a thorough mastery of conversational French, German, r Spanish. College pro- 
fessors all over this and other countries, and the press generally, endorse this pe rfect 
and natural system of teac 0. languages. 

Send for monta booklet, and i = inga thout 
wuts marve “a eid 





INTERNATIONAL COLLEGE OF LANGUAGES, 19 Park Row, New York) 








MY AMBITION 


S to become an 


ILLUSTRATOR 


We can assist anyone to realize 
their ambitions “Struggles With 
the Worki™ is the name of a book 
of ours dealing with the better educa- 
tion of men and women This 72 
page book fs free. It sh yws you how 
during spare time, to become an [l- 
Snatraten, Ad,-Writer, Jour- 
salist, Preefreader, Beook- 
keeper, Stenographer, Elee- 
trielan, Electrical F neer, 
ete. Mention the profession in which 
you are interested, and we will in- 
clude some valuable information per- 
taining thereto. 


Correspondence 
Iastitate of America 
Hex 685 SCRANTON, PA. 


mete pee 
LAUNCH 


Y “TORTHOSE Wo WATT vs 


, in = roughness of con- 
stru mn an t ture maintenanc 
the ecsentten Li aunec on : all others, 


Steapltcity of a ecg 


There & that 
and Security s sential {n a pleasure 


ad ro cents for con te l ch Catalogue “8. 


WESTEBN GAS ENG NE CO., - Mishawaka, Ind. 
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| FOU R-TRACK 











Cleo Rouge 


is the only preparation known that absolutely defies 





detection. A new and wonderful liquid rouge, im- * 
rts an exquisite rosy tint, a perfect fac-simile of OF TRAVEL AND EDUCATION 
vature’s. Easy to apply. Harmless. Waterproof— | Published ty : 
rained on, bathed in, wept over, it remains a beauti- i George 1. Daniels General Passenger Agent 
ful healthy pink until taken off with soaf and water. x. RE YORK CENTRAL OPO ESVER, Roles 
CLEO gives a healthy, rosy tint to finger tips and ) ven cory 
nails. Used by fashionable women. | — 
A trial size bottle of Cleo Rouge 
FREE and “ Waterproof Beauty " . Sold by newsdealers. Send five cents for a 
Send us 50 cents (stamps or coin) and we wil) send postpaid a sample copy, or fifty cents for one year to 
full size bottle of CLEO ROUGE in a plain sealed mailing case. George H. Daniels, Gene ral Passenger Agent, 
Acents Wanrep. Grand Central Station, New York. ‘ 


The Cleo Company, 6 Temple Court. Cincinnati, 0. 
aieiiidemsaiibianes 
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TheHairThatGan'tComeOut 


i 











Gives 
Bloom 
and 
Youth 
to the 
Tresses 


Have 
You 
Tried It ? 





i 
fit 4 
/ a4 
— ” Vt 
Gi 
Y})) o> 
q ‘ Io A * 7 
. . . * 
The Hair That Feeds on Granitonic Hair-Foo 
SOLD BY DEALERS ALL OVER THE WORLD FOR ONE DOLLAR THE BOTTLE. 
| 
WHAT CRANITONIC DOES: FREE MICROSCOPIC TEST 
. E - : All who have neglected their hair, or have any serious 
Stops Hair F alling hair or scalp trouble, and are alarmed or worried because 
’ Makes Hai ‘ m they have used or Done the Wrong Thing and Do Not 
MARES air Grow Know What To Do, are Recommended o CALL on us or 
Preve —_ ‘yrec ‘ write our Medical Department, conducted by Hair and 
Pre ents and Cure Ss Dandruff Gosh Suecialiste—the most stilfal Payaistame te Gaalr 
Allays Scalp Irritation Specialty in the World 
a. ’ , Hai Please Call or Send by Mail a few hairs pulled from the 
rreserves Color of air bend, crocnenenperemtie Gey qutings ee 
Free f ‘reace ; sedi > examination, and our Medical Department will Diagnose 
ee from Grease and Sediment  Oue Gnae Gall Dive or fond yor Uy mall & tl ee 
Ni yn-Alcohe lic, It’s Pure absolutely free. Office hours, 5 togdailv. Consultation, 
Microscopic Examination of Hair and Diagnosis ABSO- 





[he Modern Hair Dressing LUTELY FREE 


526 West Broadway, 


Cranitonic Hair=Food Co. ~ xew vor«. 


(Incorporated (Inder the Laws of the New York State.) Corner Bleecker Street. 
EDITOR'S NOTE.—All readers of THE SMART SET are recommended t 7 Free Samples, and view their hair through the Microscope, It's 
fair Education mething everybody should enjoy Those residing in Europe are recommended to call on or write Cranitonic Hair-Food Co., 
Holborn Viaduct, London, or Roberts & Co., 5 Rue de la Paix, Paris. 
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CALIFORNIA 


AND RETURN 


from Chicago. Correspondingly low rates from all points. 

Strictly first-class round-trip tickets to San Francisco and Los Angeles at 
this low rate, on sale May 3 and daily May 12 to 18. Variable routes, 
liberal time limits, fast schedules and train service of the highest character. 
The route is over the only double-track railway between Chicago and the 
Missouri River. 


THE 
OVERLAND LIMI 


The most luxurious train in the world. Leaves Chicago 8.00 p. m. daily, 
through to San Francisco without change. Less than three days en route. 
Private compartment, observation, drawing-room, dining, and buffet- 


smoking cars, barber, bath, Booklovers Library and telephone. 


Electric Lighted Throughout 


The Best of Everything. 





Two other fast trains leave Chicago 10.00a.m. UJ N 0 N 


and 11.30 p.m. daily. 
PATI a] 


Chicago & North-Western om, ak 


Union Pacific and 


Southern Pacific Rys. (i 
All agents sell tickets via 
this route. hi é é Ny 


ee Se 
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The Greatest 
Photographic 
Year Book 
Free 





As the Premo is recognized as the 
best of all cameras, so is the Premo 
Book recognized as the authority on the 
best things photographic. It practically de- 
scribes and accurately illustrates all the requi- 
sites to successful photography including The 


PREMO 


a name that covers a series of cameras, so wide in their range; so complete in 
their individual equipment, as to practically solve every problem of the photogra- 
pher’s art. Made in all styles and sizes. Ranging in price from $2.50 to $350. 
Ask your dealer for the Premo Book, or send your name and secure it free by mail 


DEPARTMENT P, ROCHESTER OPTICAL CO., Rochester, N. Y- 
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EB - 
Ww 


VERY writer 
who travels on business, a tourist, 


or for pleasure and rest, needs a 


Waterman 
Ideal Fountain Pen. 


It is an important convenience, 
it greatly facilitates note 
taking or correspondence, 
giving meatness and 
permanence to the ‘The ever-ready 
one, and relieving friend of a fatigued 
the drudgery of 
the other. 


traveler. 
A pen and _ ink-bottle 
combined. Always ready 


for immediate use. 


Buy the Genuine 


which has a record of nineteen 

years of success, and has been 
during all that time, as it still 
continues to be, the best fountain 
pen ever made, and the standard of 


the world. a 





L. E. Waterman Co. 


173 Broadway, New York. 12 Golden Lane, London, 
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Mattress makers everywhere are paying the tribute of imitation to the 


Ostermoor 


.attress, but its qualities elude them—they can’t make Ostermoor Patent 
lastic Felt, because it is our patent and if we catch them selling their 
less ‘‘cotton pickings” or ‘‘ cotton batting” as FELT, we commence legal 
eedings against them at once. It’s not FELT if it’s not an OSTERMOOR. 





i STANDARD Sizes AND Prices 
ir name Is on every genuine mattress. OF THE OSTERMOOR 


2 feet Come wide, $8.35 


Price *15. Express Prepaid | + <.%. 10.00 


8 feet yi wg wide, 1 1 .70 


30 Nights’ Free Trial |:=-*°™. 555 


“ 4 feet € teehee wide, 15.00 


You can have an OsTERMOOR MATTRESS, sleep on it 30 nights, and if it All 6 feet 8 inches long. 
ot better than any other mattress you have ever used—if it is not all you | Me in two parts, soc. extra, 
¥. " Special sizes at special prices, 


OPED to etu s 4 nse ¢ , -y wi . i -di , > ’ 
ven HOPED for, return it at our expense and your money will be immedi We Pecgay off Guysese Chana 











y refunded without question. What more can we do to convince you? 


Please do not consider any longer the purchase of an out-of-date hair mattress. Nobody “ whois anybody ’’ buys hair nowadays. A 
1ir mattress is a tick stuffed with anima/ hair often swarming with disease germs. It gets lumpy and needs constant renovation at great 
nse. Each Ostermoor mattress is built—not stuffed. Hand-laid sheets of snowy whiteness, each the full size, are carefully compressed 
the tick. The Ostermoor Patent Elastic Felt is purity itself, germ-free and vermin-proof. Ostermoor mattresses cannot get mre 

r need renewing ; an occasional sun-bath is all they require. The tick can be taken off and washed whenever soiled. 


Send for Our Handsome 96-Page Book Free (cespon) 


whether you want a mattress or not. There is no other mattress as good as the ‘‘Ostermoor,” and we want you 
r know why—we challenge comparison. Our book, ‘‘ The Test of Time,” gives testimonials from such men as 
i; v. Dr. MacArthur and George H. Daniels, whom you must believe—even if you think WE exaggerate. It illus- 


tes the various uses to which the Patent Elastic Felt is put—Pillows, Window Seat Cushions, Boat Cushions and 


Church Cushions, etc. 


ng this line ’y, just write your name and address on a postal--we will understand. 








Ostermoor & Co., 
135 Elizabeth Street, New York: 


Please send me your free book, 





“The Test of Time,’’ without obligation 
y in any way on my part. 


Address....... eee née ose cnn 





MAIL THIS TO-DAY 
q To-morrow never comes i . . ccccuntitbews 00tceeheneie 




















17 





OF MANY A MAN'S SUCCESS HAS 
BEEN HIS FIRST PAYMENT ON AN 
_), ENDOWMENT, POLICY IN 








HAS THE ; 
STRENGTH OF °; 
GIBRALTAR 
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orlick’s 
Malted - 
Milk 


as a luncheon 


Is delicious, invigorating, nutritious. Prepared instantly 
in the home, office, or study. Excellent for business and 
professional people, and those troubled with impaired 
digestion. 

It is pure, rich milk and an extract of choice malted grain con- 














densed to powder form, ready in a moment by dissolving in water. No 
cooking required. 


Hotels, clubs and dining cars serve it. Used and Sold Everywhere ; All Druggists. 


SAMPLE if you are not using it, let FREE 
4 us send you a trial package 
Write for Shakespearean Booklet on Horlick’s Malted Milk Beverages. 


Horlick’s Food Co., Racine, Wis., U. S. A. 


24 Farringdon Road, London, Eng. 25 St. Peter St., Montreal, Can. 
19 
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Because of their construction 


PRESIDENT 
SUSPENDERS \'Z- 


give most 


Comfort & Service 








Guaranteed “All breaks made good” 
“ President” on buckle means 


“Cannot rust” 50c. and $1.00 
Any shop or by mail prepaid 

The C. A. Edgarton Mfg. Co. 

Box 259-L 

Shirley Mass 











Home,- Friday Morning. 
Dear Mrs Jones:- 


I have followed 
the example of Mrs. Leader and 
taken up the typewriter for 
personal correspondence. So- 
ciety peoplo everywhere use it, 
so why not I ? find that I/ 
can write without previous ex- 
perience, and with my many so-\ 
cial ay am sure the 
machine will save me much time 
and —. Its - Come 
over to tea next Tuesday. Just 
a few of our mutual friends for 
a quiet evening at home. I | 
—* bays to six others, so 

on brevity. 
Very cordially, 


Write for Art Booklet. 


Oliver Typewriter Co. 
118 Lake St., Chicago. 


Principal Foreign Office: 
75 Queen Victoria St. , London. 



































ROYAL WORCESTER: BON TON 
O85 OF © S_ 5 as 

THE PRINCESS HIP LEADS ALL STYLISH CORSAGE EFFECTS 
ROYAL WORCESTER Corset Co: 
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SPRINGTIME 


of life,men 
would provide for its 
winter time,such adver- 
tisements as the above 
would never appear. 
An adequate Endowment 
policy in the Equitable 
will provide for amans 
own mature years-and 
meanwhile protect 
his; family. 


)) 


y 


entatyy 


to GAGE E.TARBELL 2™ ViceP: 











Sag 


a 


SEND COUYON BELOW OR WRITE FOR PARTICULARS. 
The Equitable Life Assurance Society of 
the United States, 


120 BROADWAY, NEw YORK. Dept. No. 80. 
Please send me information regarding an Endowment for 


issued to a man or woman years of age. 
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STAG SUPPER 


Oyster C ocktail 
Salunes Celery Relish 












AW : ws 
. ? -_ 2 Shrimp Newberg in Bread Cases 
fr 4 | Ohbes 
a Ag opis ei 
. \ , »y z Fruit Salad 
4 a“ 
ge fp fa NABISCO 
? og — > by > ? Sugar Wafers 






Copyright 

National Biscuit 

Company, 1908. .~ 
Sy 
A 


Stag Supper 


With Suggestions for Serving 
By MRS. HELEN ARMSTRONG 


Prepare Sauce for Oysters with one cup of catsup, one-fourth cup of 
vinegar, juice of a large lemon, and seasoning of salt, pepper and tabasco. 

Select crisp stalks of celery, and fill each piece with soft cream cheese 
rubbed to a paste with butter. 


Bread Cases may be made of thick rounds of bread hollowed out, 
brushed with soft butter and browned in the oven. 


The Fruit Salad, composed of oranges, sliced pineapple and pears, Mara- 
schino cherries, pecans, and a rich syrup, should be served very cold in 
sherbet glasses. A fitting Crown for this feast of the Kings is found in 


NABISCO 
Sugar Wafers 


NATIONAL BISCUIT COMPANY 
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SMART SET 


© need for the investor of to-day, 
N who is seeking a Gold Mine In- 
vestment, to go astray. 

There are plenty of good stocks offered. 

I hear stories of misplaced confidence 
in this form of investment daily. So do you. 

But the man who goes in blindly, and 
invests in stocks without thoroughly in- 
vestigating them, has himself to thank if 
the promises made for them by the pro- 
moters fail to be made good. 

The road to good stocks is a blazed trail, 
and none need miss it. 

I have been one of those who persist- 
ently cautioned my public to look before 
they leapt. 

And the result has been that to-day I 
have the confidence of thousands who have 
invested with me, because of the prelimi- 
nary work of investigation which they did 
at my instigation. 

The stock that I am at present offering 
is that of the Cracker Jack Consolidated 
Gold Mines Co., whose claims adjoin 
those of the far-famed Cracker-Oregon 
(in the Cracker Creek District, Eastern 
Oregon—Land of Gold)—being in fact a 
continuation of this mine. 

About a year ago I offered the Cracker- 
Oregon stock to the public. I told in my 
advertisements and letters to those who 
asked for information that, in the opinion 
of those competent to express an expert 
opinion, we had a great property. 

I knew we were in close proximity to 
some great producers (North Pole, Eureka 
and Excelsior, Golconda, Columbia and oth- 
ers), and we expected to equal some of them. 

Il was not prepared, however, for the 
strike, six months from that time, of 
$50,000 ore! 


ADVERTISER 


THE BLAZED TRAIL 


BY 


LEE 8S. OVITT 


Cracker-Oregon stock at once jumped 
to par, and some of it sold at $1.50 a share. 

It is a good stock to hang on to. 

Now then, in the face of the returns, in 
spite of the remarkable showing by the 
Cracker-Oregon, I am predicting that its 
blood relation, ‘Cracker Jack,’’ will prove 
a richer gold producer. 

I could go into details here and tell you 
the why and wherefore, but my space is 
limited. The prospectus does it better, 
and to that matter-of-fact book I shall leave 
the telling of the story of the Cracker Jack 

This much I know. If I have as good a 
proposition as | contend, you want som 
stock. 1 have never sold any stock that 
sold so easily, but that is only natural, 
perhaps, as the Cracker-Oregon has acted 
as a blazed trail that pointed the way 
Those who failed to buy that good stock 
when it was cheap are not letting a second 
opportunity go by. 

Are you interested? 

It will cost you the price of a stamp to 
find out about this property. 

Will you write in for the prospectus? 

You will find in dealing with me that | 
sell Mining Stock on different lines from 
most Brokers. 

I have a record of successes behind me 
of which | am proud and jealous, and | 
shall not urge you to buy a share of my 
stock unless first of all you have satisfied 
yourself that what I offer has every appear- 
ance of being not merely a fairly good 
thing, but a remarkably good one—I deal in 
such. 

Investigation is the blazed trail to suc- 
cess when industrial stocks are under con- 
sideration. 

Let your bank help you. 


LEE S. OVITT, Fiscal Agent. 


MAIN OFFICES: 


A 31-61 Merrill Building, MILWAUKEE, WIS. 


BRANCH OFFICES: 
NEW YORK, A 352 Stewart Building. PITTSBURG, A 714 Penn Building. 
BOSTON, A 832-844 Board of Trade Building. ST. LOVIS, B 438 Odd Fellows Building. 
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Send 10 cts, stamps for catalog, 


Gas Engine & Power Co., 
Charles L. Seabury & Co., 


Consolidated. 
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THE MOST 
DELICATE SKIN 











sen AL AND GENERAL AGENTS WANTED. 
MODENE MANUFACTURING CO.,, 
3 . Dept. 25, Cincinnati, Ohio, 


Every Bottle Guaranteed. 
OP We Offer $1,000 for Failure or the Siightest Injury, 





: A Man with a 
i f Message 








} ” ; aw , . 
; ' real me 
: t ‘ has fi 
car ' books 
? ; 4 lated ir every land. 
att : 2; housand in 
) i : ' Laglish. 
i f i i They are being translated 
' ar into several languages in 
: STALL, D D Europe and two in Asia. 
oe NT 
* >} THE SELF AND SEX SERIES 
>a oe has the unqualified endorsement of 
4 Dr. Joseph Cook Bishop Vincent 
; Rev. &- - Sheldon Anthony Comstock 
Rev. F. B. Meyer * Pansy 
ry Dr. Theedore Cuyler Frances E. Willard 
:} " Dr. Francis E. Clark Lady H. Somerset 
\ “4 IT 7 Tey 4 Eminent physicians, and hundreds of others. 
? 4 BOOKS TO MEN. By Sy!vanus Stall, D.D. 
What a Young Boy Ought to Know. 





What a Youn st Man Ought to Know. 
What a Young Husband Ought to Know. 
What a Man of 45 Ought to Know. 
4 BOOKS TO WOMEN. By Mrs. Mary Wood-Allen, 
D., and Mrs. Emma A. Drake, M.D 
Whata ‘on Girl Ought to Know. 
What a Young Woman Ought to Know. 
What a Young Wife Ought to Know. 
What a Woman of 45 Ought to Know. 
$1 per copy, post free. Send for table of contents 


Vir Publishing Co. weiaise! paises 
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J Godtun 


— more exquisite enjoyment than the music you 


can produce from your own piano—7z/ you have an 
Angelus? Ever since 1897 this most remarkable instru- 
ment has brought unbounded pleasure to thousands of 
persons to whom music in the home was a rarity. Now, 
with the aid of an Angelus, you can play on your own 
piano anything you like—the dear old songs, the popular 
music of the day, or the classical-compositions. Any or all 
of these are within your scope, and you do not need to 
know one note of music from another, for the Angelus 
reads the notes and strikes the proper keys for you. 

The expression devices are so very ingenious and complete that you can 
obtain effects equal to the best pianists—the delicate shading, the phrasing, the 
accenting of notes or chords, the sustaining or emphasizing of the theme or 
melody while subduing the accompaniment. The sweet-toned reeds in the style 


66 are a most delightful feature. With these you can enhance to a marked 
degree the beauty of many compositions. 


We put the question straight to you—why don’t you buy an Angelus and make 
your piano worth something to you as a musical instrument? Price only $250.00. 
Our Hanpsome New Booktet WILt Be Sent UPON APPLICATION 


luelg & ¢ Galveston, Thomas Goggan & Br ‘ wk, John Wanamaker 

C. Harvey & Co | Kansas City, Carl Hoffmann Mus On pe Company 
». P. Bent Ce hila ia, John Wanamaker 

e W. C. Woodmanse ingeles, The Bartlett Music tt , S. Hamiltor 

, The Estey Co 

hs, Foster & Wald sco, Sherman, Clay & 
ns, Junius -Hart Pia 

g Juelg & Co 

r ttl J. Herbert Marshal!, Regent House, Regent St., London. 


And other 


THE WILCOX & WHITE CO. MiRweNttonn, US% 








SMART SET ADVERTISER 


HERE is no doubt that the 
“4711"' Cologne is the 
favorite perfume of the 

ladies Its ever increasing 
opularity attests to this fact. 
weet and pungent, it is the 
essence of refinement. 
MANUFACTURED sv 
‘ SS gig BER FERD. MULHENS, 
9) COLOGNE °/n GERMANY. 
N.” abe _ SOLE U.S. AGENTS, 
. MULHENS & KROPFF, 
NEW YORK. 
Send 390 cts. in stamps for 2 oz. sample 
botue. 


ee onan eee ee ee oe ee, 








Business Men 


DESIRING THE BEST CLASS OF 


CLERKS, SALESMEN, AND OFFICE HELP 


Can secure such by advertising their wants in 


The Journal of Commerce and Commercial Bulletin 
(Office, 17 & 19 Beaver Street, New York.) 
THE LEADING COMMERCIAL PAPER IN THE UNITED STATES. 
Its HELP WANTED columns are patronized by the largest firms and corporations in the 


country, and offer most exceptional opportunities for those seeking positions or those 
desirous of bettering their condition or seeking new connections. 


ADVERTISING RATES-— Seven words to an agate line. 
Help Wanted (35 words) . : , . ; $1.00 per time—( Excess 20 cents a line). 
Situations Wanted (33 words) . : . ‘ .50 os —(Excess 1igc. a word). 
Business Opportunities (35 words) ‘ : » 1.25 o —(Excess 25 cents a line). 


/ts market reports and business news items are known to be the most authoritative and 
reliable of any published. 


Terms $12.00 per year; $6.50 for six months. 
SAMPLES MAILED. 





SMART SET ADVERTISER 


Grand Opera on Talking Machines 


In Your Own Home 


THE COLUMBIA PHONOGRAPH COMPANY ANNOUNCES 
A MOST EXTRAORDINARY ACHIEVEMENT 


Marking an Epoch in the Art of Recording and Reproducing Sound 


For the first time in the history of the Talking Machine Art 


SUCCESSFUL RECORDS 


have been made of the voices of the 
WORLD-RENOWNED SINGERS 
MARCELLA SESIBRICH 


sreatest Soprano) 


EDOUARD De RESZKE 


(The Greatest Basso) 


SCHUPIANN-HEINK 


(The Greatest Contralto) 


SCOTTI and CAPPANARI 


(The Greatest Baritones) 


and many other 
members of the 


} METROPOLITAN [ 
OPERA 
COMPANY 


Et ARD DE E>ZKE MARCELLA SEMBRICH 


his result has been secured through the earnest codperation of these artists and after long 
xperiment and vast expenditures of time and money. Each record has the approval and bears 
signature of the singer. They are in the form of 10-inch discs (Flat Indestructible Records), 
adapted to all DISC talking machines, and the extraordinary LIFELIKE QUALITY obtained 
realizes what has heretofore been THE DREAM OF TALKING MACHINE ENTHUSIASTS. 


SIGNOR, MANC ——_ LI, Musi al A Dive ector of the Metropolitan Opera ( sapeeny, come ef Cae records —*‘ I have 
e remarka reproduction of the voices of the artists of the Metropolitan Opera 
House They ure true t if di ear, and I ca nly express my satisfacti an wish them 


GRAND OPERA RECORDS, PRICE, $2.00 EACH. 
NOW READY: 


MARCELLA SEMBRICH, EDOUARD De RESZKE, ERNESTINE SCHUMANN-HEINK, 
GUISEPPE CAMPANARI, SUZANNE ADAMS, ANTONIO SCOTTI, CHARLES GILIBERT. 


Write for Catalogue de Lure. 


Sold by Dealers Everywhere and by the 


COLUMBIA PHONOGRAPH COMPANY 


Pioneers and Leaders in the Talking Machine Art. (Grand Prize—Paris, 1900.) 


NEW YORK: Wholesale and Retail, 93 Chambers St Retail only, 872 Broadway 

BOSTON: 164 Tremont Street *} 

PHILADELPHIA: 1609 Chestnut Street 

WASHINGTON; t212 F Street, N. W 

DETROIT: 37 Grand River Avenue 

MILWAUKEE: aot E. Water Street 

MEMPHIS: 302 Main Street 

KANSAS CITY: 1016 Wainut Street A rnam <2 

DENVER: 1625 Lawrence Street ; 23 Main Street 
SAN FRANCISCO: 125 Geary Street 


LONDON: 8&9 Great Eastern Street, E. ¢ PARIS: 34 Boulevard des Italiens BERLIN: 6s-A Friedrichstrasse 
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SMART 


Merode 


Ribbed Underwe am 


(Hand-firished 


Vests, Drawers 
Tights, Corset Covers 


Union Suits 


How TO GET THE BEST: 
Ask your retailer for 
§52/5, finest combed cotton. 
554/5, superior lisle thread. 
564/5, fine cotton 
and pure silk 
mixed 
511/5, superlative lisle 
thread 
All of the above made 
in every shape Every 
size, in Vests, Drawers, 
Tights, Suits. They are 


Mexrcd& 


crocheted and finished 
—_———— ee y hand with pure silk 
UNDERWEAR @& If your local merchant 


does not sell them write 
to us direct 


Lord & Taylor (wnroresse) 


NEW YORK 


TRADE MARK 





Send 6c. in stamps for 
24 Gibson Pictures. . . 


The entire series of Gibson's “* Widow 
and Her Friends,” have been reproduced 
in a little 24-page book (in two colors), to 
show the full range of subjects which 
appear on our new 


Gibson Picture China Plates 


Real Doulton porcelain, with rich old 
English flow blue border. The Gibson 
pictures are faithfully reproduced in 
lack. Sizes, ro4 inches. For sale at all 
China and Department Stores, at 50c 

Mention dealer’s name if you cannot 
procure these plates where you live, and 
we will supply you direct upon receipt of 
price and asc. extra for expressage. 


George F. Bassett & Co., 
Dept. R. 49 Barclay St., New York 
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BORATED 
TALCUM 


DELICHTFULAFTER BATHING, A LUXURY AFTER SHAVING 


Beautifies and Preserves the Complexion. 
A positive relief for PRICKLY HEAT, CHAFING and SUNBURN, and all afffictions 
ofthe skin. For sore, biistered and perepiring feet it bas no equal "Removes all oder 
perspiration. Get MENNEN'S (che original), o little higher in price, 
than worthless substitutes, bet there to © rensen for it. Bold everywhere, or mailed 
Sbeents. AVOID BakMPUL turtaTiows. le free). 
GERHARD MENN EN <0. Newark. N. J. 


Something Mennen’s Violet Taloum ‘sri eeciaans 





SP 























THE 


THOUSAND 
ISLANDS. 





There may be somewhere on the 
earth a more delightful region than 
that of the Thousand Islands, but if 
there is, it has not been discovered. 
It is as fine as the Bay of Naples, with 
2.000 picturesque Islands scattered 
along the twenty-five miles of one of 
the most beautiful rivers in the world 
You can find out a great deal regard- 
ing it in No. 10 of the ‘* Four-Track 
Series,” ‘‘The Thousand Islands;’ 
issued by the 


NEW YORK CENTRAL. 


A copy will be mailed free on receipt of a two-cent 
stamp, by George H. Daniels, General Passenger 
Agent, Grand Central Station, New York 











SMART SET ADVERTISER 


“THE ATTACK” carves, 0h wr ene 0 weal 


M EN of bravery admit that nothing ministers to the quality of courage 
4 more than a supreme confidence in the weapon one carries. When 
you need a revolver, you need the right one—the Smith & Wesson is supreme 
in accuracy and reliability, and may be depended upon in any emergency. 

G. W. Peters’ picture, “ The Attack,” is on f the most vivid war 


1 Smith & Wesson pictures ever painted. We will send a perfect rep uction in colors of this 


keen, inti picture, suitable for framing, on heavy plate paper 14x 15, prepaid for 10c. 


silver. The June numbers of The Saturday Ev« ning Post, Strand, Review 
of Reviews, Outlook (magazine number) and Life will contain “ Through 
the Line,”’ an Indian Picture, by Dan Smith. Owing to the great demand 


for these pictures, and as the edition is a limited one—early requests are 


rade-mark § 


the frame. 


advisable 


SMITH & WESSON 


STOCKBRIDGE STREET SPRINGFIELD, MASS 
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\ REFRIGERATORS 


SOLD BY MAIL 
DIRECT. 


From Factory to You 


The MONROE is a high-grade refrigerator for family use. Unlike, 
and better than others, its food compartments are molded, single pieces of 
solid white porcelain wear—without joint or seam—strictly sanitary. 

An order will bring the MONROE at once to your nearest. railway 
station, freight paid You can have the satisfaction of examining and 
proving it in your home. If, after a reasonable time, it is not satisfactory 
in every respect, write us and we will take it back, and refund your money. 

The only way to obtain a MONROE is to order it direct from us. 
We have no agents. Write for Catalogue ‘‘L.” It is free. 


Monroe Refrigerator Co. 


New York Office, 42 Cortlandt Street Lockland, Ohio 

















NO POISON 


Has ever been found 
in the enamel of 


Agate Nickel-Steel Ware 


The Blue Label proves it. Sold by leading 
House-furnishing and Department Stores ev here. 





BURNED Im THE 
AMEL 





E 
LALANCE & GROSJEAN MFG. CO. ARE 


ARE E NEW YORK BOSTON CHICAGO 





If substitutes are offered write us. Send for klet. BURNED IN THE 
NAMEL 


SAFE 
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SMART SET 


The 
Exact Time 
of the 


ELGIN 


WATCH 


the Machinery 
o Modern Life. 


Wherever correct time 
is essential the Elgin 
Watch is val- 
ued. 





ADVERTISER 





The 
“Margate” 


All French Calf 
Oxford. 
Military heel. 
Custom made. 


\ That Foot 





There is a “Florsheim” shoe 

for every known foot. 

No matter how erratic your 
foot may be—there is a 
shoe to fit it among the 
foet-form shapes of the 
“Florsheim” make. 

Some shoes keep you 
thinking about your feet 
The “Florsheim” shoe helps you to 
forget you even have feet. 
No custom-shoemaker can make @ 
shoe that will fit better—or wear 
better—or give better all around 
satisfaction than the “Florsheim” 
Shoe—he could charge you $8 to $12, 
Most styles sell for $5.00 
“Florsheim” woven in 
the strap, or stamped in 
the sole. 


The “Florsheim” dealer in your 
city will tell you more about it—ask 
him. Write us today for 


1903 Booklet Free 
The “Florsheim Way of Foot-Fitting” 
Florsheim @ Company 
Chicago, U. S. A. 





An illustrated history of the watch sent free. 
ELGIN NATIONAL WATCH CO., Elgin, Ill. 








SMART SET ADVERTISER 


Pabst beer 


is always pure 


Drop a postal to Pabst Brewing Co. Milwaukee, Wis. for the story of 
beer, written in a fascinating style by a celebrated journalist. 


3 Bre: following is a complete list of Novelettes that 
have appeared in THE SMART SET. Copies of 
any number can be furnished by mail, postpaid, 25 


cents. Bound volumes containing four numbers 
$1.50; by mail, $2. 


( March io0 THE IDLE BORN, - By H ce CHATFIE! Lp-TAYLOR and REGINALD DE KOVEN 
April «eo A MAIDEN DIPLOMAT, - By L. H. BICKFORD 

) May 1x A PECULIAR PREMIER, - - By CHARLES VALE 
June 19% HEARTS AFLAME, - - - - By LOUISE WINTER 


July 190 WHEN REGINALD WAS CAROLINE, By EDWARD 8S. VAN ZILE 
Aug. toon THE MASTER CHIV oro : - By MARGARET LEt 

Sept. 1900 — LEADING WOMA - - By JOHN D. BARRY 

Oct. and Nov © MISS VANDELEU I PIRATE, - BY HELEN MILICETE 
Dec, 1g00. HER GUARD OF HONOR, - - By MIRIAM MICHELSON 


Jan mor. THE CONGRESSMAN’'S WIFE, - - By Joun D. BARRY 

Feb RUMORS AND A RUNAWAY, - By CAROLINE DUER 

March ». THE UNWEECOME MREs. H ATC H, - By Mrs. BURTON HARRISON 
April . THE TAMING OF SYLVIA, - By ELIZABETH DUER 


May . THE WAGE OF CHARACTER, By Jt LIEN GORDON (Mrs. Van Rensselaer Cruger) 

) June ; THE MIDDLE COURSE, - By MRs. POULTNEY BIGELOW 
July 1g0 PAPA BOUCHARD - By MOLLY ELLIOT SEAWELI 
Aug > MISS SYLVESTER'S MARRIAG E, - By CecIL CHARLES 


Sept. go A NEW BONNET FOR MARY By CAROLINE DUER 

Oct igo THE CAREER OF MRS. OSBORNE, By S. CARLETON and HELEN MILECETE 
ia Vv x THE WONDERFUL IDBA, - By EDGAR FAWCETT 

Dex 7 HOW CHOPIN CAME TO RE MSE N, - By EDWARD S. VAN ZILE 


( Jan i902. PRINCE RECKLESS, By ARTHUR GRISSOM 
‘. Feb 2. THE +3 ASH OF AN EMERALD, . By ETHEL WATTS MUMFORD 
. } March » ARABY - By BARONESS VON HUTTEN 
April » THE AMBITION “OF THE B. ARON, - By MARVIN DANA 


( May ~ THE VULGARIANS, - - - By EDGAR FAWCETT 
9. . June » THE FIGHTING CHANCE : By GERTRUDE LYNCH 
° } July » CLARISSA’S TROL BLESOME BABY, By EDWARD S. VAN ZILI 
Aug » MONSIGNY, - - - - By Justus MILES FORMAN 


( Sept 2 A FRIE ND OF CARA’S - By Lovutse BETTS EDWARDS 
8. - Oct 2 , . OF THE W HEEL, By FRANK LEE BENEDICT 
*) Nov , Y URSULA’S LOVERS, - . By EDGAR FAWCETT 
Dec 2. WINNING HIM BAC K, - . By ANITA VIVANTI CHARTRES 
{ an oo. THE LIEUTENANT-GOVERNOR, - jy GUY WETMORE CARRY! 
Vol. 9 ~~ o>. THE WOOING OF MARCUS, - - By G. B. BURGIN 
6s “| March 1a THE SeeeerT OF PRINCESS PAUL, - By FLORENCE WARDEN 
April ~»3). KERSALEC, - - By Justus MILES FORMAN 


THE SMART SET PUBLISHING COMPANY, $92.5titet stREEr, Lonpon. 


Vol. L.- 





SMART SET ADVERTISER 


Cudahy’s Rex Brand 
Beef Extract 


is superior to all others 


it Makes the 


Most Savery SOUPS, Sauces, Gravies 
and 


BEEF TEA 
FREE! OUR FAMOUS INDIAN HEADS 


@ are highly prized for “dens.” 
We will send you one FREE if you will 
send us the names of your grocer and 
druggist, and four cents in stamps to cover 
cost of mailing, or a metal cap from a2-oz. 
jar of Rex Brand Beef Extract. 
Address Beef Extract Dept. 


The Cudahy Packing Company 


v South Omaha, Neb. 
——— Plotares copyright ty Reyn, Omaba, Neb. 


Perfect Food means Perfect Health 


Perfect health means bright, sparkling eyes, a 
clear complexion, a sweet breath, sound white 
teeth, an active brain and a symmetrical body. 


Ba an 
BISCUIT 


is a perfect food because it is complete in itself 
for the perfect nourishment of the whole body. 
(Read that statement again.) Shredded Whole 
Wheat Biscuit is made in the most 
hygienic Food Laboratory in the world. 
The wheat is thoroughly cooked, and 
spun out into porous shreds and is, therefore, 
iaturally light and short without the use of yeast, 
aking powders, fats or chemicals of any kind. 
is crisp and compels the teeth to 
erform their natural exercise. 
S means perfect digestion, 
perfect health and relief from 
constipation. 
Sold by all @rocers. Send for ‘The 


Vital Question” (Co Book illus 
trated in golors) FREE. Address 


THE NATURAL FOOD CO., 
NIAGARA FALLS. N.Y. 











SET 


ADVERTISER 


ay - 
LOO TAOTNOL. 


It’s Wrong to Stay Sick 


Here 


is the utmost that medicine can do. 


I know it so well that I supply it on trial. 
All I ask is a postal card—no money wanted. 


You are wronging yourself by delay. 





How Ghousands Get Well. 

I have actual records half a million 
chronic cases which I have cured the past 
twelve years—cured them with my Restorative— 
cured them on just the terms that I offer you. 

My offer is this:— 

Simply mail me this coupon, or write me a 
postal stating which book you need. I will 
then mail you an order on your druggist for 
six bottles Dr. Shoop’s Restorative. You 
may take it a month on trial. If it succeeds, 
the cost is $5.50. If it fails, I will pay the 
druggist myself. And your word shall de- 
cide it. 

My Restorative is the leading remedy of the 
world to-day. I have furnished it on those re- 
markable terms to nearly 550,000 people, and 
39 out of each 4o have paid for it gladly, because 
they were cured. In practically every neighbor- 
hood everywhere there are cured ones telling 
others about it. 

There are 39 chances in 4o that it will cure you, 
and I'll take the entire risk. 


of over 


in 


Ghe Only Way to Cure. 


In most chronic diseases the only way to cure 
is to strengthen the z#szde nerves. 

Remedies that merely doctor the weak organs 
may seem to bring brief benefit. But real results 
come only when we restore the inside nerves. 
This is the power which alone operates the vital 
organs. And no weak organ can do its duty 
until that nerve power comes back. 

My Restorative does that—always. I havespent 
a lifetime in perfecting it for just this one purpose. 
It treats a weak organ as you would treat a weak 
engine—by giving it more power. It does all that 
is needed, and does that which must be done, 
whether the trouble is little or severe. 


Cut Out Ghis Coupon 4 
For we all resolve to send for something, but forget 
Mark the book desired and mail this with your nam 
and address to 
Dr Shoop, Box 211, Racine, Wis. 

Book 1 on Dyspepsia. Book 4 for Women. 

Book 2 on the Heart. Book 5 for Men (sealed) 

Book 3 on the Kidneys. Book 6 on Rheumatism 
Mild cases, not chronic, are often cured by one or tw 

bottles. At all druggists. 
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Buffalo Lithia 
Water 


“The Most Effective of the Natural Medicinal Waters” 
and “Strikingly Superior to Lithia Tablets” in 
Bright’s Disease, Albuminuria, Renal 
Calculi, Gout, Rheumatism, Etc. 


Dr. 1. N. Love, New York City, former Professor of Clinical Medicine and Diseases of Children, 
ce of Physicians and Surgeons and in Marion Sims College of Medicine, St. Louis, Vice-Presi- 
American Medical Association, 1895, etc., in an article in Medical Mirror February, 19o!, 
While being the most effective of the natural mineral. waters, it is strikingly superior 
to emergency solutions of lithia tablets and pure water, even where the said solution is an 
dingly strong one.”’ 
Dr. Alexander B. Mott, New York, Professor Surgery, Bellevue Hospital Medical College, 
m Bellevue Hospital: ‘In the Gouty Diathesis, Chronic Inflammation of the Bladder, and other 
eases affecting the Urinary Organs, it may be relied on to give the most satisfactory results.”’ 
The Late Prof. W. B. Towles, M. D., ofthe University of Virginia, had ‘‘no hesitancy what- 
‘in saying that for Stone in the Bladder * * I know of no remedy at all comparable to it.”’ 


is for sale by the general drug and mineral water trade. Testi- 
DUrFALO LITHIA WATER monuials which defy all imputation or question sent to any address. 


HOTEL AT SPRINGS OPENS JUNE 15TH. 


PROPRIETOR BUFFALO LITHIA SPRINGS, Virginia. 








No Woman Need Be a Wall-Flower 


The Secret of Perfect Development 


.| SENT FREE. 


O WOMAN cares to be a wall-fl: wer and no 
woman need be if she will take advantage of 
what set@nce has done for her benefit. It ig the 
woman of the prem. well-rounded figure whose 
card at the ba!lis always filled while her scrawny 
sisters sit out dance after dance. With the perfect 
development of form goes a beauty whic 
peculiar attractiveness. She, who has such a fig- 
ure,can always dress to advantage, while the most 
elaborate gowns lose their beauty when fitted to 
ordraped onthe angularwoman. Any woman, 
never mind how thin or how angular she is,never 
mind how much she lacks in physical atiractive- 
ness,can make herself of perfect form and 
figure by a method which simply marvelous 
in itsresults. The secret is hers for the ask- 
ing. She can learn without any embarrassment 
how thousands of other women as little or less 
favored by Nature as herself have achieved that 
rfection of form so mach to be desired. In or- 
er to obtain this secret of self development at 
your own home, 1n yourown room, without any 
assistance whatever, you have but to writea line 
of request, enclosing stamp to pay postage, and it 
will be sent you absolutely free in plain, sealed 
package, together with abundant reuse of re- 
sults obtained and numerous photos from life. 
ad THE AURUM CO., Dept. K.B., 
55 State St., Chicago, [11 





PAINLESS AND PERMANENT 


HOME CURE 


A TRIAL TREATMENT FREE 


Sent to anyone addicted to the use of Morphine, Opium, Laudanum, Cocaine or other drug habit. Con- 

tains Vital Principle heretofore unknown and lacking in allothers. We restore the nervous and physical 

Systems and thus remove the cause. A full trial treatment alone often cures. Confidential correspondence invited from 
ecially physicians having refractory cases. Th ds of testi jails prove the worth of our cure. 

Write for free treatment today. ST. PAUL ASSOCIATION, Suite 811, 46 Van Buren St., CHICAGO, ITA. 
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Our Great Ring 
Clearance Sale 
Choice of any Barrios Diamond $ 2 








Ring that formerly sold at from 
$4.50 to $9.00 at the uniform 
price of . 


Sent anywhere upon receipt of price 


Gold-Filled Rings, warranted for 20 years, in all the 
popular settings—Tiffany, Princess, Clusters, Belchers, 
round and flat, Marquise, etc., all set with brilliant 


Genuine Barrios 





Diamonds 


HESE ARE THE DIAMONDS which have pleased the elite and deceived the experts. 
| They hold their brilliancy forever and stand the tests of acid, alkali and heat. They 
are worn by thousands of the best pocnte, without a suspicion of their genuineness. 
They have the fire and lustre of old mine diamonds, and, without the test of weight, cannot 
be told from diamonds costing from $100 to $500. They are the only safe diamonds to buy at 
the present time. The Diamond Trust has been forcing up the prices of genuine diamonds 
until they have doubled them in three years, and as soon as the unloading process is finished, 
look out for a crash, and a shrinkage of one-half in values. In the meantime, keep on the 
safe side by wearing the Genuine Barrios Diamonds, the only undetectable substi- 
tute ever discovered for the genuine article. 











OUR MAIL ORDER DEPARTMENT 
We have the largest Mail Order Department in the country 
devoted exclusively to the sale of jewelry. All orders filled the 
day they are received. Send us currency or money order for 
anything you want, and you will be surprised and delighted 
with the article you receive. The illustrations or descriptions 
hardly do the goods justice. Remember you send us your order 
with the distinct understanding that if goods are not exactly as 
represented your money willbe refunded. Address order plainly 


Barrios Diamond Co., Dept. E, 146 State St., Chicago 


Purchasers of BARRIOS DIAMONDS run no risk whatever. 
In ordering state plainly number and style of ring wanted. Te 
secure exact size, measure finger with strip of paper cut from illustration below. 


if the gems are not as represented, money will be refunded. 


Address 


OUR GUARANTEE 


WE GUARANTEE each and every stone to retain its 
brilliancy forever, and the mountings to give perfect satisface 
tion. We will give $10,000 to any charitable institution if 
it can be shown that we ever refuse to replace a stone that 
does not give satisfaction. BARRIOS DIAMONDS will 
stand acids, heat, alkali, etc., in fact they can be washed and 
cleaned like ordinary diamonds, and so near do they re- 
semble them that Government Experts have been decetved. 


Barrios Diamond Co., Dept. E, 146 State St., Chicago 


All orders are received with the distinct understanding that 


Enclose price and ring will be sent you st 


once, postage fully paid. 





L PET e333 t 
| Barrios Diamond Co. °° ©,'46 5 * 











CHICAGO 
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For 
the Odor 
of Perspiration 


dust the arm pits, dress shields, clothing, 
feet and skin with Spiro Powder before 
you dress. It will positively destroy 
ind prevent the odor of perspiration 
no matter how badly you are aifected; 


SPIRO POWDER 


completely removes the odor from 
the clothing; makes the skin 
cool, sweet and comfortable. 
A pure antiseptic absolutely 
odorless. Reliéves inflam- 
mations, chafing and prickly 
heat ; healing and soothing 
to the skin; an instant relief 
for hot,tired, sorefeet. On 
sale at drug and toilet count- 
ers everywhere, 25c. or by 
mail for price. Free sample 
on request. Guarantee in ev- 
ery box. 


SPIRO COMPANY, Niagara Falls, W. ¥. 














romatic Face Steamer 


Removes all Facial Blemishes, 
and Insures a Brilliant and 
Clear Complexion. 


Cures Headache, Neuralgia, 
Cold, Hay-Fever, Nervous- 
ness and Fatigue. 
Delightful, Exhilarating, 
Efficient. 

A Luxury after Shaving. 
Price Three Dollars, 
Write for Circular. 

THE D. C. COMPANY, 
Dept. G. 217 West 126ta St., 8. ¥. 
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(Linen 


Some undergarments may look 
like the Dr. Deimel Linen-Mesh 
Underwear, but no other can give 
the comfort and satisfaction which 
have made them famous the world 
over. 

B Ri. t, fling ¢ a i ut iv, with 


z 


samples of lnen-mesh, mailed free. 


THE DEIMEL LINEN-MESH CoO. 
riginators of Linen-Mesh 
Dept. D. 54-491 Broadway, New York 
. lll Montgomery St, 
. 131 street. 
} . . 510 Fulton St, 
MONTREAL, CAN, . . 2202 St. Catherine St. 
Lonxponx, W. C., Ena., . . 88 Strand (Cecil Hotel), 


The best for scalp and hair. 
Possesses the same remarkable healing 
properties as the famous skin ointment— 
Resinol,combined witha gentle, effective, 
emollient and cleansing soap base. 


ESINO 


SOAP 


beautifies the skin, by peoouting. perfect skin 
health—it is a true deautifier. romptly re- 
moves all skin affections from redness and 
roughness to eczema. Fine for nursery, toi- 
let, bath. Sample free. Sold everywhere, 


RESINOL CHEMICAL COMPANY, 
Baltimore, Md., U. S. A. 
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Sore Throat 


Hoarseness, Quinsy, Tonsillitis 
Laryngitis and other throat 
troubles quickly relieved 
and promptly cured 
by the use of 


Hydrozone 


This scientific germicide is used and 
endorsed by leading physicians every- ul nter 
where. It is absolutely Aarm- 


less, yet a most powerful healing 


at ~ killing the germs that cause Baltimore Rye 
; 


these diseases, without injury to the 
tissue, Hydrozone cures the patient. 
Sold by Leading Druggists. If not 
at yours, will send bottle, prepaid, 


on receipt of 25 cents. THE BEST FOR THE GUEST 


WM. LAN AHAN & SON 
S7-N Prince Street, NEW YORK 
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Great 
Western 
Champagne 


is the purest and most 
healthful of wines, 





OS 9 To th Of ae By Lot A 


and has its place 


| EY, y, . pp pee . the best homes for 
Ma A 4 t MALOFs | daily use. 

(q . OOTH SOAPY | . Received Ey 

| aE: | | GOLD ME 

(highest award) given 

to an American 


‘ agne at the 
The International ch wmige cde - 
Paris Exposition of 


DENTIFRICE Pediat al roc 


Standard of the World for Thirty Years 7 The present vintage 
Cleanses, preserves, beautifies and whitens - we Ee 
the teeth, strengthens the gums, sweetens has never been 
the breath. In neat, handy metal boxes. celled in excellence. 
Ideal for dressing table and traveling. No 


wi scatte: no liquid spi i 
omens. tcumelal Seale PLEASANT VALLEY WINE CO., 
C. H. STRONG G CO., Proprietors, Sole Makers, Rheims, N. Y. 


Chicago, U.S.A. 
Sold by respectable wine merchants everywhere 
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SMART SET ADVERTISER 


The man who is only content with the 
choicest wine, is nine times out of ten 
unable to start his dinner with a de- 
cent cocktail. Even an expert can’t 
mix good cocktails all the time. You 
should order a CLUB COCKTAIL as 
you select your wines, for its subtle 
aroma and its smooth and delicate 
flavor. Just strain through cracked ice. 
Seven kinds, Manhattan, Martini, Ver- 
mouth, Whiskey, Holland Gin, Tom 
Gin and York. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Proprietors, 


HARTFORD NEw YORK LONDON 
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is Flat 


and absolutely smooth— 
that’s why the Brighton is 
the most comfortable garter— 


that’s why it cannot rub the leg or catch in 
the clothing. The 


BRIGHTON 


Flat Clasp Garter 


is the best fitting of all garters; as neat 
and durable as it is comfortable— 
very best SILK webbing—all 
colors. Price 25c. at dealers 

or by mail, 


PIONEER SUSPENDER CO., 
718 Market St., 
Phila., Pa. 
Maker sof 


Pioneer 
Suspenders. 














'PERHAPS YOU 
'HAVE NEVER KNOWN 


| the pleasure of smoking a GOOD 
| CIGARET TE-oneof QUALITY 
and INDIVIDUALITY. We 
make cigarettes to order, and in 
lots of 500 mark them with mono- 
gram, crest or other design with- 
out extra charge. Our BEST— 
and that means THE BEST —is 
the Post Prandial, at $3.00 per 
hundred. The Banquet, at $2.60 
per hundred, is better than you 
can get elsewhere. Other grades 
are $2.20, $1.95, $1.75 and $1.50 
per hundred. 
We shall be glad to mail sam- 
ples for 25 cents. Booklet, “All 
About Made-to-Order Cigarettes,” 


free. 








PINKUS BROTHERS, 
56 New Street, New York City. 





OIL =@-SMELT! TER--MINES | 


DOUGLAS, LACEY & CO. 


(Members New York "pnsstiatel Stock Exchange), 
Bankers, Brokers, Fiscal Agents, 
66 BROADWAY & 17 NEW ST., NEW YORK- 

SuléeGiOT7 to 186, inclusive, Manhattan Life Ridg, 
Dividend-Paying Mining, Oil and Smelter 
Stocks, Listed and Unlisted, our Specialty. 

OOK LETS giving our suecessful plan for realizing the large 
profits of legitimate Mining, Oil and Smelter Investments, 
subscription blanks, full particulars, ete., sent free to any inter. 
ested on application BRANCHES: 
Boston bington, Conoord, N. H. Minneapolis, 
Philadelphia, 


Chicago, 

Cleveland, 

Cincinnati, ont oe voit, Mi Mexico City, 
Bt. Louis, ord, Conn. Grand Rapids , Halifax , N. 8. 
Ral imore, Worcester , Mass. Daven port, la 6t. Jobus ,N. B. 


ow ste the TREATED side of this face 
The hat yit of Frowning cured, and 


w nay = \ 8 hay MOV ED 
e Anti- w eae — papal 


ry them a 





cents eae pa ackng e 
wes and flabbiness my 
Astringent works wonders. Price 25 
cents per package. 


Avoid imitations. 


EVERY WOMAN MAY ACQUIRE 
A BEAUTIFUL FIGURE 


“NOYLENE” 


develops the NECK, BUST or HIPS No me- 

chanical appliances or drugs.) Established 1888. 

When through experimenting tryit. Priee, 82,00, 

Send 4 cents postage for booklet and full par 

ticulars. Hours, 11 tos daily (Fridays excepted), 

Mme. G. HARIE, {> Ladies’ Toilet Stadio, 
426 Central Park West (109d Street) 
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DRINK ONLY THE PUREST 
10 L 
iWhiskeu. 


We are the largest bottlers and 
shippers of cased whiskies in 
Kentucky. 


‘WRIGHT & TAYLOR, 
DISTILLERS, LOUISVILLE, KY. 
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Drink and Drug Habit Cured 


The Paquin Immune Co., of St. Louis; invites 
the special attention of all relapses from other 
cures. Our treatment not only removes all de- 
sire for drink, but makes alcoholic stimulants 
of all kinds offensive, and restores the patient's 
health to a normal condition. The leading 
business men and ministers of St. Louis have 
given their unqualified endorsement to the 
Paquin Immune method, and their letters will 

: be submitted to anyone interested. Address 


THE HOME OF PAQUIN IMMUNE co. 
The Only Institution my its Kind in St. Louis. Paquin Immune Company, 2747 Olive Sircet, St. Louis, Mo. 
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4 E YOUR FOOT Thousands have done so, Thousands } 
4 have blessed the day they did 

No matter what your ailment is, I will advise you free (under private cover) regarding the proper treatment. Your trouble may 
be omey an enlarged joint, it may have developed into a bunion, and the toes may overlap. If so, ‘‘Poend’s Toe Spring 
ora similar appliance (worn night or day) will relieve and cure you. You may have pains in the feet, ankle or instep, due to long stand- 
ing, Or & sprain, strain, etc., and been treated for rheumatism, whereas the arch had begun to break down with a tendency toward 


“ ” “* POND’S 

° -08 Flat -Foot oo TOE SPRING’’ 

7 SR improved Relieves and cures 
IMSTEP ARCH Bunions and 

SUPPORTER Enlarged Joints 

@ Fg ty ay — r Restores foot to natura 





4 


impression of foot or ont- form and action. Sent 
line by placing on paper on appreval. Money 
and tracing around with back if not satisfied. 
m™presston or a lead pencil, and ask for IMPRESSION OF A Send for circular, giving 
PERFECT FOOT particulars. FLAT FOOT WITHOUT full particulars. WITH 


M. ACHFELDT, Foot Specialist, 41 W. 24th Street, New York. ‘Suite K. 


ants ~~ > ~~ —“—eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeerererrmrrmrrmrrmrrr bade 
a4 POO Sr rere rrr 7° - eo oor" erry > 

















The Secret of a Good Complexion 


All women who desire beauty should embrace this opportunity 


To secure a 6o-day daily treatment of Dr. Campbell's Safe Arsenic 
Complexion Wafers and Fould’s Medicated Arsenic Soap for 


ONE DOLLAR 


If your blood is impure or if you have pimples, freckles, wrinkles, 
blackheads, redness of face or nose, a muddy, sallow skin or any 
blemish whatever on or under the skin, you should procure at once these 
marvelous beautifiers of the complexion, skin and form. This ad. must 
be sent with your order. If you cannot send now, cut this out and send 
when it is convenient, as this offer will be good any time if this ad. is 
sent with your order. Address all ordersto H. B. FOULD, Room 44, 
214 6th Avenue, New York. Sold by Druggists Everywhere. 

SPECIAL NOTE. — A new edition of our magnificent book, entitled **Wour Face Is 
Your Fertune,.” is ready, and until the edition is exhausted will be sent Free to ladies 
who wish to know the secrets of real Beauty 
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OF INTEREST TO PEOPLE HAVING MONEY 


FINANCIAL BUREAU 
TOWN TOPICS 


An Institution Established 1889 








It is the business of this Bureau to investigate all Financial problems, to secure early 
news on market movements and to advise its clients in their investments or speculations. 

WE OPERATE NO ACCOUNTS and have no interest in the market. Our 
sole business is to furnish disinterested opinions and information: 

We are fully equipped to advise on COTTON and WHEAT as well as on stocks 
or bonds. 

Special attention given to the investigation of INVESTMENT SECURITIES, 
and to furnishing opinions thereon. We are also in a position to make special and ex- 
haustive reports upon any and all of the new industrials. Whatever information is 
obtainable upon these properties is within our reach. 

A GUIDE IS NECESSARY for the outside trader who desires to be successful 
in his speculation. Many opportunities for profit-making are offered in the stock market, 
but in order to be successful it is necessary to have advice from a reliable and unbiased 
source. Success or failure is largely a question of good judgment, guided by experience 
and proper information. 


SERVICE RATES ARE: 


First.—For a single advice or opinion (by letter or telegram, as required) upon a stock, 
bond, cotton or wheat market question, or for an investigation and report upon a 
particular investment or speculative security, $10 (an advance subscription of $50 
gives the privilege of ten inquiries during a year). 

Second.—A telegram each morning sent at 8.30 o’clock, covering probable course of 
market for the day, and advice as to purchase or sale of particular stocks; alsoa 
special telegram around midday when circumstances warrant it; also the regular 
daily letter at 3.30 p.m.; also privilege of inquiries and advice at will by telegraph, 
telephone, letter or personal call at our office. Terms, $40 per month. (To opera- 
tors making their headquarters in the Wall Street district, this service will be made 
by our own messengers if preferred. ) 

Third.—Daily /e¢ter service, with occasional important telegrams and privilege of a 
reasonable number of special inquiries, $20 per month, or $50 for ‘Aree months. 

Fourth.—Daily /e¢/er service, without privilege of telegrams or inquiries, $50 per year; 
six months, $25. Subscriptions to this service No. IV are not accepted for less 
than six months. 


Fifth.—Daily bulletin service in Wall Street district by our own messengers, $15 per 
month. 


ALL TELEGRAMS AT COST OF SUBSCRIBER. 


TOWN TOPICS FINANCIAL BUREAU 
EDISON BUILDING 
(Telephone, 262 Broad) 42 Broad Street, New York 
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Reduce Your Weight 3 to 5 Pounds a Week 


I know you want toreduce your weight,|the desired weight, you can retain it. 
but probably you think it impossible or | You wiil not become stout again. Your 
are afraid the remedy is worse than the | face and figure will be well shaped, your 
disease. Now, let me tell you that not only | skin will be clear and handsome, you will 
can the obesity be reduced in ashort time, | feel years younger. Ailment of the heart 
but your face, form and complexion will| and other vital organs will be cured. 
be improved, and in health you will be | Double chin, heavy abdomen, 4abby 
wonderfully benefited. I ama regular cheeks and other disagreeable evidences 
practicing physician, having made a/of obesity are remedied speed ly. All 
specialty of this subject. Here is what I pati ients receive my personal attention, 
will do for you. First, I send you a blank | whether being treated by mail or in per- 
to fill out; when it comes, I forwarda five yn; all correspondence is strictly confi- 
lical | ae ntial. Treatment for either sex. Plain 





weeks’ treatment. You make no rad 
change in your food, but eat as much or | sealed envel pes and packages sent. Dis- 
as often as you please. No bandages or | tance makes no difference. Satisfaction 
tight lacing. No harmful drugs nor sick- | guaranteed. Send for my new book on 
ening } The treatment can be taken | obesity: its cause and cure ;—it will 

privately You will se from 3 to §/ convince you. Address 

pounds weekly, according to age and | . 

condition of body. Atthe end of five HENRY C BRADFORD M D 

ill | ‘ ' 1 Urey 


ame ghee are to report to meand I w 
end furth reg t if neces . 
When you have reduced your hesn to | 24 East 23rd Street, New York. 


Our list of testimonials tells of those cured at home 
at small expense. CURE GUARANTEED without 
the use of knife or caustics. Write for information 


Send fr Dr. pw pa book on ji pone j Ly anf its CAUSES. dls we and booklet. 
Ag yt yp pee op DR. SWARTZ CANCER INSTITUTE, 
creasing your weight to normal, Book sent sealed for 2c. i ; . ; 

THE G. S. RIVARD CO. 203 State Street, DETROIT, MICH. Sapien, Gite, S. ©. A 


OPIUM, LAUDANUM AND OTHER DRUG HABITS 3 


rmanently and painlessly cured at home. Especially successful where other 
pe 


= so-called cures have failed. Our free trial treatment will convince you of 
its merits. Correspondence strictly confidential, in plain sealed envelope | R IAL 
The All-Saints Co., 309 L. Broadway, New York. 


Great “opportunities - Trade anythi 
ad thing y 
offered. Book ex- | 66‘ I ‘his for I hat”’ have for anything 
pai ning about the want. Get our gig 
Industry tic paper that prints thousands of exchange ads. 6 mo. trial subscri; 


Send for it. | joc. Your money back cheerfully if you are not delighted. Add: 


F. B. MILLS, Box 40, Rose HiLL, N. Y. THIS FOR THAT, 1721 Star Bldg., Chicago. 


FRECKLES: == Wash Your Fat Away 























SEND NO MONEY tii proven. 1 will send treatment to be 
paid for after Freckles are removed. Write, with full de- 


scription, to Mire, MARION WALKER, S29 6th Sc Louisville, Ky. WITH How ar p+ . 


Simple, Harmless and Inexpensive 


EXTERNAL REMEDY 


It removes fat from that part of the 
body to which it is applied—restoring 
the natural bloom of youth, leaving no 
wrinkies or flabbiness. 





No nauseous drugs that ruin the stom- 
ach; no dieting; no change of habits 
whatever. 


The application is simplicity itself. You 
merely apply the eixzment to the ae 
you wish reduced, then literally “ 
the fat ry without injury to the 
THEY DEFY TIME. } most delicate skin. 
‘ WE GUARANTEE RESULTS. 

P ) On receipt of request, we will 
send you our new book on obesity, 
. which gives cases and facts of 
the new discovery—a cure by 


B. & P. Wrinkle Eradicators and Frowners absorption. 


THE HOWARD CO., Suite 157, No. 6 W. 224 St, N. ¥. City. 





every woman looking young whe uses them—tb« 


yrevent and eradicate wrinkles and crow's fect. 


day the simplest, safest and most effective aid to beauty 
i toilet table. Absolutely harmiess 





i in the morning Small box 


“GF Ot Fe MORPHINE and LIQUOR 
them. Write Habits Cured. Sanatorium Estab- 


B. & FP. CO, (Two Women), 86 Kirk St., Cleveland. 0, lished 1875. Thousands having fa 


elsewhere have been cured by us. Tr 
baad ~ ' Te Stephe at home. Write 


Dr. J. Stephens Co., Dept. V5, Lebanon, Ohio. 
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There are occasions 

when nothing but a Dia- 

mond will meet requirements 

The lover plights his troth with the 

sparkling gem which lasts forever, and 

which every day during life, reminds the 

loved one of the giver’s love and generosity 

No lover is too poor to buy a Diamond on the 
LOFTIS SYSTEM. He simply makesa selec- 

tion from our Catalogue, and we deliver the Dia- 
mond at his home or place of business and allow him 

to keep it a reasonable length of time for examination 
We require only one-fifth of the price as a first pay- 
ment, allowing the balance to be paid in eight equal 


LOFTIS BROS. @ C 


Dept.E20, 92, 94, 96 and 98 State St. 





monthly payments. 

We pay all delivery charges 

—there is no risk, expense or ob- 

ligation attached in making a selec- 

tion. We give a written guarantee ; per- 

mit exchanges at ful! prices at any time, and 

if goods are not just as represented, promptly 
refund your money. We are the largest house in 

the business and one of the oldest (Established 

1858.) Our prices are from 10 to 20 per cent lower 
than retail jewelers. Please write to-day for our 
beautiful booklet which answers every question you 
can ask about our goods, prices, system, etc. Itis worth 
its weight in gold to any person interested in Diamonds. 


=~ on 
CREDIT 
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Diamond Importers and 
e Manufacturing Jewelers 


Chicago, Il., U. S. A. 


OPPOSITE MARSHALL FIELD & COMPANY 


THIS TRADE-MARK 


is knewn from one end of the civilized 

rid to the other. It will be found on 

toilet tables of the royalty and no- 

ity of Europe and the fashionable 

men of America. It is the emblem of 
neness on every package of the 


Imperial 
Hair Regenerator 


THE STANDARD HAIR COLORING 
FOR GRAY OR BLEACHED HAIR 


The IMPERIAL HAIR REGENERA- 
TOR is recognized the world over as 
the ONLY preparation which restores 
GRAY HAIR to its original color, or 
that will make BLEACHED HAIR 
any shade desired, from Black to the 
lightest Ash Blond, without affecting 
the hair, health, or scalp. It is free from 
the injurious ingredients contained in 
cheap, obnoxious dyes, and has repara- 
tive and tonic qualities contained in no 
other preparation 

It is easily applied, colors are DUR- 
ABLE, and unaffected by baths or 
shampooing, and is ABSOLUTELY 
HARMLESS. _ Its ——— CAN- 
NOT BE DETECTED, permits curl- 
ing, and makes the hair soft and glossy 

Sample of your hair colored free 
Correspondence Confidential. 'The 
IMPERIAL HAIR REGENERATOR 
is sold by druggists and applied by 
Hairdressers everywhere, or for- 
warded in plain wrapper, express 
charges prepaid. 


Sole manufacturers and patentees: 


{mperial Chemical Mfg. Co., 135 W. 23d St., HL Y. 














is a combination of simplicity and power. 
So simple that a child- can play it. So 
powerful that it compasses the masterpieces 
of the world. Price $150. 
Apollo $250, Apollo Grand $350. 
Apollo Concert Grand, $450, plays 
every note on the piano. 
Easy Time Payments can be 
arranged by writing. 
Send for Booklet H. 
THE MELVILLE CLARK PIANO CO., 
399-405 W. Madison St., Chicago, Til. 
oR APOLLO COMPANY, 101 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 
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Alpha 
Salad 
Cream 


is absolutely 
pure. Never 
separates. Nev- 
erspoils. Those 
who like oil can 
add their favor- 
ite brand with 
perfect results. 
Samples not 
mailable. 












Salad 
Cream 


is the ideal 
salad dressing 
for all varieties 
of salads. It is 
also the ideal 
sauce or relish 
for cold meats, 
canned salmon, 
shrimp or lob- 
ster, fish cakes, 
baked beans, 
cold slaw, cold 
cauliflower or 
asparagus, cold 
hash or on sand- 
wiches. 


Martha Taft —_——a Recipe Book (60 Recipes and Suggestions) sent free for grocer’s 
name. This book includes premium list. Informs you how to secure the New Game of Diamonds 
free. This game sells at 50c. to » $1, according to style and quality of board. 

WONDERLAND PUDDING TABLETS. One tablet makes a quart of milk into a milk jelly 
more delicious, refreshing and nourishing than other desserts. Also make Delicious Ice Cream. 
Package of 10 Tablets by mail 10c. No samples. 


THE H. J, BLODGETT CO., Inc., 36 Thayer Street, Boston, Mass. 











































































All grocers. 






























To Owners of Gasoline Engines, 
Automobiles, Launches, Etc. 
THE 


A uto - Spark er 


way entirely with all starting ar 
t th . 






Special Valuesin 
Fine Violins 


Anyone thinking of porebesing 
a fine violin should send three two 
cent stamps for our Fine Violin 
er ue. It contains fac-similes 
Labels printed in colors, 
“Hints on the Proper Adjustment of a Violin,’ 
Photo-Engravings of noted violins and a complete 
Descriptive List of the Fine Violins now offered for 
sale by us. In our present collection, are superb 
instruments ata very low range of prices, besides 
the celebrated Hawley Collection of Stradivarius. 
Guarnerius, Amati and other masterpieces. ? 
desired, several fine violins will be sent direct to 
res mnsible persons for inspection, or they may be 
























MOTSINGER DEVICE MPG. CO. 
73 Main Street, Pendleton, Ind. 













The Gem Pocket 
Cigarette Roller 


HOLDS TOBACCO ané 
FITS VEST POCKET 



















































ordered direct through the local music dealer, No matter how well you can roll 
LYON & HEALY, “=ifares ee enarulae tars 
. co. tal price wm lots te pg 
Sraythteg Gem Cigarette 
The World's Largest Husie House, Dona” } Sent Anywhere ms for 50c | mae oo 












RESORT MANAGERS know the vaive of THE SMART SET as an advertising 
medium. It reaches all the people of wealth and social position in the United States. The 
patronage of its readers alone could make the future of a place assured. 
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* SHAVING 
SOAP 


No Smarting Faces. 

Face ever smart when going into a cold wind after 
shaving? If so you are not using Williams’ Shaving 
Soap, which always leaves the face soft and comfortable, 
and prevents chapping and irritation. 

Sold in the form of Shaving Sticks, Shaving Tablets and Shaving Cream throug bout the wor!d 
THE J. B. WILLIAMS CO., Glastonbury, Cuonn., U.S. A. 


ALLEN’S FOOT-EASE FREE OF CHARGE! 


Shake Into Your Shoes Positive Relief at Last. 


Allen's Foot=Ease, a powder for The Mahler Electric Apparatus 
the feet. It cures paintul, swollen, isthe only device ever invented for 
smarting, nervous feet, and instantly the positive, permanent removal of 
eee SE ee one eee all SUPERFLUOUS HAIR from 
> pT eee face, neck or arms by electrolysis; 
} Foote Ease makes tight-fitting or new also effectually removes Moles, 
shoes feel@asy. Itis a certain cure for Warts, Red Veins and other fa- 
ingrowin - 7 a gopene and cial blemishes. Ladies ca 
hot, tired, aching feet. ave over Y “y of 
30,000 testimonials. TRY IT TO- “3 eg in = sas 
DAY. Sold by all Droggists and Shoe cir own fh 
Stores, %c. De netaccept an imi- sults as positive as can be 
“So Easy to Use.” FRE Sent by mail for25c.in stam ps. . 2 





























wn F ’ obtained by skilled special- 
TRIAL. n““ KAGE ists. You can have this ap 
MOTHER. GRAY’S SWEET. POWDERS, th wey ER 
. . . the i 
best medicine for Feverish, Sickly Children. Sold by Drug- eS 
gists everywhere. Tria! Package F 


: REE, Address D. J. MAHLER, 
ALLEN 8S. OLMSTED, Le Roy, N. ¥. Matthewson St., Providence, R. I, 
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. in BUST an 
Perfection 43usT = 


The Knowledge How To Possess It Yours For the Asking 


Would you have a form second te 

ne, perfectly free from all scraw ny 
and hollow places, and a bust as full, 
plump and firm as you could desire 3 
You may easily obtain these ines- 
timable blessings if you write to 
Mme. Hastings, the marvelous- 
ly successful Form and Face 
Specialist of Chicago, for her 


famous system of development, a 


I 


“ Who first beholds the light of day 
In Spring’s sweet flowery month of May, 
And wears an Emerald all her life, 
Shall be a loved and happy wife.” 


You Save from 15% to 25% 


in buying diamond jewelry from us. A repu- 
tation of more than sixty years as direct im- 
sorters of precious stones places us in the 
font rank as diamond experts. We will accept 


SMALL MONTHLY PAYMENTS 
on account of any purchase made. All trans- 
actions are strictly confidential. 


WE TRUST YOU pews: 
business is 
based on faith in the integrity of the public. 
We give a certificate with every sale, guaran- 
teeing the quality and price of each article. 
Our new catalogue, Series 5, is a description 
P of the largest assortment of 
diamond jewelry ever 
gathered together. It 
also explains our easy 
payment plan. Mailed 

free on request 
Address DEPT. B. 
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discovery which vigorously stimu 
lates the developing forces of nature 
and makes plump all the flat and 
inken places and which creates 
¢ most fascinating and beautiful 
curves. It enlarges the bust 
measure 6 inches and mates 
the arms and neck plump and round 
The Nadine system is the one 
praised so highly by leading society 
women everywhere. It is perfectly 
harmless and failure is unknowr 
Special instructions are 
i ven to thin women to gain 
5 to 30 Ibs. more in weight 
and round out the entire 
form. While using this treatment 
1 will receive constant care by 
il until you are entirely de- 
veloped. Prominent physicians 
highly indorse and prescribe it be- 
cause of its great superiority over 
everything else known for physical 
A development, Upon request and a 
stamp for postage,a package, sealed 
in a plain wrapper, will be sent you, 
containing beautiful photos and full 
information how to develop yourself 
at home. Do not fail to write at 
once to 


MME. HASTINGS, 
D. N., 59 Dearborn Street, Chicago, Ills. 
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“IT’S ALWAYS FAIR 
WEATHER WHEN GOOD FEL- 
LOWS GET TOGETHER.” 











The best pledge of good fellowship 
in fair weather or foul is 


Dewar's Scotch 


the King of Whiskies and the Whis- 
key of Kings. Awarded 53 gold and 
prize medals, and supplied by Royal 
Warrant to His Majesty King Ed- 
ward VII. 











A COACHING PRINT 


“To the Health of the Whip” 
by Frederick Glassup), being a reproduction in 
four colors of the original design by Edward 
Penfield, shown herewith, will be sent to any 
address on receipt of 10 cents in silver. Printed 
on fine plate ag end size 9x 12, without adver- 
tisement of any kind, and suitable for framing 
in club house or home. Next montb, “ Fisher- 
man’s Luck,”’ by E. N. Blue. Address 


FREDERICK any? thay re 


igent for Fohn De yr & Sons, Lid. 


New York 








(copyright, 1903, 
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and book, “ The 
GERVAISE GRAHAM, 
(McKes 


Mrs. Gervaise Graham's 


Cucumber 222 
Elder Flower 
Cream 


CREATES A PERFECT COMPLEXION, 
It cleanses thoroughly and feeds and nour 
ishes the skin tissues; it removes tan, freckles, 
wrinkles and blackheads. Send 2-cent stamp 
direct to Mrs. Graham for free trial bottle 


m & R 


Story of Your Mirror.” 


1279 Michigan Ave., Chicago 


*bbins, East, Wholesale Agts., N.Y.) 








MORPHINE 


OPIUM and LAUDANUM habits cured by OPACURA, 
a painless home. treatment, “Tee and used by leading 
phy sicians | TRIAL TRE sufficient to convince 
on it W 1 CURE. sent FREE. with book of testimonia! 
sealed. (wate Ses Confidentia! 

OPA AYS ELF CO,, Dept. H, San Antonio, Texas. 


a I will gladly inform 
anyone addicted to 
Sk 








PHINE, OPIUM 
* a never-fai ing 
ure. Address 


mé 
++ o. Baldwin, Box 1212.6 hicago, Ill. 


$3.00 SILK ELASTIC STOCKING 
Write for pamphlet U 
TRUSSES, ABDOMINAL SUPPORTERS, ETC., 
FLAVELL’S, 1005 Spring Garden St., Philadelphia. 


Don’t leave comfort, convenience ) 
and order at home when y yu 
travel. Take them along by 
packing your clothes ina 


STALLMAN 


Dresser Trunk 


Built like a dresser. Everything you want when 
and where you want it. Keeps garments in 
perfect condition. Simplifies packing and un- 
packing, eliminates re-packing. Strongest, 
roomiest, most convenient trunk made and 
costs no more than the ordinary style. Sent 
C.O.D. ——— examination. 
nd two-cent stamp for booklet. 
\ P. A. STALLMAN, e2 W. Spring Street, Columbus, O. 

































































SET ADVERTISER 


A STUDEBAKER PANEL BOOT VICTORIA AND THE STUDEBAKER REPOSITORY IN NEW YORK. 
. “HE solid growth of the Studebaker business during the past fifty years is 


shown to-day by a chain of handsome repositories extending across the 


continent, each of which contains a complete vehicle exhibit, where the 
widest possible variety of styles and special types can be seen, together with ap- 
propriate harness and accessories. Every owner of a Studebaker carriage has the 
comfortable feeling of one who possesses a masterpiece of craftsmanship. 


The Studebaker Electric Automobile should be carefully examined by those seeking a practical 


thich can be Of perated by any m mber of the family 


" STUDEBAKER BROS. MFG. CO. 


New York City, Broadway, cor. 48th St.; Denver, Col., cor. 15th and Blake Sts.; Chicago, Il., 378-388 Wabash 
Ave.; Salt Lake City, Utah, 157-159 State St.: Kansas ( ity, Mo., 810-814 Walnut St P, wrtland, Ore., 328-334 
E. Morrison St.; San Francisco, Cal., cor. Market and roth Sts.; Dallas, Texas, 317-319 Elm St 


LOCAL AGENCIES EVERYWHERE 


Factory and Executive Office, - = South Bend, Ind. 














SMART SET 


Save them! 


Nt) y (octet @0) (6) e) 


‘Women. 
The more dainty 
& delicate theyare 

the greater the need 


Eg of Pearline 
- for the 
Washing 


Ginghams 
Dimities 
Piques 
Organdies 
= Madras 
+) tty Swiss 
» Laces 
Lawns 
Linens 


without soap 
without rubbing 


‘Use Pearline 


—s 





YOUR SOUP 


Fish, Oysters, Lobsters, etc., will be vastly im- 
proved if seasoned with McILHENNY’s 


Sabasco §. 
It gives a keen appetite and stimulates the 
digestion. 





SE SE ae 
imparts a delicious flavor that delights the epi- 
cure. It is purer and better than any ground 
pepper. Once used, McILHENNy’s 


AY 
Sabasco auce 
becomes indispensable on the table and in the 
kitchen. For Soups, Sauces, Salad Dress- 
ings, Gravies, etc. 

Ask your dealer for McILHEeNNy’s TaBasco, 
the original and best. 
FR EE We shall be pleased to send, on request, 


our interesting booklet containing new 
and unique recipes. Address 


McILHENNY’S TABASCO, NEW IBERIA, LA. 


ADVERTISER 


EVERYONE LOVES The LDISON 


PHONOGRAPH 


NONE ENUINE WITHOUT 

TH ¥ 
“ ) co ‘ 
- Ait mad ULdoor- 


RK 


The Phonograph is distinguished from other 
talking machines by its absolute fr from scratching 
and , natural tones of music or voice. 

The Phonograph is infinitely superior. 

The Phonograph is sold in 5,000 stores. Call at 
the nearest dealer’s and hear the modern Phonograph 
with the new Edison Moulded Records and the New 
Reproducer. Phonographs from $10.00 to $100.00, 

Records, 50c.; $5.00 per dozen. 
NATIONAL PHONOGRAPH CO., Orange, N. J. 


MEW YORK, 8) Chambers St. CHICAGO, $04 Wabash Ave. SAN PRANCISCO, 9f5 
Market St. EUROPE, 52 Rempart Saint Georges, AwTwear, BeLGum. 





The Only Perfect Polish 


GORHAM 
SILVER 
POLISH 


IN CAKE FORM 
The only 


preparation that 
produces a perfect result. It 


cleans as well as_ polishes. 
Does not cake or fill up the 
minutest interstices. Is ex- 
ceedingly economical in use 
and contains no trace of harm- 
ful ingredients. 

Price 25 cents a package 


If unobtainable at your jewelers’, send 25 cents 
in stamps for a sample package to 


The Gorham Co. 


Broadway @ 19th Street, New York 

















SMART SET 


 HAYNES-APPERSON 


Is the ONLY gasolene automobile that 
ran the contest from New York to Boston 
and back without repairs or adjustments 
of any kind. 





Front head-light extra. 


nly machine that has won every Endurance Contest 
America, and every conte r entered 


17 "eri*.anedee"™ Stock Machines 


I machine the kind th 
Absolutely Unequalled Record 
e gives the records complete Send for it and ask 
for the “ Little Book,” too 
are rged to visit sw factory, where every detail of 
1p m superiority an be se 1 fully . nderstood, 


ow AT 
HAYNES- APPERSON co., Kokomo, Ind., U.S.A. 
Branch ‘Store, i 385 Wabash Avenue, Chicago. 


n Representat klyn it Co., 1299-41-43 Fulton 
kiyne NY. and 66 W —p~}- iow Van National Automo 
& Mfg, Co., Pacific Coast Agents, San Francisco 





SURREY, 12 HORSE-POWER, $1800 
the 


Ww race eve 


catalogu 

















of dealing 

direct with 

the factory for 

carriages and har- 

ness has come to stay. It is foolish to 
pay three or four profits on a carriage. 
The only question is—which factory? 
my ours. Weare not agents. Wedon’t 
buy parts and put them together. We 
make carriages complete, of honest ma- 
terials. Ours is a large, complete and 
independent factory. 

Our illustrated cataiogue is our salesman, 
We will send it to you free. It shows you 
our immense stock, and explains our lib- 
eral guarantee. If you are notentirely sat- 


isflied with a pure hase, we wilirefund your 
money and pay freight both ways. 
The Columbus Carriage & Harness Company, 
Factory and General Office, Columbus, 0. 
Western Office and Distributing House, St. Louis. Ho. 
Write to nearest office. 





ADVERTISER 


Better than any 
other at anywhere 
near the Price 


There are numerous reasons why this 
is so. One great one is that all the 
machinery is hung on the frame abso- 
lutely independent of the body, and 
therefore there is mo vibration. 

The Crestmobile is very handsome in 
appearance, beautifully painted in rich 
colors, finely finished. The neat bright 

brass trimmings on the bonnet, the gen- 
eral shape and long wheel base give it the 
appearance of the small French cars which 
cost four times the price. It is very simple 
to operate, repair cost and trouble are reduced 
to a minimum, and it is noiseless. Instead of 
a chain to clog and cause annoyance, it has a 
shaft drive and starts from the seat. 

It has a gasoline motor, with supplies to 
It has 
ample luggage space, is a very strong hill- 
climber, and will speed up to 30 miles an hour. 


run 150 miles on a single charge. 


Send for our new catalogue. 


CREST MEG. CO. 
Cambridge, Mass., U. S. A. 


Agencies in New Y ork 
and other large Cities 














SMART 


‘King of 
the Bel- i 
gians ” Ton- 


meau, de-| , _—— 
tachable. \ 
——— - ee. 


SET ADVERTISER 


DABBACG CARS HOLD MORE RECORDS THAN ANY OTHER MAKE IN THE WORLD—THE FAVORITE OF TWO CONTINENTS 


8, 9, to, 12, 
CONTROL —STARTS FROM THE SEAT 
AND IMMEDIATE DELIVERY 


and 20 Horse-Power TOURING CARS 


Also BUSINESS DELIVERY WAGONS 
NOISELESS—LUXURIOUSLY APPOINTED 
AMERICAN DARRACQ AUTOMOBILE COMPANY, Controlled by 


DIRECT SHAFT DRIVE—THR 
Weekly Importations Insure LATEST 


F. A. La ROCHE CO., Sole Importers and Distributors for the United States. 


Also Eastern Agents for the Cleveland Roadster. 


CHICAGO BRANCH, 502-504 Wabash Avenue. 


The U. S. 
“Long Distance”’ 


Automobile Co.’s 
TOURING CARS 


Built for American Ro#ds 


Two Cylinders Vertical Engine 
Price $2500.00 
Built for service, long runs and hill 


climbing Simply operated, free from 


ration Each part easily reached, 


no intricate machinery to get out of order. 


TYPE A, RUNABOUT - - : ° « 
TYPE B, TONNEAU - - - : . 


Our book is of unusual interest to 
Sent free on request 


$1250.00 
1500.00 





Automobdilists. 


U. S. Long Distance Automobile Co. 


410-114 West 4ist Street, New York 














ay Factory, 307 Whiton St., Jersey City # 





652-664 Hudson Street, New York. 
NEW YORK BRANCH, 147 West 838th Street. 


Virginia Hot Springs 








2,500 Feet Elevation, Magnificent Mountain Surroundings. Open al! the Year 
REACHED BY THE 


CHESAPEAKE & OHIO RAILWAY. 


INCOM PARABLE 
FALL, SPRING AND SUMMER CLIMATE. 


Luxurious baths and most curative waters known for rheumati 
obesity and nervous troubles. New golf club house with squas! 
ing rooms, cafe, ping pong, et Fine golf links, tennis court 
pool, excellent livery and all outdoor pastimes 

New Homestead and Cottages.— The hotel is a brick 
of the highest class, complete t containing 400 Fr 
200 private baths. Long distance ‘phone ineach room. Brokers’ 
direct New York wire. 


ptember, 192, 


Pullman compartment car from New York via Washingtor 
Chesapeake and Ohio Railway. The F, F. V. Limited, leaving N 
4-55 P..M., arrives Hot Springs 7.05 A.M. Excursion tickets 
ofhces, 362 Broadway, New York, and offices Pennsylvania R. R 
necting lines throughout the country. For hotel information, addr 


Frepo. STERRY, Manacer, 
HoT Sprinas, BaTtH Co., VA. 








SMART SET ADVERTISER 


Standard Marine Engines 





10 h. p. to 75 h. p., two, 

three and four cylinders. 
Cruising Yachts, Avzxilia- 

= ries, Launches and Working 
Boats. The most effective 
= engine made. Smooth Rvn- 
ning, Safe, Positiveness in 
Action, Simple, Economical. 

Send for our illustrated book. 


LAUNCH ‘“‘AURELLA.”’ 


United States Long Distance Automobile Co. 


307 WHITON STREET, JERSEY CITY, N. Jd. 














toe 


Ge aad PANHARD C.G.V. 
Renault, Mors 


Touring Cars 
t to stand up and run perfectly under all condi 





Smith&Mabley} | 


Seventh Ave. cor38thSt NewYork 





SMART SET ADVERTISER 
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ee 


Our Catalogue of 1903 Models describes 12, 
18 and 24 brake horsepower, 2, 3 and 4 cylinder 
Gasoline Touring Cars and our new Steamer. 


Let us send you a copy. 








DEPOTS = 


NEW YORK CITY, N. Y., Geo. B. Adams, 600 Sth Ave. 

New York City,N. Y., Robert E. Fulton, 48 W. 54th St. Indianapolis, Ind., Conrad Mueller, 
Brooklyn, N. Y., A. G. Southworth, 42 Flatbush Ave. 372 Massachusetts Ave. 
Philadelphia, Pa., Quaker City Auto. Co. Cleveland, 0., Ohio Motor Car Co., 317 Huron St. 

140 North Broad St. Minneapolis, Minn., Pence Auto. Co. 
Boston, Mass., W. E. Eldridge, 223 Columbus Ave. 315-317 So. Third St. 
Providence R. 1., H. H. Rice, 15 Snow Street. St. Louis, Mo., Mississippi Valley Auto. Co. 
Washington, D. C.. W. J. Foss, 519 Fourteenth St 3937 OlivesSt, 
Newark, N. J., Koehler Sp’g Goods Co. , 845 Broad St. Detroit, Mich., W. E. Metzger, 265 Jefferson Ave. 
Chicago, lll., Ralph Temple & Austrian Co. Denver, Colo., A. T. Wilson, 1552 Broad way. 

295 Wabash Ave. San Francisco, Cal., National Auto. & Mfg. Co. 

Milwaukee, Wis., Weber Cycle Co. , 597 Seventh St. Fremont 8t. 


3064 C 1 Ave. 
International Motor Car Co. PELLET. 








The Largest Automobile Factory in the World. 





SMART SET ADVERTISER 











handsome black suit should be a part of every man’s wardrobe—no other looks quite as neat 
and dressy. Our ideas as to what constitutes good clothes are to be seen in most of the 
up-to-date dealers’ stores. Black suits sell at Fifteen to Thirty Dollars. Worsteds, Cheviots 
and Vicunas in rough and smooth finishes. 
Send your name and address for Vol. VIII of our Review of Fashions—it’s free for the asking. 


B. KUPPENHEIMER & CO. ‘as\cc.’ CHICAGO 
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ARMOUR’ 
EX TRAC? 
OF BEEF 


The Best Extract 
of the Best Beef 


For SOUPS, SAUCES 
GRAVIES and 
BEEF TEA 


Sold in JARS only, Never in Bulk 


Insist on 


ARMOUR’S 


The Brand that makes the Demand 








ee 

















SPGON OFFER & 
FREE A Silver-Plated Measuring Spoon 


A new and novel means of accurately measuring fluids and solids for all household purposes. 
Its use insures economy and satisfactory results. 


A Spoon is Given Free with each Jar of Armour’s Extract of Beef 


If your grocer or druggist cannot furnish it, we will send one postpaid on receipt of metal cap 
from top of jar of ARMOUR’S BEEF EXTRACT 


OFFER EXPIRES ON AUGUST FIRST 


ARMOUR. & COMPANY CHICAGO 


























CHECKERBOARD emeees 





er 


bei totaal TR Apion 


Old JohnGraham said. 


in his ‘‘ Letters from a Self- 
Made Merchant to his Son:” 


“It’s the quality of the goods 
inside the package which 
tells when they once get 
into the kitchen and up to 
the cook.” and it is 
the quality of the foods inside the 
** checkerboard” packages which sold 
Ten Million Packages in the past ten 
months—test them for yourself. 


PURINA FOODS 


RASS TON 





cr 
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Tells the Distance Exactly 

Most leading manufacturers recognize the 
value of the Veeder Odometer and fit it on your 
Vehicle, so that you get it free. The maker who 
fits a Veeder guarantees his car. He is not 
afraid of the record it will make. 

Made in all wheel sizes for everything that 
uses the road; automobile, horse or cycle. In 
ordering, state diameter of wheel. Prices, 
$3.50 to $7 00. ‘et Free. 


2t-page Book'ct Free: 
VEEDER MFG. CO, 
101 Sargeant St., Hartford, Conn. 








Mak » Odame*ers, » 
arabica 12) 





now on our floors, but accentuate our earlier 
of this spring’s complement of 


re carriages. 
Certainly, we should be pleased te have take 
correct perspective of them — barring ce. 
Inthe latter event our printed literature, illustra- 
ications will greatly aid 
jon, They are yours, with 


that for over forty 
to maintain ‘the 


most reliable 
manship which gives character, poise and per- 
to the well-mannered turnont. 
The French Carriage Co. 


VERDINAND F. FRENCH 
92-98 SUNMER ST. BOSTON, MASS. 


ced conceptions, 
and that peculine work- & 


ee 


pirpAbhbae 





The Knabe Piano 


IS AN ART PRODUCT SUITED TO 
THE EVERYDAY REQUIREMENTS 
OF THE AMERICAN PEOPLE » 


Where the Knabe ts once Known, 
it is never superseded 


The Kaabe Art Catalogue, 
the handsomest bookiet 
ever published on Pianos, 
is sent free upon request. 


Wm. Knabe & Co. 


NEW YORK BALTIMORE WASHINGTON 
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(OAP COMPLEXION 


ie 








IS IRRESISTIBLE. 








SMART SET ADVERTISER 


TOWN TOPICS 


THE JOURNAL OF SOCIETY. 


~~o>- —— 


Town Topics is recognized the world over as the Journal of 


American Society, and is read by everyone who cares to keep in touch 
with the current news of the social world. Its facilities for obtaining 
reliable advance information concerning society people and social func- 
tions are so far unequaled by any other journal in the world that the 
press universally watches for its appearance Thursday morning to get 
their early news of this character. 

Its financial and commercial department is conceded in all financial 
circles as being so accurate, complete and reliable that no one having 
interest in commercial or industrial enterprises, or who is dealing on the 
exchanges; no banker, broker, investor or capitalist, can afford to miss the 
weekly review of all these matters in Town Topics. 

The short stories in Town Topics are clever and find a unique 
favor with all. Its poetry, burlesques and witticisms have a distinct 
flavor that appeals to smart people. 

Its criticisms of drama, music, art, literature, sports and the turf 
are by the cleverest talent available, and are absolutely independent. 
Its critics are subject to but one rule, 

‘**BE HONEST—FEAR NONE, FAVOR NONE.” 
Its editorial comment covers the whole field of subjects. interesting to 
the intelligent classes. Its opinions are not gloved; they are always 
forceful and honest. 


Do You Want Such a Weekly Newspaper? 


You can buy it of all newsdealers. But you can secure its sure and 
regular delivery to you through the mails by sending in a subscription, 
Any newsdealer will gladly do this for you without charge. 


—_——_* > o—____ 


Prices: $4 per annum; $2 six months; $1 three months. 
Single Copy 10 Cents. 


—_——_e-@ o—_—_—_ 


TOWN TOPICS PUBLISHING CoO., 


452 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK. 


=. &. ©. 26¢ 6 © J. 6. 6. 0, dO. 9. do. 0. od. 2 i ih oi 
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SMART SET ADVERTISER 


(Now in the Fourth Edition) 


TIGGER DADY AND IIE BAST 


BY ALMA FLORENCE PORTER 





Flattering Press Opinions 


New York Nation—The little motherless 
wild Western girl wins sympathetic interest 
for herself and for the various animal friends 
so affectionately pictured, and if these letters 
seem to show more than the degree of sense 
commonly allotted to them, we are willing 
to believe that our stupidity may have more 
to do than theirs in fixing the accepted limit 
of animal intelligence. 

New York Vanity Fair—The illustrations 
by Gustave Verbeek are in his most vigorous 
style. The full page, in which appear the 
great black bear facing the fury of a * chi- 
nook” wind in the mountains, an old Mexi- 
can trapper and a child at the log-cabin 
window, is delightfully realistic. 

New York Times—Tenderly and grace- 
fully the author tells of the love existing 
between a girl and various animals. The 





stories are so natural that they look as if 
they were the actual experiences of a young 
life. 


Albany Argus—The animals delineated 
with charming detail by Mrs. Porter are not 
hackneyed types familiar to the casual ob- 
server and to the zodlogist, but distinct in- 
dividuals impossible to confuse with other 
individuals. 


New York Evening Telegram—Lovers of 
animals will be delighted to make the ac- 
quaintance of the horses, dogs, foxes, pigs, 
cats tamc and wild, bears, crow 
and burro, whose romances are told in Alma 
Porter’s ‘* Nigger Baby and Nine Beasts.” 


Washington Post—Old and young lovers 
of animals will welcome the acquaintance of 
Mrs. Porter’s friends. 


raccoons, 


The book is beautifully illustrated by Gustave Verbeek, and 
handsomely printed on thick deckel-edge paper, with embossed cover 
and gilt top. Your bookseller has it or will secure it for you, or 
ai it will be sent postpaid on receipt of price, $1.50, by the ESS ESS 
aN PUBLISHING COMPANY, 452 Fifth Avenue, New York. 








SMART SET ADVERTISER 





will offer some favorable opportunities to make large profits 
before the Spring is over, but the trader who desires to be suc- 
cessful in his operations will need advice of a conservative and 
reliable character. Success or failure in market operations is 
largely a question of good judgment, guided by experience and 
proper information. 









You Wisw Goop, CONSERVATIVE ADVICE? 


It is the business of the 


Manclal Bureau ot Town Tope 


[ESTABLISHED 1889] 















to investigate all Financial problems, to secure early news on market move- 
ments and to advise its clients in their investments or speculations. Wy 
THE BUREAU’S ADVICE is always sincere and as reliable 
as possible, because it dispassionately sees and sizes the situation from all W 
standpoints, and is UNBIASED by interests or deals. * 
WE OPERATE NO ACCOUNTS and have no interest in the W 
market. Oursole business is to furnish disinterested opinions and information. wW 
We are fully equipped to advise on COTTON and WHEAT as \j 
well as on stocks or bonds. W 
Special attention given to the investigation of TNVESTMENT W 
SECURITIES, and to furnishing opinions thereon. We are also in a .. 
position to make special and exhaustive reports upon any and all of the new W 
Industrials and mining enterprises. Whatever information is obtainable W 
upon these properties is within our reach. W 
For further particulars and rates, address W 


TOWN TOPICS FINANCIAL BUREAU, WY 

(Telephone, 262 Broad.) Edison Building, 42 Broad Street, New York. W 
VW 

Read Our Financial Review in TOWN TOPICS Every Thursday. M4 
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()zomulsion 


0 -So- Good 





Qzomulsion for Children 


Ozomulsion is the new life-saving, health-giving, strength 
producing, medicinal food—a scientific combination of Cod 
ziver Oil, guaiacol, glycerine and the hypophosphites of lime 
and soda—whose component parts provide body-building 
material in proper kind and quality. 

Ozomulsion will be found an ideal food for weak and 

It will bring good color to thin, pale faces. 

It will not only supply the proper nourishment, but pro- 
duce sound, firm flesh. 

It will build up the emaciated and paint the roses of 
ealth on their cheeks. 

It will check any disposition towards softening of the 
bones, and produce a marked improvement in the general 
condition of the child. It Makes Bone. 

The dose for a baby from four to six months old is Half 
a Teaspoonful Three Times a day, immediately after eating. 
This ye ged should be gradually increased until a full tea- 
spoonful is taken. 

Should the half teaspoonful not be tolerated by the con 
dition of the stomach, begin with a smaller quantity, even if 
it be but three or four drops. 

Ozomulsion is “‘ The” Coa Liver Oil Emulsion “ Par Ex- 
cellence” that Physicians Use in their Families and Prescribe 
in their Hospital and Private Practice, and Druggists Sell in 
Large Bottles, Weighing Over Two Pounds, for One Dollar. 

Pleasant, Easy to Take, and So Agreeable. 

For Free Sample by Mail, write, giving your name and 
complete address, with street and number, and enclose Ten 
Cents in stamps or silver to pay for United States mailing 
case and postage, 

OZOMULSION FOOD CO. 96 & 98 Pine Street New Yor« 


hy 


SENT BY MAIL 


ta 


fave Tou 
Iie I? 


OZOMULSION FOOD CO. 
Laboratories, 96 & 98 Pine St. New York 
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ENTRANCING 


enerciZING Wg. A] excrossinc 


ENTHRALLING 
JUST OUT 


Tales From Town lopics 


Changed in Size Doubled in Contents 
Same in Price 


An original Complete Novel by one of its notable list of clever authors 
will appear in each issue. This number of the 


QUEEN*OF QUARTERLY MAGAZINES 


CONTAINS 


“DREGS IN THE CUP’’ 


—BY— 


G. VERE TYLER 


alone worth One Dollar, but you can get it for 


FIFTY CENTS 


and in the number you will find some forty other good things in fiction, wit 
and poetry by the 


BRIGHTEST WRITERS OF THE DAY 


including an exceedingly strong story by 


RUDYARD KIPLING 


If you are mentally fatigued and want to be enlivened and entertained, 
not at one but at a dozen readings, hand your newsdealer a Half Dollar and 
tell him to give you 


TALES FROM TOWN TOPICS 


and you will get hours and hours of 


REST AND RECREATION 


or remit subscription price for one year ($2.00) to 


TOWN TOPICS PUB. CO., 452 Fifth Ave., New York. 


FOR SALE on all trains and by all news and periodical dealers, any one 
of whom will gladly forward your subscription. 
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Bound Volume No. 9 











SMART SEI 





Comprising the numbers for Jaruary, February, 
March and April, 1903. Containing the following 


novelettes : 


THE LIEUTENANT-GOVERNOR, 


By Guy Wetmore Carry]. 
THE WOOING OF MARCUS, 
By G. B. Burgin. 
THE SECRET OF PRINCESS PAUL, 
By Florence Warden. 


KERSALEC, 


By Justus Miles Forman. 


Sent Postpaid. - . Price, $1.50. 


The Smart Set 
452 FIFTH AVENUE, ° 


NEW YORK 


SET 





ADVERTISER 
























No. 
shades of striped Taffeta, very good quality ; 
of same material, waist lined 
attractive model. 
and Blue and White Dots. 





OPPENHEIM, COLLINS & CO. 
BROADWAY AND 2ist STREET 
NEW YORK 


THE INITIAL INTRO. 


DUCTORY OF OUR 
RECENTLY INAU- 
GURATED MAIL 
ORDER DFEPART- 
MENT. 


Values and styles 
as you will see them 
nowhere else. 


Terms : strictly net 


cash, 


Post Office or Ex- 
press Orders or Bank 
Drafts preferable. 


Do not send mon- 
ey, except by regis- 
tered mail. 


C.O.D, purchases 
sent if desired, but a 
deposit must accom- 
pany the order. 


213.--Ladies’ Shirtwaist Suit, made in all the fashionable 


plaited front, pipmg 


; New York's most 
Also Foulard, Black and White $13.75 


Introductory price, 
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Home , - Priday Morning. 
Jones :- 


I have followed 
the example of Mrs. Leader and 
aaa — the . for 


Dear Mrs. 


eit petpie @ eve 
y not I ? 


oan write without previous ex- 
perience, and with my 

tions am sure 
1l save me much time 


cial obli 
machine 

and wo >. se 
over to tea next 


a quiet eveni 
have to write 


pardon brevity. 


e. 
ere use it, 
find that I 


esday. 
a few of our mutual friends for 
at home. I 

© six others, so 
Very cordially, 


Wet.liedi 


Write for Art Booklet. 


Oliver Typewriter Co. 


118 Lake St., Chicago. 


Principal Foreign Office 
75 Queen Victoria St., London, 
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1DVERTISE 


FISHERMAN’S LUCK 


often includes a combination of wet 
feet, hunger, a light creel and a plen- 
tiful supply of hard luck stories, 
The truly lucky fisherman is the one 
who provides himself beforehand 


with the consoling companionship of 


Dewar’s Scotch 


It is bottled where distilled, from the 
largest reserve stock of old Scotch 
Whisky in the world. 





AN ANGLER’'S POSTER 


“Fisherman's Luck” (copyright, 1903, by 
Frederick Glassup), is the original drawing by 
E. N. Blue, shown herewith. It has been 
printed in four colors on heavy plate paper, 
9X12, without advertisement of any kind, and 
will be sent to any address on receipt of ro 
cents in silver. Suitable for framing in club- 
house or home, Next month, “In Camp,” a 
picture of outdoor life by Dan Smith. 


FREDERICK GLASSUP 
Sole Agent for Fohn Dewar & Sons, Lid. 


126 Bleecker Street, New York 





- VACATION DAYS 


Where are you going for your vacation this summer, 
and how? 


There are many delightful places: Lake Chautauqua, 
St. Lawrence River, Adirondack and White Mountains, 
Atlantic Coast, Canada, Niagara Falls, South Shore of 
Lake Erie country, and its lovely Islands; lakes of the 
Northwest, Yellowstone country and Colorado places. 


The service of the Lake Shore @& Michigan Southern 
Railway — unequaled for completeness and comfort— 
may be used with greatest advantage for reaching 

all these summer places. 


Privileges — Enjoyable privileges accorded on tickets 

over Lake Shore—stop-over at Lake Chautauqua, 

* Niagara Falls, Lake Erie Islands, option of boat or 
rail between Cleveland and Buffalo, etc, 


Summer Books -— Sent for 6 cents postage by 
undersigned: “Lake Shore Tours,” 
“Lake Chautauqua,” “Quiet Sum- 
mer Retreats,” “Privileges for Lake 
Shore Patrons,” “Book of Trains.” 


Boston Excursions—Over 
the Lake Shore, July 2, 3, 4 and 5. 
Good until September 1. Very low 
rates. All railways sell in connec- 
tion with Lake Shore. 


Chautauqua Excursions 
—Over Lake Shore, July 3 and 24, 
from all points west of Cleveland. 
Good 30 days. Low rates. 


A. J. SMITH, G. P. & T. A., Cleveland, O. 
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axe 


“MAKE HAY WHILE 
THE SUN SHINES” 


An Endowment policy in the Equitable 
makes money for you — and at the 
Same time protects your famuly. 


But you can only secure it while the 
sun of good health is shining. 








For full information fill out coupon below, or write 


THE EQUITABLE LIFE ASSURANCE SOCIETY of the United States, 
120 Broadway, New York. Dept. No. 80. 


Please send me information regarding an Endowment for $...........+..++- issued 
to a man or woman years of age, 
es TE TR LO eT eit 


RRGINE cn ie inane rise cants+eges eves conedniee 





SMART SET 


THE UNIVERSITY 
PREPARATORY SCHOOL 


BOYSONLY. ITHACA,N.Y. 


Boarding and Day REPARES FOR CORNELL 
Departments. and all high class colleges 


CERTIFICATES accepted since 1895. 
JUNIOR HOUSE opens September, 1908. 
SUMMER TERM opens July 16, for cight weeks—Cirealars. 

JACOB GOULD SCHURMAN, President of Cornell Universit 
says -—I give most cheerful testimony as to the high quality of wa 
dowe in your school; Its complete curriculum and excellent manage- 
ment render it a most desirable preparatory school for the U university. 

PROFESSOR T. F. CRANE, Dean of Cornell U niversity, says:— 
T have lately had an oportunity to examine carefully your schooi and 
it gives me great pleasure to express my satisfaction with ft. I have 
long known the excellent staff of instructors, but I was pot so well 
acquainted with the facilities for caring for the students. I found 
everything relating to their home life, rooms, food, ete., of the most 
admirable character and quality. I believe that the ideals of the 
school are high, the scholarly training excellent, and the surround- 
ing ia@uence refined and wholesome. 

DAVID F. HOY, Registrar of Cornel! University, says:—I am 
pleased to give my full and earnest endorsement to the U. niversity 
Preparatory School. I shall take pleasure at any and all times in 
recommending it to those who desire a safe and efficient piace for 
preparation for college 
FALL TERM opens September 24th. Send for illustrated Catalogue to 
CHARLES A. STILES, 110 Avenue D., Ithaca, N. Y, 





STANHOPE-WHEATCROFT DRAMATIC SCHOOL 


St FIFTH AVENUK, NEW YORK. 
Summer Courses now open. Regular instructors. 
Students graduate in September. Engagements secured. 
rite for pros tus. 
ADELIVE STANHOPE WHEATCROFT, Director. 


REMARKA BLE ar rEeR! 
TEST HOROSCO: 

MONEY REFUNDED IF Nor SATISFIED. 
Send 2sc., with sex, place, date and hour of birth. Booklet FREE. 
This offer is made to introduce our magazine, MODERN ASTROL- 
OGY. Single copy, 25¢. 


MODERN ASTROLOGY PUB. 60.. 313 Metropolitan Bldg., New Tork. 
SEED SOWING 

J] can aid you toincrease 

vour income this year,and 

now is the time fo begin 


with the farmer and sow 
the seed. lf you are a Sav- 
ings Bank 





. an 
owner of or Rail- 
road Bonds and kindred 
securities, can you afford 
toinvest your money at 
or4 ceat.? 1/ you are 
working for others, and 
fave @ small income, / 
bring you an opportunity 
to lay the corner stone of 
a fortune by judicious in- 
vestments. 

J recommend divi- 


Shares as 

one of the safest and most 

‘orms of invest- 

— None other brings such qaick and so large 


ome. 

My clients who bought Ethel Consolidated af rc. a 
share can sel/ it at % per cent. profit or more. At 
present price, 75c.. it nets the buyer per ceant., as tt 
pays dividends at the rate of 1 per cent. a month. 

This is the age of > #¢ ts the standard of all 
values —it never depreciates—it is the world’s money 
and eas —y ywhere 

~F to gold mining. Have made ita 
apecialey wit eat success _ my patrons. Let me 
put your ite to work, and Iwill surprise you 
with the results. 

Write for my booklet, full of valuable information 
for the investor. 


ANDREW L. BUSH, Confidential Broker 


21 Phoenix Building, Springfield, Mass. 
Highest Bank References 


ADVERTISER 


MY AMBITION 


Is TO BECOME AN 


ILLUSTRATOR. 


We can assist any one to realize 
his ambitions. “Struggles With 
the World” is the name of a 
book of ours dealing with the bet- 
ter education of men and women, 
This 72-page book is free. It shows 
you how, during spare time, to he- 
come an Ellustrater, Ad..« 
Writer, Journalist, Proof. 
reader, Bookkeeper, Sten- 
egrapher Electrician, 
Klectrical Engineer, ete. 
Mention the profession in which you 
are interested, and we will inc — 

some valuable te orma’ ic one 


insyiTytE 0 or L augarer ageet 

















Penn. Ave., Cor. [2th St., N. W.. 
Washington, D. C. 


European Plan. 
Absolutely Fireproof. 
THE MODERN HOTEL OF THE CITY. 


. J. TALTY, Manager. 





THE 
FOUR-TRACK 
NEWS 


An Illustrated Magazine 


of Travel and Education 
MORE THAN 100 PAGES MONTHLY 


Its scope and character is indicated by the following 
titles of articles that have appeared in recent issues: 


Haunt of me Venezuela—Illustrated . Frederick A. Ober 
= —— Holden—Ilustrated . Del B. Salmon 
eng Re Stars— — . Frank W. Mack 
tn the on Greet North W oods— Poe > Eben &. Rexford 
tiful Porto Rico— iilustrated. . Hezekiah Butterworth 
In Rip Van Winkle’s Land—Poem . Minna Irving 
Nature’s Chronometer—lllustrated . H. M. Albaugh 
Van Arsdale, The Platitudinarian—!ll. Charles Battell Loomis 
The Three Oregons— | llustrated . Alfred Holman 
Ancient Prophecies Fulfilled Ina. . George H. Daniels 
The Stories the Totems Tell—Illus. . Luther L. Holden 
A Little Country Cousin—Illus. . . Kathleen L. Greig 
The Masnmes—Iliustrated ‘ . Will G, Steel 
When Mother Away Poem . Joe Cone 
A Little Bit of Folland Tiiustrated . Charles B. Wells 
Romance of Reality—Ilius, . . ; - Guthrie 
Samoa and Tutuila—Iiinstrated . . 
Under Mexican Skies—Illustrated . Marin B. Fenwick 
Niagara in Winter—Iliustrated . . Orrin E. Dunlap 
Little Histories—Illustrated 
Old Fort Putnam . William J. Lampton 
The ¢ ‘onfederate w White House . Herbert Brooks 
The Alamo .. John K. Le Baron 


SINGLE COPIES & CENTS, or 50 CENTS A YEAR 


Can be had of newsdealers, or by addressing 
GEORGE H. DANIELS, Publisher 
Grand Central Station, New York 




















SMART SET 


Ready Now 


PERKINS, THE FAKEER 


(New Title) 
Originally published in THE SMART SET 
An Amusing Travesty on Reincarnation 


BY 
EDWARD S. VAN ZILE 
Author of “With Sword and Crucifix,” etc. 
AMUSING INGENIOUS UNIQUE 


A Yankee, after long residence in the East, has be- 
come an adept in magical arts, and on his return to 
America amuses himself by occult pranks that involve 
innocent personsin appalling dilemmas. The author's 
humor is distinctive and unfailing ; the plot is absorb- 
ing. The book does not contain a dull line or a sad 
one, 


COMMENTS OF THE PRESS 


Raltimore Sun.—** Extr mely readable.” 
sdelphia Record.— Shockingly unique." 
Times * Deliciously extravagant.” 
World.—* Fairly hilarious in its depiction.” 
f the Times, New York.—" Mr. Van Zile is to be congratu 
ion the most weird romancé since Edgar Allan Poe." 
Town Topics.—* Those who are tempted to believe that there is 
nothing new ia fiction under the sun should cultivate a reading acquaint 
ance with Edward S. Van Zile’s story, * Perkins, the Fakeer."* 


The illustrations are from drawings by 
HY. MAYER 
Crown 8vo, cloth, $1.00 net, postage I5c. extra. 


ADVERTISER 


Published May Ist 


A PuRITAN WITCH 


A ROMANCE 


BY 


MARVIN DANA 


Author of “The Woman of Orchids,” etc. 


THRILLING TENDER ABSORBING 


This is a romance that abounds in the best 
qualities of the best fiction; action that is 
essential and vigorous, sentiment that is genu- 
ine and pure, a plot that is new and stirring, a 
setting that is fitting and distinctive. The 
artistic conception of the story happily unites 
realism and romance. The reader's interest is 
aroused in the first chapter; it is increased 
steadily to the climax of a happy ending. 


The illustrations are from drawings by 
P. R. AUDIBERT 


Crown 8vo, cloth, 





Published May 15th 


THE FIGHTING CHANCE 


The Romance of an Ingenue 
BY 


GERTRUDE 


LYNCH 


DISTINCTIVE LIFELIKE DELIGHTFUL 


This story is a modern romance, dealing with prom- 
inent characters in Washington political life, and pre- 
senting a vivid picture of a phase in the career of an 
honest statesman. The theme is treated with great 
skill by an author whose personal experience enables 
her to write luminously of department life. The 
love interest in the story is fascinating, while the plot 
is absolutely distinctive, as original as it is satisfying. 


COMMENTS OF THE PRESS 


Utica Press.—* A cleverly written story and has some fine characters.” 
New York Fournal.—* The story is as interesting as it is valuable.” 
Tribune." A fine story.” 

Boston Transcri~t.— There is enough excitement and love interest 
in‘ The Fighting Chance’ to entice anyone who is alert for a goox 
story." 

Town Topics —* One of those delightful comedies in which the 
fighting consists of wit combats, and the story is told with a vividness 
that makes it possible to visualize all the scenes and characters amid 
natural surroundings. The action is cleverly dramatic and the denoue 
ment is skilfully held in -uspense."’ 


IMlustrated by BAYARD JONES 


Crown 8vo, cloth, . ° . ° 


$1.25 





Published May 15th 


THE VULGARIANS 


BY 


EDGAR FAWCETT 
Author of “The Evil That Men Do,” ete. 


TRUTHFUL THOUGHTFUL NEW 


In this novel the author has achieved the best ex- 
pression of his genius. Parvenus of immense wealth 
are here made real before the reader, and not only 
real but lovable as well. The story is at once inge- 
nious and simple, amusing and move entertainin 
and profound. It is a most valuable picture o 
American life, drawn from facts, and must stand as 
an important contribution to literature. 


COMMENTS OF THE PRESS 


Boston Transcript.—* An 
skill." 

Wail and Express.—*" Typical 
phases.” 

Wilmington News.—* An excellent story of American life.” 

Town Topics.—* Mr. Fawcett h s evidently lost none of his cunning 
as a novelist; this story is full of p wer and vigorous effects.” 


Ilustrated by ARCHIE GUNN 


Crown 8vo, cloth, . ° ‘ ‘ 


excellent example of the author's 


of the author's talent in all its 








THE SMART SET PUBLISHING COMPANY 


LONDON 


452 FIFTH AVENUE 


NEW YORK 





SMART SET ADVERTISER 


HE following is a complete list of Novelettes that have 

appeared in THE SMART SET. Copies of any num- 

ber can be furnished by mail, postpaid, 25 cents. Bound 
volumes containing four numbers, $1.50; by mail, $2.00. 


March 1900. THE IDLE BORN, By H. C. Cuatrie_p-Taytor and RecinaLp pe Koven 


April 190. A MAIDEN DIPLOMAT, -_ - - By L. H. Bickrorp 
Vol. 1. May 1goo. A PECULIAR PREMIER, - - By CHARLES VALE 
June 190. HEARTS AFLAME, - - . By Louise WINTER 


July 1900. WHEN REGINALD WAS CAROLINE, By Epwarp S. Van ZILE 
| Aug. st90. THE MASTER CHIVALRY, . By MARGARET LEE 
} Sept. i900. THE LEADING WOMAN, . - By Joun D. Barry 


Oct. & Nov. | wigs VANDELEUR, PIRATE, - - By Heten Miecers 


1goo 


Dec. igo. HER GUARD OF HONOR, - - By Miriam MICHELSON 


‘Jan. got. THE CONGRESSMAN’S WIFE, - By Joun D. Barry 
Feb. igor. RUMORS AND A RUNAWAY, - By CarRoLine DUER 
March igor. THE UNWELCOME MRS, HATCH, - By Mrs. Burton HARRISON 
April igo. THE TAMING OF SYLVIA, - : By Evizasetu Duer 


May oor. THE WAGE OF CHARACTER, . § By Jutian Gorvon 


(Mrs. Van Rensselaer Cruger) 
June toor. THE MIDDLE COURSE, - By Mrs. Pouttney BiceELow 
July soo. PAPA BOUCHARD, - - By Motty ELLior SEAWELL 
\ Aug. 1901. MISS SYLVESTER’S MARRIAGE, - By Cecit CHARLES 


Sept. 1901. A NEW BONNET FOR MARY, - By Carottne Duer 

Oct. 190t. THE CAREER OF MRS, OSBORNE, By S. Carceron and HeL_en MiLecetTe 
Nov. i9ot. THE WONDERFUL IDEA, = By Epcar Fawcett 

Dec. igc1. HOW CHOPIN CAME TO REMSEN, By Epwarp S. Van ZILE 


Jan. toe. PRINCE RECKLESS, - - By ArTHUR GRISSOM 

Feb. 1902. THE FLASH OF AN EMERALD, - By Erne: Watts Mumrorp 
March igo2. ARABY, - : By Baroness von HUTTEN 
April igc2. THE AMBITION oF THE BARON, - By Marvin Dana 


May ioo2. THE VULGARIANS, - - By Encar Fawcett 

June 1902. THE FIGHTING CHANCE, - - By Gertrupe Lyncu 
July 1902. CLARISSA’S TROUBLESOME BABY, - By Epwarp S. Van ZILE 
Aug. 1900. MONSIGNY, - - - - By Justus Mites Forman 


Sept. 1902. A FRIEND OF CARA’S, - - By Louise Betts Epwarps 

von i902. THE TURN OF THE WHEEL, - By Frank Lee Benepict 
1902. LADY URSULA’S LOVERS, - - By Epcar Fawcert 

i. 1902. WINNING HIM BACK, - - By Anira Vivantt CHARTRES 


1903. THE LIEUTENANT- GOVERNOR, - By Guy Wermore CaRRYL 
9 “eb. 1903 THE WOOING OF MARCUS, - - By G. B. Burotn 
. 


March 1903. THE SECRET OF PRINCESS PAUL, - By FLorence WARDEN 
_ April 1903. KERSALEC, - - - - By Justus Mires Forman 


THE SMART SET, 


90-93 Fleet Street, London, 452 Fifth Avenue, New York. 
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Premo Film Pack 
daylight loading (twelve 
exposures) and 
Premo Film Camera, 
takes pictures 34 x 43 
List price, camera 


complete, $4.00. 
















Perfection 


in 


Film Photography 


is realized in the Premo Film Pack and 
the Premo Film Camera. They are the 
latest and most notable advances in picture making 
excellence and picture taking convenience. Here is 
the story of Photography with the Film Pack: Open the 
door of the camera, put in the Film*Pack; films are ex- 
posed one by one by simply pulling out and tearing off the 
numbered black paper tabs; the final exposure seals the pack- 
age light tight. With the advent of the Premo Film Pack 


Premo Plate Gameras Also Become 
Daylight Loading Film Cameras 


for it can be used with them. Always recognized as the highest 
type of plate cameras, Premios now become the ideal film 
cameras, possessing at once unequalled mechanical attainments 
and the daylight loading film feature besides. With the Film 
Pack and the Premo Plate Camera it is possible to focus between 
each exposure. 




































For more complete information in regard to the Premo Film Pack and Premo Film 
Cameras, see your dealer, or write for the new Premo Year Book. 


ROCHESTER OPTICAL CO., Dept. P, Rochester, N. Y. 
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bus F od 2 


Thirty Years ye 4 | 
from mother to daugh- 


ter there has been 
handed down with 


other approved customs 


the habit of using 


Woodbury’s 
Facial Soap 





Its blandness and purity 
so soothing to the child’s 
tender skin makes it 
second nature through 
life to depend upon it 
in preserving the beauty 
and smoothness of the 
complexion. 


Your dealer has it. 
25 cents a cake. 
Special offer ©“ booklet, trial size package 


of Soap and Facial Cream sent 
for 5 cents to pay mages of for 10 cents the 
same and samples of Woodbury’s Facial Powder 
and Dental Cream. Address Dept. J- 


THE ANDREW JERGENS CO., 
Sole Agents, Cincinnati, Ohio. 
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' wo Copies Received 


MAY 12 1903 
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The Husbands’ Comedy 
\ Kiss 
The Bells of the N Nations 
The Diary of Dewdrop . 
The Cafion Echo 
Love's Reticence . 
The Artful Arabella 
A Summer Maid . 
A Man, a Horse and a Girl 
The Badness of Babe 
The Silver Lining 
Lag Faithful Dugan 
» Choose a Name . : 
The Golden Lie 
The Passing of the Aristocrat. 
Both Win . 
A Song of Seasons 
A Platonic Elopement 
The Truant 
The Mockery of It 
Recom ense . 
“But Yet a Woman” 
Van Kirk’s Crusade 
Pauline and Pewter 
Her Lamp 
As Others See VU s 
An Island Storm 
La Dette 
To a False God 
Her Passports 
The Burglar . 
Yesterday “ . 
“To Love, Honor ‘and Obey 4! 
Woman's Forgiv eness 
Matrimony and the Mustard- Pot 
Pedantic Polly . 
he Other Mrs. Dennison 
Loss . . 
A Mother- in- Law 
Soir D'Amour 
Unveiled . 
A Lesson from the Classics , 
Take Hands and Part with Laughter 
The Condor and the Sparrow . 
The Mercenary 
Weil-Warranted Obfuscation 


James Branch Cabell 
Frank Dempster Sherman 
. : Victor Pilarr 

- Onoto Watana 

Mabel Earle 

. Edgar Fawcett 
Mas aret Vinton Hamilton 
° Clinton Scollard 
Molly Elliot Seawell 

Ethel Sigsbee Smail 
Minna Irving 

Juliet Wilbor Tompkins 
frank Roe Batchelder 
Elisabeth R. Finley 

. Elisabeth Duer 

Roy Farrell Greene 

- Carleton Stuart 
Richard D. Ware 
Charlotte Becker 

Zoe Anderson-Norris 
Theodosia Garrison 

Walter Burbank 

. Cockburn Harvey 
Edward W. Barnard 
Aloysius Coll 

Edith Elmer Wood 

William Hamilton Hayne 
ean Reibrach 

McCrea Pickering 

" Minna — Antrim 

, Tom Masson 

Venita Seibert 

Margret Temple 

George Birdseye 

" Lady Colin Campbell 

e Pronrte Benedict 
Robert .. V. Meyers 
Nannie Byrd Turner 

E lizabeth Knight Tompkins 
Le Vicomte a de Beaufort 


John Winwood 

. Nora Vynne 

Elsa Barker 

( harles Battell Loomis 
Ll Newcross 

Tom P. Morgan 








YEARLY SUBSCRIPTION $3.00 


SINGLE COPIES 25 CENTS 


The entire contents of this magazine are protected by copyright, and must not be reprinted 
Entered at New York Post-Office as second-class mail matter 
Issued Monthly by Ess Ess Publishing Company, 452 Fifth Avenue, New York 








The July number of Tue Smarr Ser will contain 


“ The Metempsychosis of the Ogdens,” by Edward S. Van Zile 


Copyright r903 by 


Ess Ess PUBLISHING COMPANY 


Among the other contributors to the July number will be: Cyrus Townsend Brady, Alfred Henry 


ewis, Guy Wetmore Carryl, Kate Jordan, the Baroness von Hutten and Louise Chandler Moulton 


WILLIAM GREEN, Printer, New York 
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The Pearline 
Test 


is a simple way to 
prove if Wash Fabrics 
-Silks-Laces or other 
delicate fabrics canbe 


Safely Washed 
The 
Pearline Test 


How to make it. 
Obtain a sample 
of material, 
soak one half of itin 


Strong 
Pearline Suds. 


Rinse well If there is 
any loss of color 


The Material 
is not Washable 


Skin Diseases 


Eczema, Salt Rheum, Pimples, Ring- 
worm, Itch, Ivy Poison, Acne or other HAIR ONZ 


skin troubles, can be promptly cured by 


ydrozon 


Hydrozone is endorsed by leading phy- 

sicians. It is absolutely harmless, yet 

most powerful healing agent, that cures 

by destroying the parasites which cause 

these diseases. 

Cures sunburn in 24 hours. In cases of complete mixture was accidentally 
Prickly Heat and Hives it will stop itch- be: oy A. a. ge fA 
ing at once, also will relieve mosquito 

bites instantly. Take no substitute and 

see that every bottle bears my signature. 


Trial Size, 25 Cents. ver ehterwns 
Modene supersedes electrolysis 


At Druggists or by mail, from J by people of refinement and recommended 
all who have tested its morts. 


MODENE MANUFACTURING co., 
57-N Prince St., New York. Dept. 25, Cincinnati, Ohio. 


Every Bottle Guaranteed. 
Booklet on the rational treat. | > r 
FREE hoes ~} t AL. ~. OF We Offer $1,000 for Failure or the Slightest Injary. 


FACE 
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Copyright 1903 by Hart Schaffmer & Marx 


his shows you how Hart Schaffner & Marx cloth is inspected; every piece of 
goods as it comes from the mill is examined in this way for flaws of weave or 
dye ; and every defect is rejected. 


You would hardly believe us if we told you how many miles of cloth we use ina 
year ; but every inch of it, mile after mile, passes under the expert eyes and hands of 
these inspectors. 

It is only one step in the careful, painstaking process of making our clothes 
worthy of our label ; and of your confidence. 

That label is your guide to good clothes ; a small thing to look for, a big thing to 
find. Our Style Book, sent for two cents, shows you what we mean. 


Hart Schaffner & Marx Good Clothes Makers 
Chicago and New York 


19 
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beautiful it should be valuable. The giver should remember 
that it is a life-gift; that it lasts forever and every day reminds the wearer 
of the giver and his generosity. tC should also remember, that it will be the best ine 
vestment to which mone put, for Diamonds increase in value at the rate of about 20 per 
cent annually. On the LSeris SYSTEM, the most beautiful Diamond rings, brooches, studs, lockets, 
earrings, cuff buttons, watches, etc., may be bought on the INVESTMENT PLAN. You simply select the article § 
from our beautifully iMustrated catalogue, and it will be delivered at your door with all express charges paid. 
Only one-fifth of the price need be paid at first; the balance falling due in a series of smal] payments extending over ei 
months. No interest is charged; no security is ‘required and no publicity is created when you open a CON NFIDE NTLAL 
CHARGE ACCOUNT with us. When you make a selection it is always upon the distinct understanding that your = 
will be promptly returned in case you decide not to purchase. Weare the largest concern in the business mt your of the 
oldest ( tstablished 1858.) We sell only the finest Diamonds and our prices are from ten to twenty per cent lower than those 
of other dealers. Every diamond is sold undera written guarantee 
of quality and value, and at any time in the future will be accepted at full 
price in exchange for other goods or a larger Diamond. Our Confiden- 
tial Credit System is open to all honest persons without regard to 
their financial worth; but to those who prefer to pay cash we make the 
most astounding and liberal offer ever made. Itis no less than guaran- 
teeing the return of all money paid—less ten per cent. at any time within 
one year. Please write for our Catalogue which fully illustrates our 
beautiful goods; quotes the lowest prices and explains our popular sys- 
tem in every detail. We also send a Souvenir Booklet which is 
worth its weight in gold to any person interested in Diamonds. 
We refer to your local bank—=step in and ask them to tell you how we 
stand in the business world. They will consult their Dun or Bradstreet 
book of commercial ratings, and tell you that no house stands higher 
n credit, responsibility or promptness. 


LOFTIS BROS. @ CO. 


HE loved one’s ON ( 
emblem of her bethrothal should 
be a Diamond solitaire ring. In addition to being 


OPPOSITE Diamond Importers and 
Manufacturing Jewelers 





MARSHALL wee 
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SS 
FREE OF CHARGE! 


eee Positive Relief at Last. 
‘ < The Mahl EI fe A * 
77 Information bathe cup Goutan eau tenaatel te 


the positive, permanent removal of 











all SUPERFLUOUS HAIR from 
Bureaus of the j face, neck or arms by electrolysis; 
also effectually removes Moles, 
- Warts, Red Veins and other fa- 
New York Central Lines cial blemishes. Ladies can 
operate in the privacy of 
~ : . > . 2 _ z their own homes with re- 
Each city ticket office of the New sults as positive as can be 
York Central. 30ston & Albany, : > obtained by skilled special- 
Michigan Central, Lake Shore Big iets. Youcan have this sp 
Four. Pittsbure & Lake E i | paratus free of all cost 
mur, SMSOUTR & Lace Erie, ant Send for full particulars 
Lake Erie & Western Railroads in 
e. > : - . J. MAHLER, 
the cities of New York, Brooklyn, 3 925 Matthewson St., Providence, R.1. 
3oston, Worcester, Springfield, Al- 


bany, Utica, Montreal, Syracuse, 
Rochester, Buffalo, Niagara Falls, »>FAT IS FOLLY, 


























Toronto, Detroit, Cleveiand, Pitts- 


burgh, Columbus, Indianapolis, Cin- when it can be reduced 
ws I ‘sville. S I is Chi easily, conveniently 
cinnati, Louisville, St. Louis, hi- and best of all, Safely, 


cago, Denver, San Francisco, Port- by the use of 

land, Los Angeles and Dallas, Texas, 

is an information bureau where de- La Parle 

sired information regarding rates, 

time of trains, character of resorts, OBESITY 

hotel accommodations, and a thou- 

sand and one other things the in- SOAP. 

tending traveler wants to know will This Obesity Soap (used like an ordinary 

be freely given to all callers. soap) positively reduces fat, without dieting or 

gymnastics. Absolutely harmless, never fails 

to reduce flesh when directions are followed. 
Send for book of testimonials. Box of 3 cakes 


sent prepaid on receipt of $2.00, 
Norwood Chemical Co., St. James Bidg., N.Y. 
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“ Makes Life Happier, More Productive.” 


You Should Know 


ORANGEINE 


POWDERS 
Orangeine promptly corrects all pain, 
fatigue and the “little ills that lead 
to serious ailments.” 
Orangeine cures Headache, 
Neuralgia, Indigestion and 
of common ills. 

Orangeine is a_ positive 
Builder” and Tonic to the 


Because 
** Acts while you take.”’ 


The Best Indorsed Because Most Useful Prescription. 


NOTE — Our direction booklet in every package gives full simple directions from countless suc- 
cesses and describes the composition of Orangeine Powders. Our mail is a delightful 
panorama of human attest from all over the globe and from every human age and condition. 


To Mluystrate We Select The Following: 


Foreign Appreciation of Now About Hay Fever HEADACHE. 
Orangeine. Guar eile tar Wee Daves. culation: Nervousness. Fatigue. 
The following cable order for $1,800 worth “Stay at Home, Go aay tee peak Mars. Paut Kennicott, Wood Lake, Neb, 


Because 


Colds, 
host 


Because 


a 


« Tissue 
system. 


of Urangeine, from a big London distributor, has been appreciated, during the past} writes: “ Orangeine has become a regular 
illustrates the London demand five years, by thousands of liberated? time saver for me, nipping in the bud what 
“ London, Apr. 3d, 1903 mortals, who have taken Orangeine} used to be all day and all night headaches.” 
Rush 35 gross quarters; ten gross 5 under our simple directions, beginning Mrs. MILLie Norris writes from James- 
five gross dollar » + ey 2two or three weeks before the expected§ town, New York: “I cannot extol Orange- 
Lapy Dorotny St ae, in 1898, said attack ine enough—it has almost entirely cured me 
“ Orangeime acts like magic o oO 
om ne aa as 6 ond s imen Experiences. <i sick headaches any one ever 
Orangeine can be bought here, as I have Mr. W. K. Seco, of great firm Miss Hecen Bertram, the popular Ameri- 
of W. K, Seago & Co., New Orleans,> can song bird, described the peculiar action 
of Orangeine when she said: “1 find Orange- 
ine a perfect remedy for headache and a 
tonic for the voice and nerves.” 


Nervous Dyspepsia. 
Major J. A. Otmstep, U.S.A., Command- 
ant lowa State Normal School, Cedar Fails, 
Iowa, writes: “I have long suffered from 
an obstinate case of Nervous Dyspepsia 
Orangeine is doing me great good, and I 
look for ultimate recovery. It is the only 
medicine I have ever found that helped me 

and there is no reactive effect from it 


Its Wide Range. 
De. C. L. Lawrence, of Oakland, Cal 
ly telegraphed tor $10.00 worthof Orange- 
ine, and later wrote as follows: “lam using 
about $s.00 worth of Orangeine per month 
with the best of satisfaction to myself and 
patients. I have used Orangeine during the 


ad 

the 

to send to America for it There is 

ing like it for headache and nervous 

e.”" me to 

valier J. P. SPanterR writes from 

Rome, Italy: © 

“Please send me by mail, registered, as 

al, with bill, 300 powders of Orangeine 

et along without them Also 

e to Sir John Tyler, Portland 

, whose card I enclose. Sir 

generally disapproves of patent reme- 

dies, but expresses absolute belief in Orange- 

ine. He is one of the greatest physicians im 
London, and attends royalty."* 

Mr, Jas. R. WALKER, a prominent 
ident of Chicago, now in Europe, writes 
from Berlin 

“I have always appreciated Orangeine, 
but did not fully realize important it 

s for health and comfort of my family 
ntil I 
Please send me 12 dk 


writes; ** For 15 years, Hay Fever drove 
the mountains or lake resorts.§ 
During the past season, by the aid of 
Orangeine, I remained at home, with 
greater comfort and relief than any Hay 
Fever resort ever afforded. What more 
can I say?” 


Me. W. M. HucnHes, a —— 
Banker of Newport, R. L., writes: “ My 
first experience with Orangeine Powders 
was in connection with Hay Fever, 
which troubled me many years. I am 
frank to say, has accom 
plished an entire cure 

PAPE AAPA 
Nervous Prostration and 
Melancholia. 
able to ..MR. Watrer H. Brapiey writes from 
» Kalispell, Montana: “Please send me 
$ 


res- Orangeine 











,re 
cent 
how 
nyself, was no longer 
lar packages 


10.00 worth of 








Colds and Grip. 
Thousands 
Orangeine to 


effect 


Saves Time and Suffering. 

Mr. RALPH McNett, 108 West 42nd St., 
Ne ~ York City, writes: “I am foreman in 
a large factory, employing many girls. I 
find Orangeine very useful, to correct their 
small ills, and keep them at work. Have 
so used it for months.” 


Trial Package Free 


describe 
Prevent 


the promptness of 


Heal—Dispel after 


. . mA On receipt of ac. 
directions, composition and description of its wi 


Orangeine, which I use 
and distribute to friends wherever possible 
About two years ago I bought $2.00 
worth of Orangeine, while residing in 
Michigan, where I was ill with Nervous 
Prostration. I treated with the best 
physicians in the State but got no relief 
until I began to use Orangeine.” 

Mrs. E. B. Coitins, of Carson City, 
Mich., whose experience has literally estab- 
lished Orangeine in her community, wrote 
the other day: ‘‘We cannot keep house 
without Orangeine.”’ 


past 2 years in a hundred different ways, al- 
ways with the same result of relief, and have 
yet to find any detrimental after effects 
Among other applications I have had many 
cases of Measles, Neuralgia and even He 
patic Cholic.” 

Dr. Epcar C. Bratt writes from New 
York : “ Orangeine by its results compells my 
respect more than any drug or combination 
of drugs 1 have ever known,” 

Miss CELLAH WATERHOUSE, Wausau, 
Wis., writes: “ My father is using Orangeine 
successfully for Asthma.” 


Orangeine is sold by druggists every where in asc., soc. and $1.00 packages, 
»stage we will mail roc. trial package FREE, with full 
e human influence. Orangeine Chemical Co., 15 Michigan Av., Chicago. 
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“ONYX” 
HOSIERY 
and How to Get It 


t watew 


FOR WOMEN 


196/8 — Women’s 
Onyx” Gauze Cot- 
ton Hose, Double 
Sole, High Spliced 
Heel, 2s5c 


123 M — Women’s 
“Onyx” Gauze Lisle 
Hose, Double Sole, 
High Spliced Heel, 
3 pairs for $1.00. 


E 602—Fine, Elastic Gauze Lisle “ Onyx,” s50c 

Bagr—Onyx” “Lace-all-over,” assorted patterns, soc 

814 M—“Onyx” Lace Instep Lisle, assorted patterns, 
5oc. 

FOR MEN 
K—“Onyx” Black and Colored Cotton, Medium 

w reight, Durable, asc 

E 31r0—“Onyx” Black or Colored Lisle, 4 threads. 
This Lisle will not burn or become harsh to the feet, soc. 
If your lo 
and we will notify you where to procure them. We guarantee every 


LORD & TAYLOR 


Wholesale, - NEW YORK 


al merchant does not carry these lines, write to us direct, 











BORATED 
 TALCUM 


DELICHTFULAFTER BATHING, A LUXURY AFTERSHAVING’ 


Beautifies and Preserves the Complexion. 
A positive relief for PRICKLY HEAT, a and al! afflictions 
ofthe skin. For sore, biistered and perepiring feet it bas no equal "Removes ail odor 


of perspiration. Get MENNEN’S (the origina!), @ little fo bigher in price, 
than worth less substitutes, but there is @ reason for it. Boid everywhere, or malied 
Rbcents. AVOID BsAMrvL terra 

GERAARD ME 


tel ee 











Do you want your silverware 
to look bright and stay bright ? 


This can be accomplished by using 


GORHAM 
SILVER 
POLISH 


IN CAKE FORM 
which cleans as well as polishes, 
contains absolutely no dele- 
terious ingredient, does not 
cake or fill up the finest inter- 
stices and is the most eco- 
nomical in use of any polish 
on the market 
Price 25 cents a package 


If unobtainable at your jewelers’, send 25 cents 
in stamps for sample package to 


The Gorham Co. 


—? 


Broadway @ 19th Street, New York 























“ Free from the care which wearies and annoys, 
Where every hour brings its several joys.” 


“* AMERICA’S 
SUMMER 
RESORTS” 








This is one of the most complete 
publications of its kind, and will 
assist those who are wondering where 
they will go to spend their vacation 
this summer 

It contains a valuable map, in addi- 
tion to much interesting information 
regarding resorts on or reached by the 


NEW YORK CENTRAL LINES 


A copy will be sent free, paid, t 
receipt of a two-cent st am "by Gec 
iels, General Passenger Agent, New Yor 
Hudson River Railroad, Grand Central 
New York 
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A Poem for the Pal: brancing the taste as an old 


Italian love-song charms thé ear. Delicate in their 


sweetness, bewitching in Zheir subtle flavors of Cherry, 


Orange, Lemon, Vanil o¢olate, Strawberry, Rasp- 
berry or Mint. Se ar ih any beverage or dessert. 
2 


‘ 
NATIO fp COMPANY 
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GAS ENGINES 
and LAUNCHES 





No Woman Need Be a Wall-Flower 





The Secret of Perfect Development 


SENT FREE. 


O WOMAN cares to be a _ wall-flower and no 
woman need be if she will take advantage of 
what science has done for her benefit. It is the 
woman of the plump, well-rounded figure whose 
card at the ba)lis always filled while her scrawny 
sisters sit out dance after dance. With the perfect 
development of form goes a beauty which has a 
peculiar attractiveness. She, who has such a fig 
ure,can always dress to advantage, while the most 
elaborate gowns lose their beauty when fitted to 
or draped onthe angularwoman, Any woman, 
never mind how thin or how angular she is,never 
mind how much she lacks in physical attractive- 
ness,can make herself of | ay form and 
figure by a method which {s simply marvelous 
in itsresults. The secret is hers for the ask- 
ing. Shecan learn without any cuabarrassment 
how thousands of other women as little or less 
favored by Nature as herself have achieved that 
perfection of form so mach to be desir In or- 
der to obtain this secret of self-development at 
your own home, in yourown room, without any 
assistance whatever, you have but to writea line 
of request, enclosing stamp to pay postage, and it 
will be sent you absolutely free in plain, sealed 
package, together with abundant evidence of re- 
sults obtained and pameroae, BR otos from life. 


Address, » Dept. K.B., 
85 State St., Chicago, ill. 











DRINK ano DRUG HABIT CURED 
By PAQUIN IMMUNE METHOD. 


Morphine, ete 
without pain or ever 
no hypodermic injection. 


Removes and 
prevents the un- 
sightly double 
hin and the lines 
around the nose 
and mouth. A sci 
entific and pra 
tical appliance 
that accomplishes 
its purpose by 
strengthening the 
muscles and pre 
venting the flesh 
from sagging. Worn while asleep; perfectly comfortable 
Price, prepaid, $2.00, Illustrated Booklet free on request. 
Money refunded !f not entirely satisfactory 
Miss Cloud, 1301 Walnut Street, Philadelphia, Pa. 


Drink habit permanently cured. 
positively cured in three days, 
depression ; 

I guarantee a cure, and will furnish you with 
endorsements from some of the best known min- 
isters in the United States, and from the business 
men of our city. 

Testimonials 
or address 


_ Sanitarium, 2747 Olive Street, St. Louis, Mo. 


25%or HEALTH 


I was run down from OVERWORK, WORRY and EX- 
CESSES, cost me large amount to be PERMANENTLY 
CURED. When you have lost all patience with specialists, 
send me 25c. for the same cure. NEW LIPE to the sickly, 
VIGOR to the well. Mr. D WF AMES, P. O. Box 123, L 
Angeles, Calif. Ladies may aide ess Mrs. James. 


ORPHINE 


OPIUM and LAUDANUM habits cured by OPACURA, A, 
a painless home treatment, endorsed and used by leadi: 
phy sicians A TRIAL TREATMENT sufficient to convince 
you it WILL CURE, sent PREE, with book of testimonials 
sealed. palace Sn Confidential. 


furnished on demand. Call on 








OPA | SPECIALTY CO., Dept. H, San H, San Antonio, Texas. 
Book free, tell 
GINSENG the Ginseng 
dustry and double 


how to invest 
F. B. MILLS, Box 60, Rose Hill, N. Y. 


T 





your money. 
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FF 


OLYMPIC RANGE 


and PUGET SOUND 
will satisfy either for ORDINARY 
RECREATION or for HUNTING or 
FISHING or MOUNTAINEERING 
It isnt the stereotyped thing. 


“WONDERLAND 1903" 


elaboralesits advantages. 
* Send for it,-only SIX CENTS. 
CHAS.S.FEE, oles ST. PAUL. 


Gey. DassGR AGENT ae MINNESOTA. 
IPO SAS 
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« Kegs 


NA, 


tile 9 -V 1. ' 
California’s summer climate is finest in the world. 


Cool Trip on the Santa Fe. 
Surf-bathing—ocean breezes—snow-capped Sierras. 


You can buy a combination round-trip ticket to San Diego this summer—including 
railroad and Pullman fare, meals en route, one day at Grand Canyon, and two 
weeks’ board and lodging at Coronado Tent City—at a very low price. 
Tent City is a popular Southern California summer seaside resort. 
For full particulars, address 
Gen. Pass. Office, Atchison, Topeka & Santa Fe Railway, Chicago. 


Santa Fe All the Way 
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SEASHORE »LAKE Zid MOUNTAIN Resards 


o/ EASTERN ®@ NORTHERN ES ge 
Ce.” Reached by the 


“a A nde. AT Boston ’; p fe =e 


aescry ipiroe pamphlet NEW ENGLAND 
, (containing complete maps) 
have been tssite 


j RIVERS OF 

under the Joliomng tf Cs, | NEW ENGLAND. 

and will be mailed A ) MOUNTAINS 0: 

upon receipt of 2¢in stamps 4 NEW ENGLAND 
0 Jor each Looke 1 SEASHORE OF 


Af; Mong Spore, | RAILROAD. PICTURESQUE. 


NS APPLY T 


By! 

“ik Go MT eames, PASSENG ER DEPAR PARTRENT B&M.RR THE CHARLES RIVER. 

Listing and {ianting, a. TO THE HUDSON. 

lnong the Mountains, * pete wage | Ss 

Southeast New Hampshire Xe ——Ne, rina} ah Cy 

Southwest New Hampshire, om 2 dana “Pee, 
Jélleré iG Giecticul aid, arirthernf jepmant Se Me, Crinkremagoge 
Lhe DOStC Coup try and D wand _ Villers; 

SumMER Tourist Boox> Monddn Kegion, 


GIVING LIST_OF TOURS AND RATES. HOTEL AND BOARDING HOUSE LIST, Cutriel Mamachusedh 


AND OTHER VALUABLE INFORMATION. FREE. 


ASO COLORED BIRD'S EYE VIEW FROM MT WASHINGTON SENT ON RECEIPT OF 6°75 IN STAMPS 











<j Feely FB Erde 





COLORADO.UTAH =n 
PACIFIC COAST 


ELECTRIC 
LIGHTED 
TRAINS 








os et G. BE, P, Agent, 
ew ¥ 
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BUFFALO bit 


“An Additional Advantage and Extremely Important 
Reason for Its Peculiar Efficacy Lies in the Fact 
that Its Composition Approximates that 
of the Blood Serum.” 


John V. Shoemaker, M.D., LL.D., Professor of Materia Medica and Therapeutics in the 
Medico-Chirurgical College, Philadelphia; ‘‘ For the practical ends of therapeutics it suffices to know 
the properties of the agents which we employ. We are not always able to understand precisely how 
such properties are acquired. Abun- BUFFALO LITHIA WATER by virtue of its lithia and 
dant experience has shown that the § the associated salts, is 
much more effective in some very important particulars than extemporaneous solutions. It exerts, 
for instance, a solvent action upon renal, hepatic and vesical calculi more powerful than could be 
expected from a mere inspection of its chemical analy sis. By sweeping uric acid rapidly out of the 
system it alleviates the miseries of gout. It is efficacious in rheumatism, Bright’s disease, 
diabetes mellitus, and a number of nervous affections. a ; 

‘‘Nothing can afford a more direct and BUE L WATER than the recital of 
qnvibeinar theuntion of the efficacy of the FALO ITHIA the histories of a 
number of typical cases in which it was used with advantage. I have accordingly sclected certain 


s was Obv ious! influential in producin excellent 
Shich the BUFFALO LITHIA WATER -. results.”’ x! - 
Additional medical testimony on request. For sale by druggists and grocers generally. 
Hotel at Springs opens June 15th. 
PROPRIETOR BUFFALO LITHIA Wed VA. 





of a never-failing 
miess om ur Address 


‘If ¢ C on sti 4 p ated | seal our iting, Pim 


RA __Mrs. yO 0. Baldwin, Box 1212, Chicago, Ill. 

Q LZ : To Owners of Gasoline Engines, 

wv , 8 ‘G: Automobiles, Launches, _ 
THE 


No WAD R | Auto - Sparker 


does away entirely with all starting and 
' teri > and 
bat 

engine 

sly guaranteed 








Effervescent and agreeable. It persuades NOTSINGER DEVICE MFG. Co. 
the stomach and bowels into healthy action. 73 Main Street, Pendleton, Ind 
Used by American Physicians for 8 years . “ . a 

At Druggists, 5@e. and @1.0@, or by mail from 


The Tarrant Co., 21 Jay Street, New York. 


Business Established 184. 


Gray Hair Restored 


“WALNUTTA HAIR STAIN” 


Restores Gray, Streaked or Bleached Hair or Moustache 
in tantaneously. Gives any shade from Light Brown 
to Black. Does not wash or rub off. Contains 
no poisons, and is not sticky nor greasy. To con- 
vince you we will send you a Trial size for 10c 


stpaid, large size (eight times as much) so cents. 
Pac fic Trading Co., 6 Nichols Bidg., St. Louis, Mo. THEY DEFY TIME. 


Keep every woman looking young who uses them—because they 
PoeTIMN quevent and eradicate wrinkles and crow's feet. 
—_ Laudanum and all Drug ‘ 
a ® permanently and painiessly cured B & P W kl E di 
at home. Especially successful where so-called cures have failed. Our ’ ’ rin @ ra ca ors an whers 


free trial treatment will convince you of its merits. Correspondence strictly . 
confidentil, in plain sealed envelope. ALL SAINTS COMPANY, erect piay, ihe simplest, safest and most effective ald to beauty 
Childs Building, 84th St t and Broadway, | New York. ever plac i on a woman's toilet table _Ab ysolutely harmless ; 


—— applied at night; remove i the m Ss all bo a $ 
MORPHINE and LIQUOR | [stim stings hen henge Noartnane st 
Habits Cured. Sanatorium Estab- ee Wiig eet Sf price. Free bookiet tells all about 

nm rite 

















lished 1875. Thousands having failed 
elsewhere have been cured by us. ‘Treat- B. & P. CO. (Two Women), 36 Kirk St., Cleveland, 0. 


The can be taken at home. Write 


Dr. J. L. Stephens Co., Dept. V5, Lebanon, Ohio. 
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[ORs 


AND RETURN 


$30 


For strictly first-class tickets from 
Chicago, good until October 31. 
Correspondingly low rates from 
other points. Toseekers of health, 
rest, recreation or sport, Colorado 
offers every requisite for a delightful 


Summer Vacation 


Excellent hotels, boarding places 
and camps provide desirable ac- 
commodations at very reasonable 
rates. The 


Colorado Special 


leaves Chicago every day and 
arrives Denver the next evening. 
oniy one night en route via the 


Chicago, Union Pacific and 
North-Western Line 


Ask agents for tickets reading from 
Chicago via the Chicago & North- 
Western and Union Pacific Rys. 


Illustrated booklet and all other 
desired information regarding 
Colorado will be sent free to all 
persons addressing 


W. B. KNISKERN, 


Passenger Traffic Manager Chicago & North-Western Ry. 
Chicago, Ill., 
on 


E. L. LOMAX, 


General Passenger and Ticket Agent Union Pacific R. R. 





Omaha, Neb. 
= 4) 
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O’ er land or sea,where’ er you be, 
take 


HORLICK’s 


A compact, convenient lunch—highly nutri- 
tious—ready in a moment—pure, rick milk and 
the extract of malted grain, condensed to pow- 
dered form—prepared with either hot or cold 
water—always healthful and invigorating— 
a delicious food-drink— invaluable in car or 
seasickness. 

In tablet form also—as a food 


Used and sold everywhere—all druggists. 
If you are not using it, let 
SAMPLE us send you a trial package FREE 
Write for Shakespearean Booklet on Horlick’s Malted Milk Beverages. 


Horlick’s Food. Co. Racine, Wis. U.S.A. 


34 Farringdon Road, London, Eng. 25 St. Peter Street, Montreal, Can. 


confection—in natural or chocolate flavor. 





icnsfamous 


y Lin MARLO 


The woman that looks 
for goodness--and com- 
fort--and style--and grace, 
always looks for a ““JULIA 
MARLOWE” shoe. Well 
groomed women have been ed- 
ucated to know that better shoes 
they cannot buy. Julia Marlowe shoes 
can be had with or without the 


PATENTED ELASTIC INSTEP 
Ask your dealer for them--if there is no 
dealer in your town, we will send you a 
pair, prepaid, on receipt of price and twen. 
ty-five cents. Write for 
ILLUSTRATED CATALOG 
LACE BOOTS 
Flexible Sole, $3.00, Hand Turn Sole, 
$5.5; Extension Sole, $4.00 


OxFoRDS 
22.0 $2.30 $2.75 
THE RICH SHOE CO. 


MILWAUKEE. Wis. 
Dept. T 
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‘To American Supremacy!” 


Neither the best grapes nor the 
best vintners are confined to 
Europe. 

Connoisseurs have cast preju- 
dice aside and declared that 


yt OKS 


in purity, flavor and nm Bie is an 
absolutely perfect champagne. 


UNITED STATES GOVERNMENT TEST: 
AVERAGE EFFERVESCENCE. 
Imported Champagnes, 432/s m. 
Cook’s Imperial, 47m. 
Carbonated Wines, 63/4 m. 


See Report of Senatorial! Committee on Pure Foods. 1900. 





Over 6,000 Vacancies 


Have within a short period been advertised in THE JOURNAL OF COM- 
MERCE AND COMMERCIAL BULLETIN. These vacancies have been 
advertised by the very best and most — firms, corporations, and in- 


dividuals—all of them leaders—from all parts of the United States, and were 
from those requiring the best class of clerks, salesmen, and employes gen- 
erally. They were the choicest positions to be had in the business world. 
The best concerns advertise for “‘Help Wanted’ in THE JOURNAL 
OF COMMERCE AND COMMERCIAL BULLETIN because it brings 
HUNDREDS OF THE BEST CLASS OF APPLICANTS 
INSTEAD OF THOUSANDS OF THE WORST CLASS 


Clerks, salesmen, and others desiring to secure positions of the best and permanent nature 
should advertise under ‘‘ Situations Wanted” in 


The Journal of Commerce and Commercial Bulletin 
(Office, 17 & 19 Beaver Street, New York) 
THE LEADING COMMERCIAL PAPER IN THE UNITED STATES 
ADVERTISING RATES—Seven words to an agate line 


Help Wanted (35 words) : ; ; . : $1.00 per time— Excess 20 cents a line) 
Situations Wanted (33 words) . : p , of —(Excess 1lgc. a word) 
Business Opportunities (35 words) ‘ ; P .25 “ —(Excess 25 cents a line) 


Its market reports and business news ilems are known to be the most authoritative and 
reliable of any published. 


Terms $12.00 per year; $6.50 for six months 
SAMPLES MAILED 





Every bottle of genuine 


Pabst 
Blue Ribbon 


bears the trade-mark 
Pabst Milwaukee in 


a red circle. In the 


making of Pabst Beer 
The barley 1s right 
The hops are right 
The water is right 
The plant is r1 . 

that’s why Pabst beer 1s 


always pure. 





SET 1DVERTISER 


Great a 


Western H un te r 
Champagne 


{ | Baltimore 
the Standard of : 
American Wines. : \ Rye 


Fine, Rich Flavor 


Pure and perfect, 
every way the equal 
of the maeditel: yet 
but one-half the price. 


he Gold Medal ge 
Batimore RYE the Renowned 
TS WH LANAHAN &SON Whiskey of 
Ideal for banquets the World 
and for the home | 
PLEASANT VALLEY WINE CO., 
Sole Makers, Rheims, N. Y. | St oh Seer civ eaten ant by hte 


WM. LANAHAN & St )N, Baltimore, Md. 
Sold by respectable wine dealers enters 


=" DR.SIEGE RT c 3 
NGOSTURA 
BITTERS 


IN ALL FANCY DRINKS 


The Worlds Bet Toni 
Imported from Trinidad B.W1 


The Only Genuine 


By Royal Warrant, Purveyors to = Majesty, the German Emperor 
= King of Prussia 


Dr. Hess, the Approved Royal Prussian Apothecary, Examining Chemist and Scientific Expert, 
writes : 





“ The combination of these excellent ingredients renders Dr. Siegert’s Bitters 
one of the purest and most hygienic liqueurs extant, as it can be used by 
invalids and those in ee od health, by adults and by children, with equal advantage.” 
Beware of imita renuine is made only by! Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons, 
Trinidad, B. W. I 7. Ww ae vr -RMANN, Sole Agent, New rk, N.Y. 
Handsome booklet, containing popular mixed drink recipes, mailed free on request 
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SMART 


Minute’s as 
Good as a Mile, 


the minutes are 
taken from the 


ELGIN 


WATCH 


The ELGIN is the 
Watch for those 
who use rail- 

roads as well as 
for those 
who run 
them. 


An 
illustrated 
history of the watch sent free. 
ELGIN NATIONAL WATCH CO, 
ELGIN, ILLINOIS. 








ADVERTISER 


A dash too much of bitters, a drop too 
much of vermouth, will make a made- 
by-guess-work cocktail undrinkable, 
CLUB COCKTAILS are always proper- 
ly blended and are always as delicate as 
they are delicious. Find a good liver 
and you have found a drinker of CLUB 
COCKTAILS. Just strain through 
cracked ice. Seven kinds, Manhattan, 
Martini, Vermouth, Whiskey, Holland 
Gin, Tom Gin and York. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Proprietors, 


HARTFORD New YORK LONDON 








Ankles 


are always 
noticeable in 

the make-up of 

men who wear the 
Brighton Flat Clasp 
Garter. It fits the 
leg perfectly, holds 
the hose securely— 
neatly— comfortably. 


BRIGH TON 


Flat Clasp Garters 


Cannot catch in the clothing, rub or chafe the 
cause the clasp is perfectly flat and smooth. 
of best SILK elastic web, all 
Price 25 cents at dealers or by mail. 
PIONEER SUSPENDER CO. 
718 Market Street, Philadeiphia 
Makers of Pioneer Suspenders. 





SMART SET 


From daylight to candle-light: 
sure of 


you are 


twelve perfect prints from each 
dozen sheets. 
PRICES 

; sc. doz. 


6 


' he best bromide buy ‘* Roto- 
graph.” 
Sample 


taining every mont! 


copy of the Photo Critic, con- 

rt ‘The A to 
Of interest to amateur 
Sent on 1 


Z of Photography.” 
and professional. equest. 


Write 
R OTOGRAPH 


Dept. N, tor sth Avenue, - . 


Subscription $1 per year. 
7 - 


N. ¥Y. CITY 





EVERYONE LOVES The EDISON 


PHONOGRAPH 


Mic ite! 


The Phonograph is distinguished trom other 
talking machines by its absolute freedom from scratching 
and , natural tones of music or voice. 

The Phovograph is infinitely superior. 

The Phonograph is sold in 5,000 stores. Call at 
the nearest dealer’s and hear the modern Phonograph 
with the new Edison Moulded Records and the New 
Reproducer. Phonographs from $10.00 to $100.00. 

Records, 50c.; $5.00 per dozen 
NATIONAL PHONOGRAPH CO., Orange, N. J. 


NEW YORK, 8) Chambers S&. CHICAGO, 304 Wabash Ave, SAN FRANCISCO, 995 
Market S. EUROPE, 52 Rempart Saint Georges, Antweer, Beicue 





ADVERTISER 


“99° / of Camera Value 
/O isin the Lens”’ 


You Buy a Watch 


for the excellence of its works; likewise, ina 
camera, 99°F of the value is in the lens. 
Therefore, when selecting a camera, look 
well to the lens, for upon it will depend the 
success or failure of your photography. 


THE GOERZ LENS 


is universally used by leading photographers, 
and is recognized by experts as the fine st 
lens in the world. 

At your dealers or direct. Write 


tor Catalogue of New Fast Lenses. 


C. P. GOERZ, Room 4, 52 E. Union Square, N.Y. 








or DELICIOUS PURE 


Smart Set Bon Bons 


The latest confection (Parisian), of unusual excel- 
lence and delicacy. In t-pound packages, by mail, 80 
cents. They have a unique flavor which, when once 
acquired, is 


INDISPENSABLE TO THOSE OF GOOD TASTE—also 
Chocolate or Assorted Caramels 


No other caramel approaches ours in flavor and fine- 
ness of quality. In saney tin boxes. 1 pound, 70 cents. 
AT ALL OUR ES OR BY MAIL 


Loffice and Factory, 48 W. 125th St., New York) 




















Because of their construction 


President 
Suspenders 


give most 
Comfort & Service 
Guaranteed 
“All breaks made good” 
**President”’ on buckle means 
“Cannot rust’’ 50c. and $1.00 
Any shop or by mail prepaid 
TheC. A. Edgarton Mig.Co. 
Box259-M Shirley Mass 
Send 6c. for Catalogue 























SMART SET ADVERTISER 


Mothers and fathers, do you 
realize that in order to maintain 
the perfect health of your child- 
ren, they must receive the prop- 
er proportions of heat, bone and 
muscle-making and nerve and 


brain-building food? 


SHREDDED | | 
BISCUIT | 


413 


contains all these food properties in correct proportion. In providing it, you 
are supplying a food that properly and completely nourishes the whole body 
and that will make men and women with sound teeth, strong bones, firm flesh, 
elastic muscles and good nerve and brain power. 


Buy it of your Grocer. Send for “The Vital Question” (Cook Book illus- 
trated in colors) Free, Address 


THE NATURAL FOOD COMPANY, Niagara Falls, N. Y. 
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ce 5 star (l0 (0100) 








ERE is no doubt that the 
“4711"' Cologne is the 
favorite perfume of the 
ladies. Its ever increasing 
ee! attests to this fact. 
weet and pungent, it is the 
essence of refinement. 
MANUFACTURED sy 
FERD. MULHENS, 
COLOGNE °/r GERMANY. 

_ SOLE U. S. AGENTS, 
MULHENS & KROPFF, 
NEW YORK. 

Send 9 cts. in stamps for 2 oz. sample 
bottle. 


THE THE CHEST BEAUTIFUL | rns G2 Note the TREATED side « 


Phe habit of Frowning cured, 
OUR HETHOD OF THENT FOR WRINKLES RE! 
DEVELOPING THE iors T AND NECK AT ANY AGE 


has the f wing points of excellence pos “ Anti-Wrinkle Sheets” “ 

no other method, and which we like magix Try them and be convin 

g Certainty—this we 25 and So cents per package 
prove by li rs ts, photographs and For large pores and flabbines 
sworn statements idity— no other Astringent works wonders Pri 
met hoc an possibly such quick devel- cents per package. 
opment nvenience—no other effort or 
work wh er necessary On your part It Avoid imitations. . ‘ 
is al eatment Harmlessness—one a acaiaiid —o - | 
‘Giusend plgcisions in Yow Yor clone oom , EVERY WOMAN MAY ACQUIRE 
tify to t tatement. Cost—very moderate, A BEAUTIFUL FIGURE 


One price for the simplest and most difficult 


cases The Venus de Method appeals A = NOYLENE ” 


to common sense and elligence _, Our develops the NECK, BUST or HIPS. (No 
booklet Health, Grace and Beauty,” giv- ces ordrugs.) Establishe 
ing full information, tin sealed envelope | ast 3 enthr i er euang tax t. Price, # 
free o ceil fe cents postage 


. i Sans r e s age oklet and full 5 
Women specialists in arge ‘ tos Fridays excey ted 


THE NATURE COMPANY, ee - G. MARIE, Specialist, Ladies’ Toilet Studio, 
- 2 A 426 Central Park West (103d Stre 
Suite 8, 41 W. 24th St., N.Y. 


The Secret of a Good Complexion 


All women who desire beauty should embrace this opportunity 


To secure a 60-day daily treatment of Dr. Campbell’s Safe Arsenic 
Complexion Wafers and Fould’s Medicated Arsenic Soap for 


ONE DOLLAR 


If your blood is impure or if you have pimples, freckles, wrinkles, 
blackheads, redness of face or nose, a muddy, sallow skin or any 
blemish whatever on or under the skin, you should procure at once these 
marvelous beautifiers of the complexion, skin and form. This ad. must 
be sent with your order. If you cannot send now, cut this out and send 
when it is convenient, as this offer will be good any time if this ad. is 
sent with your order. Address all ordersto H. B. FOULD, Room 44, 
214 6th Avenue, New York. Sold by Druggists Everywhere. 

SPECIAL NOTE.—A new edition of our magnificent book, entitled ‘‘Wour Face Is 
Your Fortune.” is ready, and until the edition is exhausted will be sent Free to ladies 
who wish to know the secrets of real Beauty 


A= Beher . iw | 
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eee, Re 6 ae 


Love Letters of a Liar, 


By MRS. WILLIAM ALLEN. 


The sensational success of this unique and brilliant book 
## continues unabated. Edition after edition is exhausted almost 
3 as rapidly as printed. The predecessor of all the recent books 
# of “Love Letters,” it has proved the most popular, the most 
intensely interesting. Throughout the English-speaking world 
the press has praised it as a story and as literature. It is 
## written with rare felicity of language and with an emotional 
power to be found in no other volume of its Kind. It is a 
## modern classic. 


The N. Y. Sunday World says: The Bookseller, Newsdealer and Stationer says: 


All the world is talking about *“ The Love Letters The Letters have appeared in 7he Smart Set, 
of an Englishwoman,” but they do not compare and the critics have said many good things about 
with “ The Love Letters of a Liar” in brilliancy, them. . . . Any young man who wants to em- 
knowledge of men and the world, and their daring. bark on a similar career of deception can copy 

these letters with the assurance of perfect success, 
The Atlanta Constitution says: provided he keeps the girl to whom he is going to 


pa . , send them from reading Mrs. Allen's little romance. 

me plot of the pastor, is — of presentation 
and the intensity of thought and expression stamp . — vars 
the story as a masterpiece of its kind. The New York Herald says: 

The subtle hypocrisy of the ys tye writer 
is artistically revealed through t feigned trans- 
ay of his love-making and the sophistries of 

is self-exculpation. 


The Baltimore Sun says: 


“ The Love Letters of a Liar” consists of a series 
of impassioned epistles from a Mr. Lawrence God- 


(No me 

a dard to a young woman whose front name is Madge, ‘ —_— . == 
+r but whose last name is discreetly withheld, the The Philadelphia Press says: — ‘ . 
full par- : names of hero and heroine, of course, being ficti- The book that has excited English society is 
cepted) tious, like the correspondence. . . . It must be called “ An Englishwoman’s Love Letters. he 
b Studie, said for Lawrence that his letters are models of story that is stirring New York society is called 


amatory style, abounding in poetical phrase and “The Love Letters of a Liar.” Now Mrs. 
noble sentiment, and glowing with an ardor that William Allen, the author of the latter, is the 
would convert the Arctic regions into the tropics in centre of literary and social gossip that insists 
short order, if turned loose in the chilly regions upon knowing who wrote those letters, or whether 
sacred to the Eskimo and the Polar bear. she wrote them herself 


Exquisitely printed on thick, deckle-edge paper, with flexible imitation 
leather cover. Sold by all booksellers, or sent postpaid on receipt of price, 
i 50 cents, by the publishers. 


i ESS ESS PUBLISHING COMPANY, | "bishers of THE SMART SET, 
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Off to etiekite to spend 


a few weeks among the 


The low rates 


the 


Chicago, Milwaukee & St. Paul 


AND 


Union Pacific Line 


the trip inexpen- 
Excellent train 
makes it quick 


Rockies! 


offered by 


make 
Sive. 

service 
and comfortable 


Denver without 
All meals served 
Additional infor- 
mation on request. 


From Chicago to 
change of cars. 
in dining cars. 


x. tL. LOMAX Fr. A. MILLER 
Gen. Pass. & Ticket Agent General Pass Agent 

Union Pacife Railroad 

Omaha, Neb. 


Chicago, Milwaukee & St. Paul Railway 
Chicage 
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ADVERTISER 


THE PERFECT SEASONING for 
SOUPS, SALADS, OYSTERS, CLAMS, FISH, 
oaeee ¢ apa IES, ETC. 
Indispensable th kitch Ase r eS Oc i Vig 
tion I Yr ici 1 
Ask for Melihe aay Pabasee 
Sauce an your dealers, 


Interesting Booklet of Becipes FREE. 
Address McILHENNY'S TABASOCO, New Iberia, La. 





DOUGLAS, LACEY & CO. 


(Members New York 3, msolidated Stock Exchange), 
Bankers, Brokers, Fiscal Agents, 
66 BROADWAY & 17 NEW ST., NEW YORK 
Suites 177 to 186, inclusive, Naahattan Life Bidg, 
Dividend-Paying Mining, Oil and Smelte, 
Stocks, Listed and Unlis‘ed, our Specialty. 


BOOKLETS giving our successful plan for realizing the large 
profits of legitimate Mining, Oil and Smelter Investments 
subscription blanks, full particulars, etc., 
ested on application BRANCHES: 
Boston, ngton, 
Philadelphia, ré, 
Chicago, 
Cleveland, 
Cincinnati, 


Bt. Louis, 
Baltimore, 


sent free to any inter. 
eye amy 
Detroit, Mieh 


Grand Rapids , 
Davenport, la 


Hartford, Conn. 
Worcester , Mass. 





SOMERSET, 


Commonwealth 
Avenue. 


Boston’s Fashionable and 
Most Luxurious 
Hotel. 


CHARLES A. GLEASON, General Manager 
ALFRED S. AMER, - = Manager. - 














To Advertisers ; 


The circulation of 


THE SMART SET 


is confined to no one class or locality. but reaches eve ry 
hamlet, village, town and city in America. This, cour ne 

with the fact that our advertising rate, based on circ ula- 
tion, is cheaper than any other high-grade magazine, 
should make it especially attractive to advertisers, an 

we solicit careful consideration of THE SMART SE 7 
when you are buying advertising space. 


Very truly yours, 








| ESS ESS PUBLISHING CO, 452 Fifth Ave, Mew York City 
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Something New in Men’s Half Hose 
“COBWEB GAUZE” 


For warm weather wear ‘“ Cobweb 
Gauze” styles are unsurpassed 
for style and comfort. They 
are extremely thin — toes and 
heels are reinforced for wear. 
Made from finest Combed 
Egyptian cotton yarns — 
having a sheen like silk. 


CATALOGUB 
FREE 


Sh ri 
Weld» ~ “COBWEB GAUZE”? NEW SHADES 
colors, gauges 
and prices 42° B SNOWBLACK ) Sizes, 9 to 11 4g inclusive. 
42° P LIGHT PEARL  50c. per pair ; $3.00 per box contain- 
42° M MAHOGANY \ ing 44 doz. assorted as desired. 


42°K LIGHT CHOCOLATE Post or Express paid to any part of U. 8. 
SHAW STOCKING CO., - - 88 Shaw Street, Lowell, Mass. 





There is character to a cigarett 
Also tone and individuality. 


A made-to-order cigarette has 
just the tone a purchaser desires— 
it is made to suit. 

A shop cigarette may please— 
for awhile. 

We are the only firm making 


In the 








cigarettes to order. 


There is a difference between a | 


cigarette made to order and one 
with a monogram on. 
We make them to order and 


do the marking without extra 
charge. 

The cigarette is made to order as 
well as the monogram. 

There is more to this “cigarette 


story”—a postal card will bring | 


our booklet, “ All About Made- 
to-Order Cigarettes.” 

Samples without marking sent 
for 25 cents. 





Nursery 


Resinol Soap, the new medicinal 
soap, isespecially valuable. Wh'le 
cleansing the skin, it nourishes the 
pores and promptly cures adi erup- 
tions peculiar to babyhood, even 
to eczema. Gentle yet effective, it 
speedily establishes a perfectly 
healthy condition of the skin. 


is endorsed by leading physicians. It 
is a derivative of the famous skin oint- 
ment—Resinol. Delightfully efficient 
for scalp and hair, toilet and bath. 


Sold everywhere. Sample free, 
Resinol Chemical Co., Baltimore, Md.,U.S.A. 


PINKUS BROTHERS, 
56 New Street, Suite 18, New York City. 
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ADVERTISER 


Perspiring People 


should know about Spiro Potwder. 


The only 


preparation that is positively guaranteed to destroy 


and prevent the odor of perspiration. 
the armpits, on the dress shields, body, 
undergarments, and enjoy the 


Dust it in 
feet and 
» knowledge that you 


are sweet, cool and comfortable. 


SPIRO POWDER 


is absolutely odorless. 
and refreshes the 
On sale at drug, 


prickly heat. 
everywhere, 
request. 


2s5¢., 


Guarantee 
SPIRO COMPANY, 


A pure antiseptic that soothes, heals 
relieves inflammation, chafing and 
toilet and notion counters 
or by mail for price. Free sample on 
in every box. 

Niagara Falis, N. Y. 


skin; 





ORPHINE 


all, especially physicians having refractory cases. 
Write for free treatment today. 


ST. PAUL ASSOCIATION, Suite 811, 46 Van Buren 


Cocaine or other drug habit. 

















ALPHA SALAD CREAM 


is the ideal salad dressing for all varieties of salads. It is also 
the ideal sauce or relish for cold meats, canned salmon, shrimp or 
lobster, fish cakes, baked beans, cold slaw, cold cauliflower or 
asparagus, cold hash or on sandw‘ches 

ALPHA SALAD CREAM is absolutely pure. Never 
separates. Never spoils Those who like oil can add their favor- 


ite brand with perfect results. Samples not mailable. 


All Grocers. 

Martha Taft Wer sworth Re 
gestions) sent free for r 
Informs you how t 
This game sell $r e and quality o 

WONDERLAND a DDING ‘Fant LETS. On 
makes a quart of m u jelly more delicious, refreshing i 
nourishing than othe on sserts. Also make Delicious Ice 
Cream, Package t 10 tablets by mail rox No samples, 











THE tt. J. BLODGETT CO., — 36 Thayer St., Boston, Mass. 





The International 


DENTIFRICE 


Standard of the World for Thirty Years 


Cleanses, preserves, beautifies and whitens 
the teeth, strengthens the gums, sweetens 
the breath. In neat, handy metal boxes. 
Ideal for dressing table and traveling. No 
powder to scatter; no liquid to spill or stain 
garments. 25 Cents at all Druggists. 


Cc. H. STRONG G CO., Proprietors, 
Chicago, U. S.A. 











PAINLESS AND PERMANENT 


HOME CURE 


A TRIAL TREATMENT FREE 


Sent to anyone addicted to the use of Morphine, Opium, Laudanum, 
tains Vital Principle heretofore unknown and lacking in all others. 
systems and thus remove the cause. A ful! trial treatment alone often cures. 


We restore the nervous and physical 
Confidential correspondence invited from 
Thousands of testimonials prove the worth of our cure. 
St., CHICAGO, ILE. 
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(Linens 








Wearers of ordinary underclothing 
cannot appreciate what real Summer 
comfort means until they try this cool, 
porous, ventilating Linen Underwear. 


No other is like it—no other can give *SHAVING 
the same comfort and satisfaction. ST ic 4 


Booklet, telling all about it, with 
amples of linen-mesh, mailed free. 


THE DEIMEL LINEN-MESH CO. Commends itself to travelers by 


(Originators of Linen-Mesh land or sea, on account of its con- 
Dept. D. 56—-491 Broadway, New York . | d 
gax Faaxcrsco, Ca, . . «11 Montgomery st venience, compactness, luxury an 
fasuinetos, D.C... ; 313 F st ” 
Beoontrm, 0... so Fulton ‘St. economy. 


MONTREAL, CAN. . . 2202 St. Catherine St. 


Lonpon, W. C., ENG., ; 83 Strand (Cecil Hotel). THE J. B. WILLIAMS CO., Glastonbury, Conn. 


25¢. of all druggists. 














MRS. GERVAISE GRAHAM'S 


Cactico Hair Grower 


stops falling hair, eradicates dandruff 
and corrects al! scalp diseases; will pro- 
duce a healthy growth of rich, luxuri- 
ant, glossy hair on any head. Price $1.00 


MRS. GRAHAM'S 


Quick Hair Restorer 


There must be some reasoti why the Mfrs of restores gray hair to its original color 


AGATE NICKEL~ STEEL WARE titel. (For brown, dark-brown or black 


attach a blue label to every piece showing hair not more than one-third gray.) 


; Absolutely harmless. Pri 1.0, At 
Chemist's Certificates that the Enamel is all druggists 4 by expres prey aid up- 


. receipt of pri 
absolutely free from poison. Send ton cents for trial bottle and book. 
onek a ? ve li 7 let “About the hair” direct to 
my more s, a little; send for 
booklet and see why. Mrs. Gervaise Graham, 


ICHIGAN AVE., - ; 
LALANCE & GROSJEAN IPE €0. 1279 MICHIGAN AVE., - CHICAGO, ILL 


(McKesson & Robbins, Eastern Wholesale Agte., New York). 
J x 
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Resort Managers 


know the value of THE SMART 
SET as an advertising medium. It 
reaches all the people of wealth and 


' : social position in. the United States. 
1S the Hair, 
not the Hat 


Thal. makes a woman attractive could make the future of a place as- 
SOFT, SILKY HAIR. sured. 


may be possessed by any person that will take 
trouble to keep the hair healthy and clean 


and the scalp free of dandruff and microbes. and all forms of drug 
habit cured without a 
’ 


Seven: Sutherland Sisters’] | 9 Seem rrrrr sav cautamon se ao 


HAIR. D SCALP AVE.. DETROIT, MICHIGAN. The place stone the 
GROWER P CLEANER Morphine habit was cured publicly in three days. 


perform such missions and perform them well. —MOTH PATCHES 
‘My remover will posi- remover will posi- 
Letters of highest pra from four generations | — take them off 

cep them off, 

— part Ss SEND NO HONEY till proven.“ 1 wal on — treatmen. to be 
Sold by Druggists and De; ment Stores paid for after Freckles are removed. Write, with valle. hy. 
wile, Ky. 


scription, to Mrs, MARION WALKER, 829 Sth St., Louis 


The patronage of its readers alone 


























Useful Mook, ‘‘Receipts for 
Popular Drinks,” sent FREE to 
your address. 


‘WRIGHT & TAYLOR, 
DISTILLERS. LOUISVILLE , KY. 


“Gray Hair BUNIONS » Batee 


Relieved and cured by 


Made Brown _—« pgyp’s TOE SPRING” ano 


re too young for gray hairs 
1 would keep from looking old when PERFECTION 
. ou are mg, once a month dip your 
comb in rs ‘otter’s ainut ce 
| Bee TOE SPRING 
beautiful browr 
ee nce you Restores feet to natural form and 
alnut vice is the P 
cat and pavest ¥ Stain fa the world, action. Sent on approval. Money 
J we will mai you, repaid, a trial pack back if not as represented. 
re on receipt of 25 cents to co. th 
not — rte ctl mage an Send outline of foot and ask f 
rayear. Write for booklet particulars. 


Suite 254, Groton Haiaing TNS MNOHEMIC DRROT Oo. | M. AGHFELOT, 44 W. 24th St., NEW YORK, Suite K. 
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orm and 
Money 


ask for 


Suite K. 
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ACCES SE 


A STUDEBAKER BRAKE IN FRONT OF THE CHICAGO REPOSITORY. 


HE day has gone by when it was considered necessary to have a brake, or other special type of 
vehicle, built to order. In the stock shown at any of the Studebaker trans-continental chain 
of sepositories may be seen almost every type ‘of conveyance in use to-day —each with 
appropriate harness and accessories. 

Studebaker craftsmen of to-day directly inherit the traditions and skill of the group of master- 
builders who organized the works fifty years ago. The intelligent selection of materials and thorough 
workmanship, which is a matter of pride with them, gives to their product a value which actual use 
will amply demonstrate. 

Vhe Studebaker Electric Automobile is a practical auto-vehicle which has prove Z itself thoroughly satis- 

tory for use in city er country. IJtis clean, silent and requires no expert mechani al knowledge to operate. 

Send for descriptive catalogue. 


STUDEBAKER BROS. MFG. CO. 


New York City, Broadway, cor. 48th St.; Denver, Col., cor. rsth and Blake Sts.; Chicago, IIl., 378- 
388 Wabash Ave.; Salt Lake City, Utah, 1§7-159 State St.; Kansas City, Mo., 810-814 Walnut 5t.; 
sereend, Ore., 330-334 E. Morrison St.; San Francisco, Cal., cor. Market and roth Sts.; Dallas, Texas, 
317-319 Elm St. 
LOCAL AGENCIES EVERYWHERE. 


FACTORY AND EXECUTIVE OFFICE, - - SOUTH BEND, IND. 
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are vehicles possessing Style and Quality to which owners point with pride, have 
a capacity for speed that is proven by records, and ample power for hill climbing. 
Sturdy and built for long service, yet carrying not an ounce of superfluous weight. 
May cost 10% more than the cheapest, but will save twice the difference in repair 
bills. Pivotal body bearings, which insure a motion independent of the motor, 
afford the luxurious ease and gentle undulating motion of a brougham with the 
exhilaration of rapid motion. Handsome in design, superbly finished, odorless, 
noiseless. Easy to start from the seat; under perfect control of the operator. 


Price $800. Write for catalog and name of nearest agent. 
NORTHERN MANUFACTURING COMPANY, 1097 Champlain Avenue, Detroit, Michigan. 

















Connections 
Made 
At Buffalo with trains 


ey a 
; for all Eastern and 
eveland Canadian points. 
At Cleveland for 
7 


ROUTE 


between 


Cleveland and Buffalo mrp ye amg 


Steamer CITY OF BUFFALO & ? Ask ticket agents for 
Steamer CITY OF ERIE . tickets via C.& B. 
These steamers are new, fast and tl | aaa. 
luxurious in their appointments, are un- Send four cents for illus- 
surpassed for comfort and convenience, i . trated pamphlet. 
and the service of the line is the finest Special Low Rates be- 
offered on the interior waters of the tween Cleveland and 
United States j Buffalo, and to and 


from Niagara Falls 
TIME CARD—DAILY 


THE POPULAR 
COMMERCIAL ana TOURIST (lev 


Detroit and all points 





every Saturday night. 
Leave Cleveland 8 p.m. Arrive Buffalo 6.30 a. m. 


Leave Buffalo 8 p. m. Arrive Cleveland 6.30 a. m. W. FR. HERMAN 


Central Standard Time used. : Gen. Pass. Agt. 
Orchestra Accompanies Fach Steamer | 
CLEVELAND, 0  ) 

, ewes 
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Virginia Hot Springs | 


—_ Wee | 








BRAKE POWER 


Is the test of safety »ok carefully at the brake when 
REACHED BY THE you buy an auto—power in the brake means everything in 


CHESAPEAKE & OHIO RAILWAY. lee 


INCOMPARABLE Queuen Cu Cumare. 
DaYS MILOLY WARM, NIGHTS COOL AND REFRESHING. 
x nd most curative w vate rs known for rheumatism, g ° 
, -weubies, Mew aclfel : h ~— 


2,500 Feet Elevation. Magnificent Mountain Surroundings. Open all the Year 





house with squast 
yolf links, tennis 


ar-rout ond rt hotel in America as z 

ta a bri ph t ~e " “ are fitted with an extra powerful brake of improved 
and s vate baths ng distar . in ‘ pattern that will stop the rig in its own length. In ad 
e with direct New York wire dition, they have special cmergency brakes fitted on the 

artment car from New York via Washington and t hub of — h driving wheel : 
Ohio Railway The F. F. V. Limited, leaving Ne That's another of the Rambler advantages—you'll find 
rives Hot Springs 7.25 A.M. Excursion tickets & O. the rest of them stated in our handsome illustrated cata- 
udway, New York, and offices Pennsylvania R. R - logue. Shall we send you a copy? 


ghout the country. For hotel information, address THOMAS B. JEFFERY & COMPANY, Kenosha, Wis., U.S.A. 


Now m,Memertond ang er es The H aie tead is ur - Touring Cars 


Freo. STERRY Manacer, 
HoT SPRINGS, BATH Co. 








@  HAYNES-APPERSON 


Is the ONLY gasolene automobile that 
ran the contest from New York to Boston 
and back without repairs or adjustments 
of any kind. 


ALL DIAMONDS IMPORTED § 


into the United States pass through the New York Custom 
House, and New York is the centre of the American market for 
precious stones, Therefore, buy direct from us, ee be con 

mvinced you are dealing with headquarters. w sixty 
years we have been leaders in New York City as pa | 
importers. You can buy Diamends from us on 


, SMALL MONTHLY PAYMENTS 


5 xpress charges. Wealso give a written cer- 
tieate ver our own signature guaranteeing the quality and 
every purchase, 


YOU SAVE FROM 15 TO 25 PER CENT. 


uying from us on prices charged elsewhere. Ai/ trans- 
ns are strictly confidential. 


WE TRUST YOU because our business is based on 





faith in the integrity of the pub 
our new catalogue 6 It contains a 


ription of all kinds of Diamond Jewelry, with 
pains our 


We a te sly EASY PAYMENT PLAN 


argest Dia 








SURREY, 12 HORSE-POWER, @1800. Front head-light extra. 


It is the only machine tha has won every Endurance Contest 
We allow vo oO held in America, and every contest or race ever entered 
mond and ede BA ug months Records ane Awards, hi 
Jewelry Mail plete any pur- all earned by OCI ac ines 
rder House chase—20% down and The machine you buy is the kind that ma 
im the world. @ Sy ro% a month. Absolutely Snamentie "Record 
} ESTARLISHED 1843 Our catalogue gives the records complete Send for it and ask 
{ for the “ Little Book,” too 
Inquirers are urged to visit our factory, where every detail of 
Haynes-Apperson superiority can be seen and fully underStood, 
ight. | . HAYNES- ‘APPERSON co., Kokomo, inde, U.S.A. 
| ons test maker 
yO LAS So Breach ‘Store, 381-385 ‘Wabash "Aveane, "Chicago. 
AN . Eastern Kepresent ative *s, Brooklyn Automobile Co... 1230-41-43 Fulton 
St., Brooklyn, N. Y., and 66 West 43d St., New York. National Automo 
od bile & Mfg. Co., Pacific Coast Agents, San Francisco 


H10 
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*’ ev f fo ") 


“The Automobile of Quality” 


The illustration shows our 1903 model, 12-brake horse:power-Gasoline 
Touring Car, Price $2,000. We make 2, 3 and 4 cylinder cars, 12,18 and 24 
horse power—the height of automobile perfection in principle, design and finish. 

Complete Catalogue containing photos of all 


styles and full specifications, with name of 
our agent at your point, sent on request. 


International Motor Car Co. 5° Cental Ave. 
“The Largest Automobile Factory In The World.” 








Doa’t Nave seeert, convenience ) -e 
and order at home when you ) OL r ft 
travel. Take themalong by Xo Cl ‘ed HI¢ 
packing your clothes ina 


STALLMAN Laun¢ h 


Dresser Trunk Bp 


in all of the essential points that 
. ® ~ . a o tK« a successfu 

Built like adresser. Everything you want when ' sag cali’. agi, 

and where you want it. Keeps garments in PLEASURE LAUNCH. 
perfect condition. Simplifies packing and un- * _ In its construction, there is Speed, 
: : : - ~ Safety and Simplicity combined with 
packing, eliminates re-packing. Strongest, Beauty of Design, Grace, Finish and 
roomiest, most convenient trunk made and ; perfection of Mechanical detail 
costs no more than the ordinary style. Sent Send to cents for ¢ Domnplete Launch 


C.O.D. privilege examination. apy 
0 . 
Send two-cent stamp for booklet. S WESTERN GAS ENGINE CO. 


\ P. A. STALLMAN, ge W. Spring Street, Columbus, O. aa 
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THE OLD WAY 


HE BOAT as pictured below in ewer 
detail—length 1514 feet, beam 4 feet, wit 
34 borse-power Blomstrom gasoline engine 


$100 


So simple a child can operate 
with entire safety 


Catalogue S, including Marine Gasoline Engines of from 4 
to 8 horse-power at corresponding prices, free on request. 


THE C. H. BLOMSTROM MOTOR CO. 
1284-1294 River Street Detroit, Mich. 


THE NEW WAY 
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ARMOUKS 
EXTRACT 
OF BEEF 


The Best Extract 
of the Best Beef 


For SOUPS, SAUCES 
GRAVIES and 
BEEF TEA 





Sold in JARS only, Never in Bulk 


Insist on 


ARMOUR’S 


The Brand that makes the Demand 








+e 


Ce me o_o 


POON OFFER &} 


FREE A Silver-Plated Measuring Spoon 


A new and novel means of accurately measuring fluids and solids for all household purposes. 








Its use insures economy and satisfactory results. 


A Spoon is Given Free with each Jar of Armour’s Extract of Beef 
If your grocer or druggist cannot furnish it, we will send one postpaid on receipt of metal cap 
from top of jar of ARMOUR’S BEEF EXTRACT 
OFFER EXPIRES AUGUST FIRST 











ARMOUR. & COMPANY CHICAGO 
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Theltair That Can’tGome ut 


The “Smart Set” 











THE HAIR THAT FEEDS ON CRANITONIC HAIR FOOD 


The Selection of o — 


~~ v 


| 
vase 


& 





By Mail 
Only 
Trial Bottle 
(0c 














Makes the Hair Blossom Like Flowers in the Spring 
Absolutely Pure and Non-Alcoholic 
Sold by Dealers—THREE SIZES—One, Two and Five Dollar Bottles 


CRANITONIC HAIR FOOD CO 


(Incorporated May Gth, 1999, Under the Laws of New York State) 
BUILDING AND LABORATORIES 
526 WEST BROADWAY, NEW YORK 
SPECIAL NOTE.—We will send Cranitonie Hair and Scalp 
Pood to amy part of the United States on receipt of Order and moncy, 


Express Prepaid. It is put up in One, Two and Five Dollar Bottles. 
Six One Doltar Bottles for Five Dotiars—Express Prepaid. 





EDITORIAL NOTE.— Alt readers of THE SMART SET are Invited 
to Call at the Cranitonic Hair and Scalp Institute (Incorporated) and 
see their hair through the Microscope and get an Illustrated Book- 
let, in Colors, on the “Care of the Hair.” 

Readers of “THe SMART SET” in Europe are Recommended to 
Call on or Write Cranitonic Hair Pood Co., 57 Holborn Viaduct, 
Loudon, ot 5 Rue de la Paix, Parts. 

Cranitonic IS Absolutely Pure, NoN-ALCOHOLIC, No Sediment, 
and ‘ O-80-Geod” for the Hair and Scalp. 


A HAIR RAISER 


Tt. y 


— 7 oa 
GOOD FOR THE HAIR 
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} THERE 
}ARE 


MILLIONS 


OF 


KREMENTZ 
COLLAR BUTTONS 


SOLD EVERY YEAR. 


Krementz Quality Has Made This Possible. 


Every Krementz Collar Button Insured. You get a 
new one free of cost if broken or damaged from any cause. 
Ask your dealer for the Krementz. Write for booklet, 
“The Story of a Collar Button.” 


KREMENTZ & CO.,* fiwaaey. 
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& PIANOS. 













PRS HOSSHHSOS + 4 SHSHHS SHS PAHOVEOSOH 
have been established over 50 YEARS. By our system of 
: circumstances 







ED. PINAUD'S 
PERFUMES. 


Highest Distinction PARIS EXPOSITION, 1900, 
“HORS CONCOURS.” 
ee reitateenl 


PLACED ABOVE ALL, COM- 
PETITION, 


— rere 
SOs SVCoeeerereerrrrerrer""""°","™","”"™"”"™"".".",..' eer eorerr777"""""r-r--” 


mn hhh hh hap ppb bpbpbhbbbboooe 66666666 66666666 6666660 





THEODORA, 


FRENCH CARNATION PINK 4 


VIOLETTE REINE. 


These perfumes are 

| yee mar srcuctot ERESH- 
ages a 

LY CUT FLOWERS. 

















Sig in U. Sand 
Chig'bavasil be sone ty'eath prepotd. 
ED. PINAUD'S IMPORTATION 

> Soar 


ED. PINAUD BLD’G, 84 sth Ave.. Cor. 1 
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yOSE wr take old Scdussines bs caiman ond 
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, piano in your home free of expense. 
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“ Cleanliness of body was 
ever esteemed to proceed 
from a due reverence to God, 
to society and to ourselves.” 


Beacon 














From the end of the 18" Century 
to the beginning of the 20“ 


PEARS’ SOAP 


has been popularly recognised 
as the clean and cleansing soap. 








All Rights Secured. 








c <__ MONTREAL? 
iene 
: Sex| The Northern Tour 
through the most interesting 
fe and historic region in America 


Ogdensburg a 


The Adirondacks, Lake Champlain, 
Au Sable Chasm, Hotel Champlain, 
Lake George, Saraioga Springs, 
Sharon Springs, are a few of the 
numerous cool and healthful resorts 
to which the 


Delaware @ Hudson 
Lines 
lead. The Shortest, Quickest and 
Best Route between New York 


and Montreal. The Leading 
Carrier of Summer Tourists. 


Place gh pet 
Wo oe) > 
ADIRENDA CR Weir 


MT SFT ted ttingg* 
Blue Mtwinde.\ Qroene Je, 


+ 8¢ Car, 
Utica -—— MENECy oy 


DEANS 
CHBRRY VAL.@ ON 
SHARON SPAS. & 


Tt \ Kingion! | 
| Poughkeep 


«A Summer Paradise,’’ an illustrated book of practical infor- 

mation, mailed to any address upon receipt of 4 cents postage. 

J. W. BURDICK, General Passenger Agent, Albany, N. Y. 
H. G. YOUNG, 2d Vice-President. 

New York City Ticket Office and Bureau of Information, 21 Cortlandt St. 











ia Wis yt > . 
FOUR-TRACK 
NEWS 


An Illustrated Magazine 


ONSERVATORY 
OF MUSIC 


BOSTON, MASS. 


In a Conservatory building erected for its 
exclusive use and surpassing in size, gran- 
deur and equipment any institution of the 
kind in the world, the New England Con- 
servatory of Music presents advantages 
unparalleled in this country or abroad. | Its scope and character are indicated by the following 
; titles of articles that have appeared in recent issues 


Pietaresque Venezuela — Illustrated Frederick A. Ober 
Hauntsof Eben Holden !llustrated lel I. Salmon 
A Journey Among the Stars— Illus. Frank W. Mack 
In the Great North Woods— Poem Eben E. Rexford 
. , rr 4 ne . n ~ feo Beautiful Porto Rico—Ilustrated Hezekiah Butterworth 
Eve ry deparimc< at under a master. In Rip Van Winkle’s Land— Poe Minna Irving 
Me fartn rv -he ‘ Nature's Chronometer— Illustrated H. M. Albanugh 
Pianoforte ° . an, Orchestral Instru- Van Arsedale, The Platitudinarian—Ill. Charles Battell Loomis 
ments and Vocal Music courses are The Three Oregons— Illustrated Alfred Holman 
cle -rophecie Ifftied— Tus. 
supplemented by such other branches, as, egy redhay ay a Pale me nd ae 
History of Music, Theory, Language, Dic- 
tion, Piano and Organ Tuning, Choir 
Training, Musical Journalism. Depart- 
ment of Elocution and Oratory affiliated 
with Emerson College. 





of Travel and Education 


MORE THAN 100 PAGES MONTHLY 





The scope of its courses is such that no 
limitations are sct upon the student's 
ambitions. 


Luther L. 
Kathleen L. Greig 
Will G. Steel 

Joe Cone 

Charlies B, Wells 
f . Guthrie 
Michael W hite 
Marm KB. Fenwick 

Orrin EF. Dunlap 


> Mazamas—Iilustrated 

W hen Mother Goes Away— Poem 

A Little Bit of Holland— Illustrated 

The Romance of Reality —Illus. 

Samoa and Tutuila— Illustrated 
Mexican Skies— illustrated 

Niagara in W inter— Illustrated 

Little Histories—Ilinstrated 





The Concerts, Recitals and daily associa- 
tions are in themselves worth more to the 
student than the cost of tuition. 

Graduates are eagerly sought as teachers. 

GEORGE W. CHADWICK, Director. 


All particulars and year -book will be eent on application. 


William J. Lampton 
Herbert Brooks 
John K. Le Baron 


Old Fort Putnam . 
The Confederate White House 
The Alamo 
SINGLE COPIES 5& CENTS, or 5&0 CENTS A YEAR 
Can be had of newsdealers, or by addressing 
GEORGE H. DANIELS, Publisher 
7 East 42d St., New York 





Room No. 87 























SMART 





Established 1867. 





ELOCUTION 


Dr. F. Ziegfeld 
William Castle Herman 
Emile Sauret 

Felix Borowski 





SET 





College Building, 202 Michigan Boul., Chicago. 
The largest and most complete College of Music and Dramatic Art in America. 
strongest facuity ever assembl 
ing is the finest structure in existence devoted exclusively to a musical! institution. 


SCHOOL OF ACTING 


BOARD OF HUSICAL DIRECTORS: 

Dr. Louis Falx 

Hans von Schillep Rudolph Ganz 

vries 
Bernhard Listemann 
Theodore Spiering 
Hart Conway, Director School of Acting. 


(9 NOTE—A plications for the 45 free and 150 partial scholarships will be received until August 15. 
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Dr. F. ootie ‘ 





in aschoo! of musical learning. The new - Pairs 


SCHOOL OF OPERA 


MU S| C iaeeeteties 


IEPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT: 


EMILE SAURET The world renowned Violinist, will 


become a regular member of the 
college faculty Sept. 1, 1908. Lessons now being arranged. 
38th SEASON BEGINS SEPT. 14.*% 


New Illustrated Cataleg Mailed Free. 

















‘AL STUDIES 

















OiL--SMELTER--1 TER--MINES | 


DOUGLAS, LACEY & CO. 


(Members New York Consolidated Stock Exchange), 
Bankers, Brokers, Fiscal Agents, 
66 BROADWAY & 17 NEW ST., NEW YORK- 
Sultes 177 te 186, inclusive, Manhattan Life Bidg, 
Dividend-Paying Mining, Oli and Smelter 
Stocks, Listed and Unlisted, our Speciality. 


BoOKLE TS givi g our successful plan for realizing the large 

profits of legitimate Mining, Oil and Smelter Investments, 
subscription blanks, fall particulars, etc., sent free to any inter” 
es.ed on application BRANCHES: 















Boston Washington, Coneord, N. H Minneapolis, 
Philadelphia, Pittsburg, Newport. R. I Los Angeles. Cal. 
hicag Buffalo Newark NJ — Aris. 

Cleve'and Toronto, Can. Brookiyn,N.¥  Tucso 

Cine nnac Montrea Detroit. Mich Mexico’ Co wy 

St. Louts Hartford, Conn. Grand Rapids , Halifax, N.B. 
Bal imore. Worcester Mass. Deven port, la 8t. Johns .N B. 





THE KALEIGH, 
Penn. Ave., Cor. [2th St., N. W.. 
Washington, D. C. 


European Plan. 





Absolutely Fireproof. 
THE MODERN HOTEL OF THE CITY. 


T. J. TALTY, Manager. 


25%or HEALTH 


[ was run down from OVERWORK, WORRY and EX- 
CESSES, cost me large amount to be PERMANENTLY 
CURED. When you have lost all patience with specialists, 
send me 25c. for the same cure. NEW LIFE to the sickly, 
VIGOR to the well. Mr. D. G. James, P. O. Box 123, Los 
Angeles, Calif. Ladies may address Mrs. James. 


REMARK ABLE OFFER! 
TEST HOROSCOPE, 25. 
MONE Y REFUNDED IF NOT SATISFIED. 
Sc., with sex, of birth Booklet FREE 
, fter is made to yur magazine, MODERN ASTRO! 


Single copy, 2« 
MODERN ASTROLOGY PUB. 60.. FI Metropolitan Bldg, New York 


rei CUR 








place, date and hour 


. introdu ice 


I will gladly inform 
anyone addicted to 


RCA Ba AD ine, OPIUM 
z a never-failing 
harmless oO ure Address 


Mrs. Mary 0. Baldwin, ‘Box 1212. Chicago, Hl. 


TECHNIC. 
A new work on Technic for the teacher and student 

















S, by Dr 


| On uaF 3 music stores— 


r 


75 cents net 
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HOTEL 
SOMERSET, 


Commonwealth 
Avenue. 


Boston's Fashionable and 
Most Luxvrious 
Hotel. 


CHARLES A. GLEASON, General Manager. 
ALFRED S. AMER, - - Manager. 


FREE! 


Valuable booklets giving complete, reliable and important aul 
tion regarding the oil and mining industries, the best companies, in 

prices dividends,etc. showing how large fortunes are easily made from 
small investments; also details of plan whereby the suc oan of any in- 
vestment can be made absolutely certain. Do not fail to write for them. 


A. L. WISNER. @ CO. (Inc.), 32 Broadway, N. ¥. 


THE UNIVERSITY 
PREPARATORY SCHOOL 


Boyvsonty. ITHACA,N.Y. 


Boarding and Day REPARES FOR CORNELL 
Departments. andall high class colleges 


CERTIFICATES accepted since 1895. 

Y 7 
JUNIOR HOUSE opens September, 1908. 
SUMMER TERM opens July 16, for eight weeks—Cirenlars. 

JACOB GOULD SCHURMAN, President of Cornell Universit 
says :—I give most cheerful testimony as to the high quality of mers A 
done in your school; Its complete curriculum and excellent manage- 
meut render it a most desirable preparatory school for the University. 

PROFESSOR T. F. CRANE, Dean of Cornell University, says:— 
T have lately had a portunity to examine carefully your school and 
it gives me great pleasure to express my satisfaction with it. I have 
long known the excellent staff of instructors, but I was not so well 
acquainted with the facilities for caring for the students. I found 
everything relating to their home life, rooms, food, ete., of the most 
admirable character and quality. I believe that the ideals of the 
school are high, the scholarly training excellent, and the surround- 
ing influence refined and wholesome 

DAVID F. HOY, Registrar of Cornel! University, says:—I am 
pleased to give my full and earnest endorsement to the University 
Preparatory School. I shall take pleasure at any and all times in 
recommending it to those who desire a safe and efficient place for 
preparation for college 
FALL TERM opens September 24th. Send for illustrated Catalogue to 
CHARLES A. STILES, 110 Avenue D., Ithaca, N. Y, 
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OUR FOUR NEW BOOKS 


AN IMMEDIATE SUCCESS THIRD EDITION NOW READY 


PERKINS, THE FAKEER 


AN AMUSING TRAVESTY ON REINCARNATION 





By Edward S. Van Zile 
A Yankee, after long residence in the East, has become an adept in mag- 
ical arts, and on his return to America amuses himself by occult pranks that 
involve innocent persons in appalling dilemnias. 


New York Sun ‘The reader may be assured that he will be amused and entertained.” 
New York American.—“ More than witty anc more than weird, while it combines bofh these qualities— 
and many more 
St. Louis Repudlic.— A laugh invariably accompanies the reading of nearly every paragraph.” 
Town Topics.—**1 hailed them with joy for their originality and irresistible drollery.” 
loledo Blade * The tales are amusing, and if they were plays, would be billed as side-splitting farces.” 
Mustrated from drawings by Hy. Mayer. Crown Svo. $1.00 net. Postage 15 cents extra. 





SECOND EDITION 


A PURITAN WITCH 


A ROMANTIC LOVE STORY 
By Marvin Dana 

New York Times Saturday Review of Books.—“ A lively, warm-blooded, eager giri.” 

Boston Giobe.— A book of rare quality and absorbing interest.” 

Brooklyn Eagle.— A love story of rare tenderness and simplicity. . ells itself with the breath of 
living emotions 

Louisville Courier-Journal.—“ The kind of a girl that is apt to interest readers in whatever age she lives.” 

Pittsburg Dispatch ‘A tragedy of intense interest Thrillingly tld." 

Atlanta Constitution. “ Apart from the absorbing story, told with rare sympathy, Mr. Dana gives many 
beautiful love passages.”’ 

Chicago Tribune.—“ A simple love idyll. Power gives way to pathos, and passion melts the barriers of 
prudishness.”’ 

Albany Argus.—“ A charming love story of sincerity and beauty.” 

Mustrated from drawings by P. R. Audibert. Crown Svo. $1.25. 


THE FIGHTING CHANCE 


THE ROMANCE OF AN INGENUE 
By Gertrude Lynch 


The story is a modern romance dealing with prominent public char- 
acters in Washington political life, giving a vivid picture of a phase in 
the career of an honest statesman. 

Utica Press.—“ A cleverly written story and has some fine caracters.” 

N. Y. Journal.—* The story is as interesting as it is valuable." 

Boston Transcript.—“ There is enough excitement and love interest to entice anyone who is alert fora 
good story.” 





Mustrated by Bayard Jones. Crown Svo. $1.25. 


THE VULGARIANS 


BY EDGAR FAWCETT 
An account of a trio from the West, who become immensely wealthy. 
Their entry into New York is full of both humor and sentiment. 


Boston Transcript.—“ An excellent example of the author’s skill."’ 
N. Y. Mail and Express.— Typical of the author's talent in a!l its phases.” 
Town Topics.— Mr. Fawcett has evidently lost none of his cunning as a novelist ; this story is full of 
power and vigorous effects.” 
Mustrated by Archie Gunn. Crown Svo. $1.00. 


THE SMART SET PUBLISHING CO. “7 "AVENUE cry 
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Hearst’s Magazine 











ISSUED EVERY SUNDAY 


SIMULTANEOUSLY BY 


N. Y. American and Journal, 
Chicago American and 
San Francisco Examiner, 


REACHES THE HANDS OF 


ONE MILLION AND A HALF 


OF THE MOST INTELLIGENT PEOPLE OF 
THESE UNITED STATES EACH WEEK. 


It is consequently an advertising medium 
without equal. 
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Colorado 


The land of blue sky and perfect weather, the region 
of lofty mountains and picturesque valleys, where 
there is always vigor in the air and tonic in the 
breezes, where it is a joy to be alive. This is the 
entrancing region to which you are invited by the 


Chicago, Milwaukee & St. Paul 
Union Pacific Line 


$25, Chicago to Colorado and back, July 1 to lu. $30 
for the round trip on other days during the Summer. 
Moderate charges for board. Excellent train ‘ser- 
vice. A postal card will bring complete information. 


—E. L. LOMAX F. A. MILLER 
Generai Passenger and Ticket Agent 
Unien Pacific Railroad 
Omaha, Neb. 


General Passenger Agent 
Chicago, Milwaukee & ®t. Paul Ratlway 
Chicago 





THE LIBRARY OF 


CONGRESS 

Two Copies Received ET 
WN 11 1903 | 
Copyngnt Entry 

cLass wre wf a oF 


copy 8. 


EVERNESS 














JULY, 1903 


CONTENTS 


The Metempsychosis of the Ogdens ‘ . ° . Edward S. Van Zile 
Two Songs. ‘ : ; ‘ ‘ : Julian Durand 
Madrigal : , ‘ ; : ° . , Clinton Scollard 
How *“ The Kid” Went Over the Range ‘ : Cyrus Townsend Brady 
Logical . , : 7 ‘ ; . ‘ Andy Name 
In the Cloister of San Juan ; ‘ , > . ‘ Thomas Walsh 
Jane’s Gentleman ‘ . , ° . Owen Oliver 
A Summer Siren . : , , : . Frank Rot Batchelder 
Envoy Extraordinary and Minister Plenipotentiary : Guy Wetmore Carryl 
The Song of Sixteen : ; ‘ : : . Louise Chandler Moulton 
lrafalgar Square . ‘ ‘ ° ; ‘ Marvin Dana 
To the Portrait of a Brunette ‘ > : ° William H. Hayne 
The Fatted Calf . ° ° . Jui tet , bor Tompkins 
In Proof of the Maxim . ° . ‘ . . Koy Farrell Greene 
When She Golfs , ‘ ‘ ‘ . Edwin L. Sabin 
Fayal, the U engering ; . ; . . , . Miriam Michelson 
Prescience . . . ° . Jo hn Winwood 
The Voice o ’ Love . . ° ° - Theodosia Garrison 
glue Blood ° ° . e G. B&. Burgin 
Undersongs : ° ° ‘ Arthur Stringer 
At the Year's E nd . ‘ . r : ‘ , Martha Fishel 
Fair and Dear , , : . , : Madeline Bridges 
The Plaint of a Poetess . ° : : ° . Ethel M. Kelley 
A Woodland Awakening : . . : A loysius Coll 
An Evening Musicale : ‘ . : ‘ May lsabel Fisk 
At Her Word ; ‘ . ‘ : ‘ Felix Carmen 
Break a Heart and Make an Actor ° . ; ‘ Alfred Hent y Lewis 
Plenitude , ‘ : ° ° 2 Elisa Barker 
The Beautiful Woman's Narrative ° . . The Baroness n Hutten 
The Professor's Love-Story ‘ , “ Ldward W. Barnard 
Laughter : ‘ , , : McCrea Pickering 
The Lord of Cre ation “ ; ° ° : L.. de V. Matthewman 
Exhibit A . : : : : . ; Kate Jordan 
‘She's All the World to Me” ° . . Truman Roberts Andrew 
La Griffe de Lion ‘ ‘ P . ‘ ‘ ‘ . Krancgois Coppé 
In the Garden . : . : . . : Duffield Osborne 
A Whispered Word . . . : “ 5 : Ventta Seibe 
The Burglar . , ‘ : Ri K. Weekes 
Rondel ‘ . . ‘ . ‘ Hlelen 
> Blue Thorn of Kashgar . ‘ ° ° . . Edward Boltwood 
anson Bretonne . ‘ . ° ‘ . La Duchesse De Rohan 
Day Fairfax Returned ‘ . . . . ; Robert C. V. Meyers 
Ancient Truth ' . , - : . Charlotte Becker 
‘he Old Codger’s Inhum: unity . , . . , Tom P. Morgan 
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The August number of Tue Suarr Ser will contain: 


“ Sylvia's Hlusband,” by Mrs. Burton Harrison 


Copyright 1903 by 


Ess Ess PUBLISHING COMPANY 


Among the other contributors to the August number will be: Gertrude Atherton, Brander Matthews, 


Seumas MacManus, Maaison Cawein, Elia W. Peattie and Arthur Stringer 


WILLIAM GREEN, Printer, New York 
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Ys, it you Will incluoe OSteyx Moor Yrattr esses 
inthe Furnishings. Clima Howard age Ts 


Even the children are waking up. A bright little girl, Edwina Howard of Rockyford, Col., appre-) 
ciates the way a “proposal” should be accepted to-day. Her entire drawing is reproduced. 

Every sale of an OSTERMOOR means that we have convinced somebody that Ostermoor Patent Elastic 

Felt is an improvement on the old-fashioned hair mattress and at a less price. It is the mark of progress— 

the breaking down of old ideas. If you still think a hair mattress is good, you may find out by our free trial 

offer (see below) than an OsTERMOOR is defter. 

If you have learned by sad experience that even the most costly hair 
mattress will sag and lump—that it takes many dollars or much dirty work (or 
both) to keep it clean and comfortable, you will rejoice in an OsTERMOOR that 
will wear and remain the acme of comfort for 20 to 30 years without renovation, 
with only an occasional sun-bath to keep it in perfect condition. It is vermin 
proof—moth proof. 





If you have read thus far, how can you keep from buying ? 


Perhaps you don’t believe us! That would not be surprising—many firms make ex aggerated or, at 
least, over-enthusiastic claims. We want to be as conservative as we are fair. It costs you nothing to 
prove the truth of our claims in either one of two ways: 








THIRTY NIGHTS’ FREE TRIAL. SEND FOR OUR FREE BOOK 
Tae HB.I5] arcrccns hiccy'os wt tmnty | faders enttied Ube Teatot | sr=xr cenon 


3 fect wide, 30 ibs. 10.00 nights, and if it is not better ime." A POSTAL WILL 
feet 6 inches wide - ea f rf Yst m 
omer 11.79] then ony other mattress you +4 and rl of aotiennl ermoor 


, have ever used—if itis notall | renutation. We can't BUY 
4 toot wide, 40 tbe. 13.35] you even HOPED for, return | TESTIMONIALS from such Mattress 
60006 ees etm, 15.00) it at our expense and your | men as Rev. Dr. Robt. S. BEARS THE NAME 


fect money will be immediately MacArthur, C. Oliver Iselin, 

0 © Gat S tactno tong, refunded without question, | of Such othersas appear. The Ostermoor 
Express Charges Prepaid. Wh 4 book also describes pillows, 
In two parts, so cents extra. at more can wedoto con- | Window-seat cushions, boat | awn TRADE-MARK LABEL 
Special sizes at special prices.| vince you ? cushions, church cushi 


























OSTERMOOR & CO. 135 Elizabeth Street, New York. 


Canadian Agency: The Alaska Feather and Down Co., Ltd., Montreal, 
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Insured for 
One Million Dollars 
in 


THE PRUDENTIAL 


From the 


New-Dork Daily Tribune. 


APRIL 26, 1903. 

The Prudential Insurance Company. through its 
Philadelphia agents, has insured L. Rodman Wana- 
maker, son of John Wanamaker, for $1,000,000. The 
premium on. the insurance is over $30,000 a year 
This makes Mr. Wanamaker one of the most heav- 
ily insured private individuals in the world, as he 
carries policies for $2,000,000 His insurance is said 
to be exceeded only by that of King Edward VII 
John Wanamaker. his father. carries policies ag- 
gregating $1.500.000. and John M. Mack carries $1.- 
250.000. of which $1.000.000 was placed recently. 








Mr. Wanamaker’s Selection of The Prudential is a Striking Demonstra- 
tion of—The High Esteem in which This Company is held by Farsighted 
Business Men, and Their Great Confidence in The Prudential’s— 


Permanent Strength, and Able and Conservative Manage- 
ment,—Both Conducing to Profitable Dividend 
Returns on its Policies. 


Whether the Policy be Large or Small, the Same Progressive and 
Conservative Management is Back of All. Send Coupon for 
Specimen Policy, Suitable to Your Means. 








Without committing myself to any action, I shall be glad to receive, 
free, particulars and rates of policies for $-......~.-~.-~-- TH E 


TURIN 


Occapation - , HAS THE é 














ae STRENGTH OF * 
THE PRUDENTIAL GIBRALTAR 


Insurance Co. of America 
John F. Dryden, prest. Home Office, Newark, N. J. 
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When Golfing, Shooting, Fishing 


Horlick’s” 
Malted 
Milk 


a delicious, satisfying food-drink—in powdered form, 
instantly prepared with hot or cold water. Also in tablet 
form, either natural or chocolate flavor—-ready to be eaten 
as a quick lunch. A compact, strength-giving, emergency 
ration for the sportsman, athlete and traveler. 


Made of pure, rich milk from our own dairies, and the extract of 
selected grain, malted by our special process. 


Used and sold everywhere—all druggists. 
I If you are not using it now, let us send 
SAMP E you our unique Shakespearian Book KREE 
let and a trial package, postpaid, 
. 5 . > 
Horlick’s Food Co., Racine, Wis., U.S. A. 


34 Farringdon Road, London, Eng. Established 1873. 25 St. Peter Street, Montreal, Can. 
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‘ta COMPOUNDING, an incomplete mixture was accidentally 

spille t e hack of the hand, and on washing afterward it 

was discovered that the hair was c > y removed We 

named the new discovery MODENE absolutely harmless, 

but works sure results. Apply for a few minutes and the hair dis- 

appears as ifhy magic. It Cannot Fall. If the growth be 

i ill remove it; the heavy growth, such as 

m mole y requ two or more applica- 

s, and without slightest , sant feeling when ap- 
rever afterward 


“by all whe have tes » 
Modene sent by mail, in safety mailing-cases (securely sealed), 
on receipt of @2.0@ per bottle. Send money by letter, with 
your full address written plainly. Postage stamps taken. 


LOCAL AND GENERAL AGENTS WANTED. 
MODENE MANUFACTURING CO., 
Dept. 25, Cincinnati, Ohio. 


Every Bottle Guaranteed. 
CP We Offer $1,000 for Failure or the Slightest Injury. 






It Wont Hurt 


—wont even over tire a 
delicate woman to do an 
ordinary wash if she 


uses PEARLINE in 
Pearline’s 
Way 


Dont stick to Centur- 
ies old methods. Isnt 
ittime something was 
done to make washing a 


Womans Work 
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Twelve-Passenger Brake—Canopy and Curtains 


A Great Money Maker 


HIS popular passenger vehicle seats comfortably three full-grown persons on each seat. 
The engines are powerful double-cylinder gasoline motors, with plenty of power. Wheels 

40 inches in diameter, supplied with 44¢-inch face traction tires—the best ever produced. 

For hotels, summer resorts, golfing, park touring and business travel these 
vehicles are unsurpassed. Bodies are furnished for the above No. 5 gear, suited to every kind 
of commercial delivery and interchangeable with the 12-passenger brake body on the same gear. 


WRITE FOR CATALOGUE AND PRICES 


Chicago Motor Vehicle Co. 
370-372 Wabash Avenue, * Chicago, U. S. A. 
Telephone: Harrison, 2929. Factory, Harvey, Ill. Long Distance "Phone No. 4. 


HOTEL BROOKLTN 


Centre Moriches, Long Island. 


Hotel of highest class; thoroughly 
modern ; cooled oY prevailing breeze 
from the sea. Affords a rare combi- 
nation—Forest, Field, Bay and Ocean, 
Yachting, tennis, fishing; excellent 
sailing ; surf and still-water bathing. 
Nine-hole golf links on premises; su- 
perb drives; superior music; dry and 
salubrious atmosphere. 144 hours 
from N. Y.; parlor cars direct with- 
out change. Attractive rates. De- 
scriptive circulars. 


FRANK M, ROGERS, 
Proprietor. 
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— 


REFRIGERATORS. | 


SOLD BY MAIL 
DIRECT. 





cmniidnends 


From Factory to You 


The MONROE is a high-grade refrigerator for family use. Unlike, 
and better than others, its food compartments are molded, single pieces of 
solid white porcelain wear—without joint or seam—strictly sanitary. 

An order will bring the MONROE at once to your nearest railway 
station, freight paid You can have the satisfaction of examining and 
proving it in your home. If, after a reasonable time, it is not satisfactory 
in every respect, write us and we will take it back, and refund your money. 

The only way to obtain a MONROE is to order it direct from us. 
We have no agents. Write for Catalogue ‘‘L.” It is free. 


Monroe Refrigerator Co. 


New York Office, 42 Cortlandt Street Lockland, Ohio 











Danléleawveuseifert, convenience } p FAT IS FOL LY. 


and order at home when you . ; : , 
. P when it can be reducec 

travel. Take themalong by easily, conveniently 
packing your clothes ina and best of all, Safely, 


STALLMAN | me 
Dresser Trunk | | OBESITY 


Built like adresser. Everything you want when 


and where you want it. Keeps garments in SOAP. 


perfect condition. Simplifies packing and un- This Chestty Sen -" “ - 
oe eal ae neti Z nits nis sity p (used like an ordina: 

packing, eliminates — ‘packing. . Stronge re soap) positively reduces fat, without dieting or 
roomiest, most convenient trunk made an gymnastics. Absolutely harmless, never fails 
costs no more than the ordinary style. Sent to peaees Soak an Coostions are followed. 

mem ae . : Send for book of testimonials. ox of 2 cakes 
C.O.D. privilege examination. sent prepaid on receipt of $2.00. 

Send two-cent stamp for booklet. N ‘ood Chemical Co. 

P. A. STALLMAN, go W. Spring Street, Columbus, 0.) orw m .» St. James Bidg., N.Y. 























SMART SET ADVERTISER 











It is difficult to imagine anything more charming 
than NABISCO SUGAR WAFERS, with the 
fascinating flavors of Lemon, Orange, Chocolate, 
Cherry, Vanilla, Strawberry, |Raspberry or Mint. 
No matter what dessert or beverage you are going 
to serve you can get NABISCQ SUGAR WAFERS 
in a harmonizing flavor. 


NATIONAL 
BISCUIT 
COMPANY 
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TOWN TOPICS 


THE JOURNAL OF SOCIETY. 


oe 


Town Topics is recognized the world over as the Journal of 
American Society, and is read by everyone who cares to keep in touch 
with the current news of the social world. Its facilities for obtaining 
reliable advance information concerning society people and social func- 
tions are so far unequaled by any other journal in the world that the 
press universally watches for its appearance Thursday morning to get 
their early news of this character. 

Its financial and commercial department is conceded in all financial 
circles as being so accurate, complete and reliable that no one having 
interest in commercial or industrial enterprises, or who is dealing on the 
exchanges; no banker, broker, investor or capitalist, can afford to miss the 
weekly review of all these matters in Town Topics. 

The short stories in Town Topics are clever and find a unique 
favor with all. Its poetry, burlesques and witticisms have a distinct 
flavor that appeals to smart people. 

Its criticisms of drama, music, art, literature, sports and the turf 
are by the cleverest talent available, and are absolutely independent. 
Its critics are subject to but one rule, 

“BE HONEST—FEAR NONE, FAVOR NONE.” 
Its editorial comment covers the whole field of subjects interesting to 
the intelligent classes. Its opinions are not gloved; they are always 
forceful and honest. 


Do You Want Such a Weekly Newspaper? 


You can buy it of all newsdealers. But you can secure its sure and 
regular delivery to you through the mails by sending in a subscription. 
Any newsdealer will gladly do this for you without charge. 


~~ -« 


Prices: $4 per annum; $2 six months; $1 three months. 
Single Copy 10 Cents. 


_ ~o>e 


TOWN TOPICS PUBLISHING CoO., 


452 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK. 
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Nothing Secret about 


Orangeine 


Powders— 


Its composition is as open as its results are prompt, 
and is published in direction booklet in every package. 


NOTE 


The varied and numerous uses of Orangeine have been evolved “by Humanity for Humanity,” andits 


wide claims would seem ridiculous were they not suggested and sustained by countless human experiences 








The Principle of Orangeine. 


Orangeine combines both schools of 
medicine, and illustrates the following 
great principle now advocated by all 
progressive physicians, viz.: The con- 
certed, concordant action of remedies 
skillfully selected and combined, its 
vasily greater than the action of the 
same remedies, alternately prescribed. 











What Orangeine is Doing for Humanity. 


Orangeine supplies almost instant re- 
lief from pain, prompt correction for the 
little ills which lead to serious ailment, 
and a gradual, far-reaching reconstruc- 
tive power from extreme physical debil- 
ity, and the stubborn symptoms which 
cause chronic ailments. 








Orangeine Applications Widely Demonstrated. 


Heat Prostration, 
Stomach Upsets, 
Bowel Troubles, 
Indigestion, 
Dyspepsia, 


Headache (all kinds), 


Neuralgia, 
Nervousness, 
Sea Sickness, 
Car Sickness, 


Hay Fever, 
Asthma, 
Colds, 
Grip, 
Fatigue, 


and a host of common ailments. 


Orangeine Dispels Hay Fever. 


During the past five years, Orangeine has made a phenomenal record for the relief of Hay 
Fever, in even most stubborn and long continued cases. Thousands of former sufferers 
have, through Orangeine, found immunity which they could not find at any Hay Fever 
resort, and our advice has been everywhere confirmed to Hay Fever sufferers, to ‘‘ Stay at 
Home or Go Anywhere,” provided they TAKE Orangeine, under our simple directions. 


A Few Suggestive Experiences. 


Mr. J. A. Waldron, Managing Edi- 
torof The New York Dramatic Mir- 
ror, says: “I am not only a steady 
user of ‘Orangeine’ Powders, bein 
of an age when their singular pom | 
admirable stimulating powers prove 
very beneficial, and being also sub- 
ject to Hay Fever in summer and 
<> in winter; but I have formed the 
philanthropic habit of dispensing 
them to friends, for various tem- 
porary ailments which ‘ Orangeine’ 
so accurately reaches. 

“From my experience, I predict 
that the wonders of ‘ Orangeine’ are 
yet in their infancy.” 


P. J. Cunningham, Leslie, Mich., 
writes: “ ‘Orangeine’ isthe only rem- 
edy that has given me any relief from 
‘hay fever,’ and | have tried a great 
number.” . 


Trial P; 


Mr. Frank T. Bliss, of Morris, 


Iil., describes his experience: 


“ T have been a sufferer from hay 
fever for over twenty years, have 
tried every remedy obtainable, 
but until this year I have been 
compelled to spend the hay fever 
season in northern Michigan. I 
have been enabled to stay at 
home this year with perfect ree- 
dom from this dread disease by 
using *Orangeine’ powders as 
directed.” 


Mr. 0. J. Carpenter, Killduff, Ia., 
writes: “*Orangeine’ has cer- 
tainly helped me. Have been us- 
ing it for ‘hay fever.’” 


Miss Nella Miles, Stockton, N.Y., 
writes: “I find *< yrangeine’ very 
good for * hay fever.’” 


F Orangeine is sold by druggists everywhere in 25c., 50c. and $1.00 ; 
~ ree On receipt of request we will mail 10c. trial package Free with full direc- 
tions, composition and description of its wide 


Miss Hattie McClelland, Madison, 
Ind., writes: “ Have taken four pow- 
ders a day,and am getting along fine. 
Have had only slight attack of ‘ hay 
fever,’ so far, and am perfectly free 
from it today, something that has 
never happened before at this season 
of the year.” 

Mr. Conrad Rockel, Dallas City, IIL, 
writes: “‘Orangeine’ is doing me 
much good. I think two boxes more 
will keep ‘hay fever’ off entirely.” 

Mrs. 1. BE. Lansing, Marshall, Mich., 
writes: “I find it the best thing I ever 
tried, and I have tried everything.” 

Miss Bernice Dutton, Little Rock, 
Ark., writes: “Orangeine makes one 
feel more like working. More like 
living. The powders are so simple, 
so easy to take, so convenient to 
carry, and yet so effective.” 


ckages. 


uman influences. Address “ Orangeine, Chicago.” 
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BORATED 
TALCUM 


The International 


DENTIFRICE 


Standard of the World for Thirty Years 
Cleanses, preserves, beautifies and whitens 
the teeth, strengthens the gums, sweetens ’ 
the breath. In neat, handy metal boxes DELICHTFUL AFTER BATHING, A LUXURY AFTER SHAVING 
Ideal for dressing table and traveling. No Beautifies and Preserves the Complexion. 
powder to scatter: no liquid to spill or stain eS CHAFING @OESUNSUER, eater 

» re, biistered a ring feet it Ro equi Removes a!) 
garments. 25 Cents at all Druggists. of porepiretion. Get MENIEN'S (the original), @ little higher im price, 
than worth less substitutes, but there is @ reason for it. Boil everywhere, or malied 


C.H. STRONG G CO., Proprietors, i Sheets. Avo Ranwre. turraTiows. (Sample free). 
Chicago, U.S.A | GERHARD MENNEN CO., Newark, ¥. J 


somnne Monnen’s Violet Taleum sna: 


PAINLESS AND PER. PERMANENT 


HOME CURE 


A TRIAL TREATMENT FREE 


Sent to anyone addicted to to the use ot ’ Morphine, Opium. Laudanum, Cocaine or other drug habit. Con- 
tains Vital Principle heretofore unknown and lacking in allothers. We restore the nervous and physical 
systems and thus remove the cause. A fvill trial treatment alone often cures. Confidential correspondence invited from 
all, especially physicians having refractory cases. Thousands of testimonials prove the worth of our cure. 
Write for free treatment today. ST. PAUL ASSOCIATION, Suite 811, 46 Van Buren St., CHICAGO, UU.L. 


PIMPLES| BUNIONS = curs” 


facial blemishes permanently a6 POND’S TOE SPRING 9 AND 


1d 
removed, and that disagreeable oily appearance 
of the skin overcome, by the use of ‘‘ DERMOL,”’ sé PERFECTION 
a remedy whi h is absolutely harmless, the 
formula being that of one of the leading T +h) 
Specialists of the country. 0E SPRING 
“DERMOL”’ sent by mail, postpaid, upon re- Restores feet to natural form and 
ceipt of soc. in money or postage amps action. Sent on approval. Money 
Money cheerfully returned, if, after using back if not as represented 
“*DERMOL” according to directions, you are not Send outline of foot and ask for 
satisfied with the results. particulars. 
DERMOL REMEDY COMPANY, Improved Instep Arch Suppor- 


WITHOUT WITH. ter for Flat Foot 


HARTFORD, CONN. M. | M. AGHFELOT, 4{ ¥. 24th St., NEW YORK, Suite K. 


WwW CRPHIN ¥ 


We GUARANTEE an absolute, permanent cure for MORPHINE, 
OPTUM, ALCOHOL, COCAINE, LAUDANUM and all other drug habits, whether INHERITED or 
contracted. Our remedies are simple and can be taken at home. You need not leave your regular occupation 


There are no bad after effects. Each case will receive special, individual treatment from our medical director. Our remedies are 
prepared by rer lieensed physicians and never fail 
FREE TRIAL, ¢ a on mae ation. Confidential correspondence. Write to-day for our free booklet, giving references, 
osTt ASS 


co., Dept. Cc, B On, 





























blackheads ar all 
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Water is Free! 


But it won’t take the pain out of a 
burn; it wont heal a wound; it 
wont take the ache out of rheu- 
matism, neuralgia, etc. Pond’s Ex- 
tract we//. It will do it instantly. 
The claim that ordinary witch hazel 
is “just as good” or ‘‘just the same” 
as Pond’s Extract needs but a mite 
of consideration to prove its falsity. 
Ordinary witch. hazel is nearly all 
water. That’s why you can get so 
much for so little—because water ts 
free. 

Pond’s Extract is the pure ex- 
tract of Hamamelis Virginica—that's 
why it costs more; that’s why it 
CURES. If you want water, get it 
at the pump—it’s cheaper and safer. 
If you want relief from pain—aexy 
pain—insist on getting Pond’s Ex- 
tract. Always sold under original 
label. Sold everywhere. 
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Ls | Skin Di 

iM Eczema, Salt Rheum, Pimples, Ring- 
R worm, Itch, Ivy Poison, Acne or other 
FOR THE 


skin troubles, can be promptly cured by 


> COMPLEXION 
j=} Hydrozone 


prepared by a specialist 
for a well-known New York 
society woman, produced such 
marvelous results for her and , ‘ r 
for some of her friends, that it Hydrozone is endorsed by leading phy- 
has been decided to introduce sicians. It is absolutely harmless, yet 
it for public sale REA . " ae tA . tat ese 
Sur ala creates a teactital most powerful healing age nt, that cures 
complexion, and is not a cos- by destroying the parasites which cause 
metic. It is a natural, harm- these diseases. 
less, positive cure for sunburn, Cures sunburn in 24 hours. -In cases of 
eczema, freckles, moth spots = : J ; 
and ali skin irritations. Prickly Heat and Hives it will stop itch 
Keeps skin free from blemish. ing at once, also will relieve mosquito 
In Dainty JARS My ye bites instantly. Take no substitute and 
2? ) . ’ . 
peaaths tostment), © . see that every bottle bears my signature. 


jar, postpaid 

2 Trial Size, 25 Cents. 
DREAM EYEBROW & EYELASH CREAM ° 
Reautifies the brows and lashes, makes At Druggists or by mail, from 


them lustrous, stimulates their growth 
keeps them in perfect condition. 


Boe. a jar, postpaid. These prepara- 
tions sale at stores of 
JOHN WANAMAKER, P 
New York. Phila. acai 


— 57-N Prince St., New York. 
Prepared by Dream Cream Co., New York, 





Booklet on the rational treat. 
- wa Serr ORK FREE {Gene of diseases sent free. 
OHN WANAMAI 











Gray Hair 
Now is the Time ue =k Made Brown 


You are too young for gray hairs. If 
you would keep from looking old when 


to 

. ® you are young, once a month dip your 
| comb in Mrs. Potter's Walnut Juice 
va e j Hair Stain and your hair will keep a 

: f beautiful brown. 
Human hair, like the rose bush, requires Free Trial Size.—To convince you 

e ; : ; : , . at Mrs. Potter's Waln ice i 

arich soil,careful cultivation,( grooming) F = cad pupess their Oeghe the Gla 


and bright, warm, sunny weather to , we will mail you, prepaid, a trial pack 
insure best results. j age on receipt of 25 cents to cover the 


y m=? expense. Regular size, $1.00. Enough 
y : fora year. Mailed on receipt of price, 

or, for sale at druggists Write for 

even our “Cupid's Tools.’ 

MRS. POTTER'S HYGIENIC DEPOT 


Suite 264, Groton Building Cincinnati, 0. 


Sutherland | Imperial Hair Regenerator 





Sisters , THE STANDARD HAIR COLORING 


. 4% FOR GRAY OR BLEACHED HAIR 
Hair Grower and Scalp Cleaner : fic and ABSOLUTELY HARM- 


is a sctent 
never fail to grow hair, when thereisa particle | LESS PREPARATION, recognized and en 
of life existing in the boey e roots. An ss dorsed by eminent chemists AS THE ONLY 
P 


occasional shampoo with the Sealp Cleaner and || preparation which restores GRAY HAIR to its 

daily application of the Hair Grower durin original color or that will make BLEACHED 

warm weather, will be found cooling — HAIR any shade desired, that does not affect 
refreshing Try it the hair, health or scaly 

‘ - : y It is easily applied: COLORS are DUR- 

Sold by over 28,000 Dealers. 4 ABLE and NATURAL; when applied can 

; ; ; not be detected; is unaffected by baths, sham- 

Permit us to again remind you, that ; pooing or SEA’ BATHING; permits curling 


“ : 9” 7 and leaves the hair soft and glossy. It is equally 
S e =10 e > good for the beard and moustache 
Sample of your hair colored free. Correspondence 
That makes a woman attractive y "ap we confidential. The IMPERIAL HAIR REGENERATOR 
- is sold by Druggists. Applied by Hair-dressers every- 
oa ——.... Se - where, or sent direct, express charges prepaid, 


IMPERIAL CHEM. MFG. CO., 135 West 23d St., New York 
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‘SHAVING 
STICK 


WILLIAM 








It’s So Convenient 

No cup needed. 

Just wet your face, rub on a little 
soap, work up a big, creamy lather 
with your brush and you'll shave 
with ease and pleasure. 

Nothing like it. 

Williams’ Shaving Stick sold by all druggists, 25¢. 


THE J. B. WILLIAMS CO., Glastonbury, Conn. 











SMART TOASTS 
ror SMART PEOPLE. 


Etched on Brass and Framed in Dark Wood. 
Size 9% x 8 in. 


Something 
New for 
Summer 
Cottages, 
Club Houses, 








Prizes, 
Birthdays. 
Appropriate 
Gifts 

From 














Anyone. 
$1.25 each; postage 25 cents extra. 


Une sent prepaid, $1.50; two to same address, prepaid, $2.90 ; 
three to same address, prepaid, $4.30 
_ INustrated Booklet of other copyrighted designs, including 
ne Fortune, upid, The avy and Champagne Girl, sent on 
est Write for our Year Book for 1903, 184 pages, illustrating 
everything in solid gold and sterling silver 


DANIEL LOW & CO., *Y SitvetSurns, 


208 ESSEX ST., SALEM, MASS. 


ESTABLISHED 1867. 














GORHAM 
SILVER 
POLISH 


IN CAKE FORM 


Cleans as well as polishes 

Contains no deleterious ingre- 
dients 
Produces the maximum effect 
with the minimum effort 
Economical and facile in use 
Price 25 cents a package 


If unobtainable at your jewelers’, send 25 cents 
in stamps for trial package to 


The Gorham Co. 


Broadway @ 19th Street, New York 
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No Woman Need Be 


Sey 


WHY REMAIN os — 
wz — a tn METHOD 

==4 THe 

1 D0 >in The ANG 


reament “Won, 
1 CURE ——_. 


HENRY ULLRICH, M.P.C.S.’” “chicaco 


ORIGINATOR OF THE LIFE METHOD 
HOME TREATMENT NO DRUGS NO APPARATUS 
FREE BOOKLET SILENCE 1S AS DEATH 


ADLLAG MORPHINE and LIQUOR 
ished. 1875. Frocsanae havieg feed 


—— ha bee d by us reat 





ment can be taken at hom 


The Dr. J. L. Stephens c O., Dept. V5, Lebanon, Ohio. 


Habits perman nt vd painiess! 
at home Especially s w : ailed ires ~ ave 
free trial treatment will r you 
confident AL L SAINTS c OMPAN iy. 
Childs Building. B4th Street and Broadway, New York. 
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ADVERTISER 


a Wall-Flower 


The Secret of Perfect Development’ 


SENT FREE. 


N° WOMAN cares to be a _ wall-flower and no 
woman need be if she will take advantage of 
what science has done for her benefit. It is the 
woman of the plump, well-rounded figure whose 
card at the ballis always filled while her scrawny 
sisters sit out dance after dance. With the perfect 
development of form goes a beauty which has a 
peculiar attractiveness. She, who has such a fig- 
ure,can always dress to advantage, while the most 
elaborate gowns lose their beauty when fitted to 
or draped onthe angular woman. Any woman, 
never mind how thin or how angular she is,never 
mind how much she lacks in physical attractive- 
ness,can make herself of perfect form and 
figure by a method which is simply marvelous 
in itsresults. The secret is hers for the ask- 
ing. Shecan learn without any embarrassment 
how thousands of other women as little or less 
favored by Nature as herself have achieved that 
perfection of form so much to be desir In or- 
der to obtain this secret of self-development at 
your own home, in yourown room, without any 
assistance whatever, you have but to write a line 
of request, enclosing stamp to pay postage, and it 
will be sent you absolutely free in plain, sealed 
ackage, together with abundant evidence of re- 
sults obtained and numerous photos from life. 
Address, HE AURUM CO., Dept. K.B., 
5 State St., Chicago, [11. 


RESORT MANACERS 
know the value of THE SMART SET as an ad- 
vertising medium. It reaches all the people of wealth 
and social position in the United States. The patron- 


age of its readers alone could make the future of a 
place assured. 


GINSENG 


5,000 made from one-half acre. 
The most valuable crop in the world. 
Easily grown throughout the U. S. and Canada. 
Room in your garden to grow thousands of dollars worth. 


ROOTS AND SEEDS FOR SALE. 


Send four cents for postage and get Booklet B-J, which tells 
all about it. 
MCDOWELL GINSENG GARDEN, JOPLIN, MO, v. Ss A 


se 





To Owners of Gasoline Engines, 
Automobiles, Launches, Etc. 
THE 


A uto - Sparker 


starting and 
annoyance and 
" 


away ntirely with all 
atterie their 
N belt—n« witch—no bat 
am be attached ¢t any engine 
ng batteries. Fully guarant 
write for descriptive catal 


MNOTSINGER DEVICE MPG. CO. 
73 Main Street, Pendleton, Ind. 


DRINK «0 DRUG HABIT CURED 
By PAQUIN IMMUNE METHOD. 


Drink habit permanently cured. Morphine, etc., 
positively cured in three days, without pain or even 
depression; no hypodermic injection. 

I guarantee a cure, and will furnish you with 
endorsements from some of the best known min- 
isters in the United States, and from the business 
men of our city. 

Testimonials 

address 


Sanitarium, 2747 Olive Street, St. Louis, Mo. 





furnished on demand. Call on 
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My Lady's Hose. 


“ There's hose and hose, I do suppose, 
Of a million kinds,” said she; 

“ But of all the hose this century knows, 
Onyx’s the hose for me.’ 


/deal Summer Hosiery. 


Veritable works of art 
in a host of dainty 
openwork effects, 
embroidered and lace 
insteps, etc. 


“Onyx” 


The world’s recog- 
nized standard of 
eg: choice quality, correct 
Purifies Perspiration style. and unrivalled 
finish. 
in the armpits, on the dress shields, 
body, feet and clothing—Spiro Powder. 
Dusted on the skin and fabric it posi- 
tively removes and prevents every OF 
body-odor; instantly relieves tired feet. and Children. 


FoR 
Women, Men 


: Sold Everywhere. 
PiRO OWDER aan ven —— “ 
If you cannot obtain 
makes one cool, sweet and comfortable. On it at your retailer's, 
sale at drug, toilet and notion counters every- communicate with 
where. 2c., or sent by mail for price. Free i) 
sample on request. Guarantee in every box. Lord i Taylor 
SPIRO COMPANY, Niagara Falls, N. ¥. 


(Wholesale) New York 








A Most Delicious 


Shredded Whole How to 


Dessert Wheat Biscuit is 7 Split the 


made in the most hygienic and scientific ’ Biscuit 

food laboratory in the world. The wheat is 

spun into light shreds, containing thousands 

of open pores and is not crushed flat and dense 

as in case of other foods. These pores absorb the di- 
gestive juices and provide far greater surface for 
their action than is given by any other food. 


The following simple ‘course before coffee" is much in vogue with 
club men everywhere. The simplicity of preparation and the little cost, 
together with the delicious taste of the compotes, make this dessert in 
rare favor in the home. 


Use Seasonable Fruit and 


Split and slightly toast the Biscuit, then 


serve with berries, sliced peaches, bananas 


or any seasonable fruit. Simple, isn’t it. 
Your verdict will be 
**‘Simply Delicious.’’ 


FOR SHORTCAKE—With sharp knife halve the Shredded Whole Wheat Biscuit lengthwise, 
epare pineapple as for sauce (or bananas or mixed fruit) and set aside. When serving arrange 
lves in layers covered with fruit and add sugar and whipped cream. 


Shredded Whole Wheat Biscuit is Sold by All Grocers. 
Send for “‘ The Vital Question ”’ (Recipes, illustrated in colors) FREE. Address 


Ghe NATURAL FOOD CO., Niagara Falls, N. Y. 


VACA NaNAA EA NaneNNNAAAN 


¢ 





SMART 


IAMON DJ 


N CREDIT .. 


r Cg 2 i 


SUMMER 
CATALOGUE 


VERY person interested in Diamonds will want a 
copy of our NEW SUMMER CATALOGUE, for 
it shows the latest creations in_artistic Diamond 

mountings, fine ay | and watches. These new and fine 
you will not find illustrated in the catalogues of 
other houses until next fall, for we are the only house in 
the Diamond and Jewelry business which issues a com- 
lete catalogue between poagees. Everything illustrated 


uoted at hk LOrTIS SY STE ot and sold on the 
POPULA easy payments. 


Select any Curls that you like and it will be delivered at 
your door with all express charges paig. Only one-fifth 
of the price need be paid at first; the balance bei 
arranged in a series of small monthly payments ext 
ing over eight -'—-¥ No pocueny is requi ; no in 
_— is charged and pe eat licity is created when 
ryan, on oa yews sAl. HARGE A 
s it you make a selection, it will be upon the 
istinct understanding that your money 
- will be poomety returned in case you de- 
(eee «CCl not to purchase. We are the largest 
concern in the business and sell only the 
finest — = goods, and at prices rang- 
<~S 1 rom ten to twenty per cent 
iA below those of other houses. Every 
y Diamond is sold under a written 
. guarantee of —- and value and 
. may be exchanged at any time in 
the future for other goods or a 
ee | larger stone at the full original 
price. Our Confidential Credit Sys- 
tem is open to all honest rsons 
without regard to their financial 
worth; but if you prefer to buy for 
cash we make the most startling 
and liberal offer ever made. Itis 
no less than guaranteeing the return 
of all money paid at any time within 
- 2 ten per cent, the rea- 
le cost of doing business. We 
— one of the olden houses in the 
trade (Est. 1858). We refer to an 
bank in America—for instance, a 
ur local banker to consult his 
Jun or Bradstreet commer- 
cial ratings and he will tell you that 
we canes at the top in credit, relia- 
bility and ptness, We havea 
number of attractive bocklets that 
we will be glad to send you if you 
write promptly for our New Sum- 
mer ° 


LOFT IS BROS. @ CO. 


Diamond Importers and 
Manufacturing Jewelers 


CHICAGO, ILL. 








G2 92 to 98 State St. 
Mazshall Field & Co. 


SET 








AUVERTISER 


You can’t 
Travel Write without a 


SOLD EVERYWHERE. 


Purchase through home dealers, but 
do not fail to investigate the advan- 
tages offered in our new spoon feed, 
L. E. Waterman Company 
173 Broadway, New York. 
19 Golden Lane, London. 





“The Busy Man’s Train.” 


Appropriate in its Name, 


Appropriate in its Route, 


Appropriate in its Character--- 


“THE 20th CENTURY LIMITED.” 


This is 7Ae century of all the ages. 

The New York Central’s 20-hour 
train between New York and Chicago 
(the two great commercial centres of 
America) is 7%e train of the century, 
and is appropriately named 








“THE 20th CENTURY LIMITED.” 


A copy of ‘‘ America’s Sammer Resorts,” will be 
sent free, postpaid, on receipt of a postage stamp by 
George H. Daniels, Generai Passenger Agent, New 
York Central & Hudson River Railroad, Grand Cen- 
tral Station, New York 
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2 If it isn't an Eastman, it isn'ta Kodak. 


Ribs... 

















THE KODAK GIRL ae 


A vacation without a 


Kodak 


is a vacation wasted 


No matter where you go or what your hobby may be, 
Kodakery will add to the pleasure of your trip. Anybody can 
make good pictures by the Kodak system. It's all by daylight, 
now that the Kodak Developing Machine has abolished the 
Dark-Room., 











Kodaks, $5.00 to $75.00. 
Kodak Developing Machines, $2.00 to $10.00. 


Catalogues free at the dealers or by mail. 
Kodak Portfolio, containing 0 prize EASTMAN KODAK co. 
Pictures from $4000 Kédak competition, Rochester, N. ¥. 


tem cents, 
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In your home or on your yacht CLUB 
COCKTAILS will delight the palate of 
your guests as no guésswork cocktail of 
your own making can. They are made 
from just as fine liquors as you can 
buy, but blended in exact proportions ; 
to make not only a good cocktail but 
a perfect drink. Just strain through 
cracked ice. Seven kinds, Manhattan, 
Martini, Vermouth, Whiskey, Holland 
Gin, Tom Gin and York. 


G. PF. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Proprietors, 
HARTFORD New YorK LONDON 


Is pure, sweet and spark- 
ling. As a Table Water it 
is delicious and healthful. 
Blends perfectly with all 
wines-and liquors, and 


“YOU REMEMBER 
THE TASTE” 


Our Booklet tells the 
story. 


THE DEERFIELD WATER CO. 


DEERFIELD, OHIO 


SET ADVERTISER 





Hunter 
Baltimore Rye 








Takes Flavor from Maturity 
And Fame from Purity 


Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 











Absolute PURITY 
Fine BOUQUET 
Moderate PRICE 


Have made 


Great 
Western 
Champagne 


—the Standard of 
American Wines. 


Used in best homes 
for dinners and 
banquets. 

es The only American 
* | Champagne to receive 

GOLD MEDAL at the 

Paris Exposition,1900. 

PLEASANT VALLEY WINE CO., 


Sole Makers. Rheims, N. Y. 
Sold by respectable wine dealers everywhere. 
a2ee008 
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Buffalo Lithia 
Water 


Has for Thirty Years been Recognized by the Medical Profession as 
an Invaluable Remedy in Bright’s Disease, Albuminuria of Preg- 
nancy, Renal Calculi, Gout, Rheumatism and all Diseases 
Dependent upon a Uric Acid Diathesis. Time adds to the 
Voluminous Testimony of Leading Clinical Observers. 

Dr. John V. Shoemaker, M. D., LL. D., Professor of Materia Medica and Therapeutics in 


the Medico-Chirurgical College of Philadelphia. Sce Medical Bulletin, July, 1902. Gives full clinical 
notes of nine cases of Albuminuria of Pregnancy and three cases of Puerperal Convulsions in which 


BUFFALO LITHIA WATER (7), 7 7(cntrely,, tet with gratifying results, and adds: 
“The habitual use of LITHIA 

by women who are enceinte is a commendable precaution against BUEFALO WATER 

the occurrence of Puerperal Convulsions.’’ 


Dr. Cyrus Edson, A. M., M. D., Health Commissioner, New York City and State, President 
Board of Pharmacy, New York City, Examining Physician, Corporation Council, New York City, 


Etc., writes: “IL have prescribed with great benefit in Bright’s 
Disease.” BUFFALO LITHIA WATER 


Medical testimony of the highest order, attesting the value of this water in the other diseases mentioned, 
mailed to any address. For sale by grocers and druggists generally. 


Hotel at Springs opens June 15th. 
PROPRIETOR BUFFALO LITHIA SPRINGS, VIRGINIA. 


Business Men 


DESIRING THE BEST CLASS OF 
CLERKS, SALESMEN, AND OFFICE HELP 


Can secure such by advertising their wants in 


The Journal of Commerce and Commercial Bulletin 


(Office, 17 & 19 Beaver Street, New York.) 


THE LEADING COMMERCIAL PAPER IN THE UNITED STATES. 


Its HELP WANTED columns are patronized by the largest firms and corporations in the 
country, and offer most exceptional opportunities for those seeking positions or those 
desirous of bettering their condition or seeking new connections. 


ADVERTISING RATES-— Seven words to an agate line. 


Help Wanted (35 words) . , : ‘ i $1.00 per time—( Excess 20 cents a line). 
Situations Wanted (33 words) . ‘ , .50 sa (Excess 1lgc. a word). 
Business Opportunities (35 words) : ‘ ; 25 “ —(Excess 25 cents a line). 


Its market reports and business news ttems are known to be the most authoritative and 
reliable of any published. 


Terms $12.00 per year; $6.50 for six months. 
SAMPLES MAILED. 
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A Delicious Digestive 


fem Chartreuse 


—GREEN AND YELLOW— 


THE HIGHEST GRADE CORDIAL. 
A GLASS AFTER DINNER IS A 
WONDERFUL AID TO DIGESTION 


At first-class Wine Merchants, Groce ’ 
Batjer & Co., 45 Broadway, New York, N.Y 
Sole Agents for United States. 














brews beer to suit the 
popular taste, some light 


and some dark. but all 


absolutely pure. It's 

not an experiment, but 

an assured fact, and 

thus the widespread 
O ularity of 


abst Blue Ribbon 


1s explained. 





SMART 


66 





SET 





There is Character to a Cigarette. 
Also Tone and Individuality. 


A made-to-order cigarette has just the tone 
desired and is made to suit YOU. 

A shop cigarette may please—for awhile. 

We make cigarettes to order of the Finest 
Turkish Tobacco with your Monogram on and 
make no charge for the marking. 

There is much more to this “ cigarette story.” 

A postal will tring the booklet, or we will 
mail you samples wi t marking for 25c. 


PINKUS BROTHERS, 
Suite 18, 56 New Street, New York City. 











ADVERTISER 


To American Supremacy!” 


Neither the best grapes nor the 
best vintners are confined to 
Europe. 

Connoisseurs have cast preju- 
dice aside and declared that 


COOK'S 


in purity, flavor and bouquet is an 
absolutely perfect champagne. 
United STATES GOVERNMENT TEST: 
AVERAGE EFPFERVESCENCE. 
Imported Champagnes, 43" 5m. 


Cook’s Imperial, 4 m. 
Carbonated Wines, 63/4 m. 


See Report of Senatorial Committee on Pure Foods. 1900. 


[f Headachy 





Stops the ache by freeing the system from 
decomposing waste matters. 

it cleans you internally. 

Warranted free from narcotic drugs. 


At Druggists, SOc, and $1.00, or by mail from 


THE TARRANT CO. (°°) NEW YORK. 








> 


DRINK 


tne Old 
fine Jy UM, 
7 CF 


DISTILLERS. 


ONLY THE PUREST 


syle! 


Useful Book, ‘‘Receipts for 
Popular Drinks,” sent FREE to 
your address. 


WRIGHT & TAYLOR, 
LOUISVILLE, _KY. 
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The 
Arbiters 


of Time em AY 


\and back 


IT HERELER. MUL SS 








I E77) 


SANS EEE ianer 
Wisin peeeaieieal 


Round-trip tickets Chicago to 
Denver, Colorado Springs and 
Pueblo at the above rate on sale 
daily July 1 to 10, good until 
August 31 to return. $30.00 rate 
in effect daily, beginning June 1, 
good until October 31 to return. 

Correspondingly low rates 
from other points. The 


Colorado Special 


A perfectly appointed train, leaves 
Chicago 6.30 p.m. every day. Only 
one night en route from Chicago and 
the Central States; only two nights 
from the Atlantic seaboard. 

Another fast daily train leaves 
Chicago at 11.30 p. m. 


Ghe Best of Everything. 


~ 
= 
= 
4 
= 
- 





All agents sell tickets via the 


Chicago & North-Western 


and 


Union Pacific Railways 


For Colorado booklets and full information as 
to rates, schedules, etc., address 
W. B. KNISKERN, E. L. LOMAX, 
Pass'r Traffic Manager, General Passenger Agent, 
Chicago & North-Western Ry., Union Pacific R. R., 
Chicago. Omaha, Neb. 


is carried by men whose lives de- 
pend on time. The Elgin watch 
for women, though smaller in 
size, is identical in accuracy. 





An illustrated history 
of the watch sent free 
ELGIN NATIONAL WATCH CO. 
Elgin, Il. 
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VACATION DAYS 


Where are you going for your vacation this summer, 
and how? 


There are many delightful places: Lake Chautauqua, 
St. Lawrence River, Adirondack and White Mountains, 
Atlantic Coast, Canada, Niagara Falls, South Shore of 
Lake Erie country, and its lovely Islands; lakes of the 
Northwest, Yellowstone country and Colorado places. 


The service of the Lake Shore @& Michigan Southern 
Railway — unequaled for completeness and comfort — 
may be used with greatest advantage for reaching 

all these summer places. 





Privileges — Enjoyable privileges accorded on tickets 
over Lake Shore—stop-over at Lake Chautauqua, 
Niagara Falls, Lake Erie Islands, option of boat or 
rail between Cleveland and Buffalo, etc. 


Summer Books-— Sent for 6 cents postage by 
undersigned: “Lake Shore Tours,” 
“Lake Chautauqua,” “Quiet Sum- 
mer Retreats,” “Privileges for Lake 
Shore Patrons,” “Book of Trains.” 


Boston Excursions—Over 
the Lake Shore, July 2, 3,4 and 5. 
Good until September 1. Very low 
rates. All railways sell in connec- 
tion with Lake Shore. 

Chautauqua Excursions 
—Over Lake Shore, July 3 and 24, 
from all points west of Cleveland. 
Good 30 days. Low rates. . 


A. J. SMITH, G. P. & T. A., Cleveland, O. 


AUTOMOBILING 








There is no more exhilarating sport or 
recreation than automobiling. The pleas- 
ure of aspin over country roads or through 
city park is greatly enhanced if the 
basket is well stocked with 


Dewar’s Scotch 
‘“Wlbite Label’’- 


the popular brand both in this and the 
old country. ‘There is no Scotch like 
Dewar’s,” is a proverb among con- 
noisseurs. 


AN AUTOMOBILING POSTER. 


“Automobiling” (copyright 1903, by Fred- 
erick Giessup) is an original drawing by E. N. 
Blue, shown herewith. Printed in four colors 
on heavy plate paper, without advertisement, 
and sent to any address on receipt of ro cents in 
silver. Suitable for framing in club-house or 
home. Next month, a delightful camp scene by 
the famous artist, Dan Smith. 


FREDERICK GLASSUP 
Sele Agent for Fohn Dewar & Sons, Lid. 
126 Bleecker Street, New York 
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The Curse of Hymen£ 


A REMARKABLY STRONG NOVEL OF LIFE IN 





THE INNER CIRCLES OF NEW YORK SOCIETY 





appears in that 
famed quarterly magazine 


TALES FROM TOWN TOPICS 


JUNE NUMBER-—JUST OUT 


Also 50 short stories, poems and witticisms by 


the brightest authors of the day. 


A Critic Says: 


‘*A remarkably strong story of life in the 
inner circles of New York society is ‘The 
Curse of Hymen,’ by J. H. Twells, Jr., the 
complete novel of Zales From Town Topics 
for June. The tragic incidents of an unhappy 
marriage form the basis of the story, and the 
social conditions that make such marriages 
too common are not spared. Yet there is 
nothing forbidding in the characters Miss 
T wells draws. Her hero is indeed an excep- 
tionally attractive figure, strong and true 
without being a prig, and the girl who in the 
end crowns his happiness and brings all the 
complications to a happy issue is a delightful 
new acquaintance in literature. The story is 
a faithful study from life, and the picture it 
presents of the fashionable set in the 


metropolis may safely be accepted as cor- 
rect. 

‘The short stories that follow have the fa- 
miliar characteristics long associated with this 
unique quarterly. Whether humorous or seri- 
ous, they are distinguished nearly always by 
somespecialattractiveness of inventionorstyle. 
Among the best are ‘ Dmitri of the Don,’ by 
Anneta Josefa Halliday; ‘A Modern Gabrina,’ 
by Charles Stokes Wayne ; ‘ The Warrington 
Divorce,’ by Kate Masterson ; ‘ An Adventure 
Which Taught,’ by the Divorcée, and ‘In Silk 
Attire,’ by Percival Pollard. For variety there 
are light, clever essays on Saratoga, New- 
port and on ‘The Hotels of Manhattan,’ an 
abundance of good verse, one or two excellent 
little burlesques and many brief witticisms.” 
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SMART SET ADVERTISER 


SOND The FIGURE BEAUTIFUL 


= NT ANC I NG. OUR METHOD OF TREATMENT FOR 


— DEVELOPING THE FIGURE AND NECK 
has the following points of exc ellence px 
sessed by no other method, and which » 


positively guarantee Certainty — this y 
prove by living subjects, photographs a 
sworn statements Rapidity no ot 
method can possibly show such quick deve 
opment Convenience — no other effort 
work whatever necessary on your part 
is a home treatment Harmlessness 
nd physicians in New York alone ce 
to this statement Cost—very modera 








One price for the simplest and most diff 
cases The Venus de Milo Method appe 
to common sense and intelligence ) 
booklet, “ Health, Grace and Beauty,” ¢ 
ing full information, sent in sealed envelk 
free on receipt of four cents postag 
Women specialists in charge 


THE NATURE COMPANY, 
Suite 8, 41 W. 24th St., N. 





Your Money Should Earn More 


and will, if invested in well-managed, dividend- 
paying Gold Mines. i 
During the past five years my clients have 


Don’t judge the Phonograph by what received ennual dividends of 8 per cont. oF thane 
you have heard—the, imitations or the es inc 

old styles—but call at the nearest 1 CAN DO JUST AS WELL FOR YOU 
dealer's and hear the Phonograph with Bp TW wf - 
Mr. Fdison’s recent improvements. for articulars. I can make it for your interest to 
5000 DEALERS SELL PHONOCRAPHS deal with me. 








ANDREW L. BUSH, 
21 Phoenix Building, - Springfield, Mass. 
Bank References, 


: The wh shop- 3 r ye 
A ipegers do uat om ecrealion 




















WWE Wt 


President aunch 
Suspen ders ; SURPASSING 


in all of the essential points that 


is they make more ran’ go to make a successful 

money on imitations PLEASURE LAUNCH. 

50 cents and a dollar. | SIMI solces nnd simplicicy combonct sick 

Ask at favorite shop, Beasty of Design, Grace, Finish and 
or post prepaid from : ‘ 





Send ro cents for Complete Launch 


C.A. Edgarton Mfg. Co. : y Catalogue “5.” 
Box 259N, Shirley, Mass. ‘ WESTERN GAS ENGINE Co. 


Send 6 cents for catalogue. MISHAWAKA, IND 


























The Secret of a Good Complexion 


All women who desire beauty should embrace this opportunity 


To secure a 60-day daily treatment of Dr. Campbell’s Safe Arsenic 
Complexion Wafers and Fould’s Medicated Arsenic Soap for 


ONE DOLLAR 


If your blood is impure or if you have pimples, freckles, wrinkles, 
blackheads, redness of face or nose, a muddy, sallow skin or any 
blemish whatever on or under the skin, you should procure at once these 
marvelous beautifiers of the complexion, skin and form. This ad. must 
be sent with your order. If you cannot send now, cut this out and send 
when it is convenient, as this offer will be good any time if this ad. is 
sent with your order. Address all ordersto H. B. FOULD, Room 44, 
214 6th Avenue, New York. Sold by Druggists Everywhere. 
SPECIAL NOTE.—A new edition of our magnificent book, entitled «“ 

Your Fortune,” is ready, and until the edition is exhausted will be cone an Dace Be 
who wish to know the secrets of real Beauty. 








SMART SET ADVERTISER 


RANE 





Clasps lie 
FLAT Against 


Distance Exactly i - oo 


Chafe or Rub 


Every Endurance Contest Course in the 
U. S. was laid out with a Veeder Odometer. 


M' IST leading manufacturers recognize the’value 
of the Veeder Odometer and fit it on your ve- 

e, so that you get it free. The maker who fits a 
Veeder guarantees his car. He is not afraid of the . 

ord it will make S$ Ik Gart 

ade in all wheel sizes for everything that uses 1 er 
the road—automobile, horse or cycle. In ordering, 
tate diameter of wheel FOR MEN 

Prices, $3.50 to $7. 24-page Booklet Free. Don't buy an inferior article. Look for the 
; word Brighton on the —_ and on the box. 
VEEDER MFG. CO., 101 Sargeant St., Hartford, Conn. Sold by dealers or by mail. Price 25 cents. 
Makers of Cyclometers, Odometers, Tachometers, PIONEER SUSPENDER CO., 718 Market St., Philada. 

Counters and Fine Castings. Makers of Pioneer Suspenders. 


 HAYNES-APPERSON 


Is the ONLY gasolene automobile that 
ran the contest from New York to Boston 
and back without repairs or adjustments 


of any kind, | | TOURING CARS 

















Motors actually develop 6 horse power in practice—not 
in mere estimated strength. That makes the Rambler 
the most powerful motor car built for its size and weight. 








SURREY, 12 HORSE-POWER, @1800. Front head-light extra. 


It is only machine that has won every Endurance Contest 
America, and every contest or race ever entered i 
1 Records and Awards, Sto Machines 
al! earned by C 
achine you buy is the kind that makes this eit iss ” ae gee eS 
ne test « not is its « e = ac . 
Absolutely Unequalied Record estimated, horse power Motor efficiency is only one of 
talogue gives the records complete Send for it and ask . 
for the “ Little Book,”’ too the Rn. bi points of excel 
nquirers are urged to visit our factory, where every detail of arn er lence. 
ynes-Apperson superiority can be seen and fully understood, 
HAYNES-APPERSON co., Kokomo, Ind., U.S.A. Our illustrated catalogue tells of others. Let us send you 
B The oldest makers of motor cars in America a copy 
ranch Store, 1420 Michigan Avenue, Chicago. 
tern Representatives, Brooklyn Automobile Cee 1299-41-43 Fulton THOS. B. JEFFERY & co., Kenosha, Wis. 
Brooklyn, N. Y., and 66 West 49d St., New York. National Automo 
« Mfg. Co., Pacific Coast Agents, San Francisco 
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A STUDEBAKER VICTORIA AND THE STUDEBAKER REPOSITORY IN SAN FRANCISCO. 


O have a stable completely equipped with Studebaker vehicles and harness means to achieve a 
t 





uniform style and excellence of equipage which it would be impossible to obtain by bringing 

ogether the products of various makers. 

Our great plant, covering 10oo acres, is devoted to building all varieties of vehicles, either 

ac cording to stock models or from spec ial de signs 

The stock shown at any one of our repositories will prove helpfully suggestive, and our Branch 
Managers will take a personal interest in making suggestions for complete stable equipment or in 
planning special work 

The Studebaker Electric Automobile is the most practical horsel vehicle. Jt is absolutely 
easily operated and can be run any day in the year by any member of the family. 


Send for illustrated catalogue. 


STUDEBAKER BROS. MFG. CO. 


rk Cit Broadway, cor. 48th St nver, Col., cor. rsth and Blake Sts.; Chicago, Ill, 378-388 Wabash Ave 
t Utah, 157-169 State St Kansas City, Mo., 8 S14 Walnut St Portland, Ore., 330-334 E, Morris 
‘ t and roth Sts.; Dallas, Texas, 317-319 Elm St 


LOCAL AGENCIES EVERYWHERE 
Factory and Executive Office, = = South Bend, Ind. 





SMART SET ADVERTISER 


The Luxurious Touring Car of America is the 


Searchmont 
$2500 


You can see at a glance the beauty and style and 
comfortableness of the Searchmont; but you may 
not know that the Searchmont was the only auto- 
mobile that sent all its cars through all the Endur- 
ance Contests of 1902, including the s500-Mile 
Contest between New York and Boston, without 
a single penalized stop. 


The reason for this is the sensible design and 
particularly fine adjustment of part to part in the 
Searchmont motor and transmission. We make 
the parts of the Searchmont according to a 
micrometer and we test them with the micrometer. 

The beauty, style and luxury of the Search- 
mont are here to stay and have no drawbacks. 


Send for catalogue 


j ° North A i Buildi 
Searchmont Automobile Co., °” “bniteacipnia 


Factories: Searchmont (near Chester), Pa. 
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Armour's 
Extract 
of Bee 
Sor 
Cotiage,Camp 


or Resort 
Armour’s Extract of Beef 


ARMOUR’S BEEF EXTRACT 
AND VEGETABLE TABLETS 





Supplies in the most convenient form the Concen- 
trated Essence of Prime Beef for al] purposes for 
which Extract of Beef may be employed. 


The inconvenience of meals en route and the 
shortcomings of some Summer Hotels and Board- 
ing-house tables have no terrors for those who have 
a jar of Armour’s Beef Extract or a box of Armour’s 
Beef Extract and Vegetable Tablets at hand. 

With a cup of hot water and a little salt and 
pepper, one can instantly prepare with either the 
Extract or the Tablets a delicious and tempting 
Beef Tea, Broth or Soup. It invigorates, strength- 
ens, sustains. 


2 Sold by all druggists or grocers. If your local 
: = dealer cannot supply you, a one-ounce jar of Beef 

~ Kr y Extract (this size package is not sold by the trade) 
or a box of 12 of the Tablets will be sent postpaid 

to any address in the United States on receipt of 


<es 
2 


_— 


> 
SS er 


























\ ARMOUR & COMPANY a 


a 


40 














Why Den’t You Have It Covered With Hair? 
“It Can Be Done” 


CRANITONIC HAIR. FOOD 


“WILL DO. IT” 


* Sold in Three Sizes, at $1.00, $2.00 and $5.00 the Bottle, by All Dealers, 
Six One-Dollar Bottles for Five Dollars, express prepaid. 


REMEMBER. IT 


Stops Hair Falling. Makes Hair Grow. Prevents and Cures Dandruff. Allays 
Scalp Itching and Irritation. Is Free From Grease and Sediment. Non-Alcoholic, 
The Modern Hair Dressing. Absolutely Pure and O-So-Good. ‘‘ The Selection of 


the Select.” 
FREE HAIR FOOD 


To Enable the Public to Observe its Absolute Purity and Learn of its Possibilities, 
and What it Has Done for Others, a Large Free Trial Size Bottle of CRANITONIC 
HAIR FOOD will be Sent by Mail, Postpaid, to all who send name and complete 
address and Ten Cents in Stamps or Silver to pay postage. 


ARE. YOU IN TROUBLE 


All who may have Neglected their hair, or have any Serious hair or scal p Sombie, gait are Alarmed or Worried 
because they have used or Done the Wrong Thing and do not ra What To Do, are Recommended to Write our 
MEDICAL and SCIENTIFIC DEPARTMENT Conducted by a Board of Hair and Scalp S: lists. The Cranitonic Savy 
are the only manufacturers of a hair and scalp preparation in the world that ntain a Medical and Scientific 
partment where diseases of the hair and scalp are studied by Specialists—regular! A graduated and licensed physi 
—who devote their entire time and energies to this Cea ig Surely this fact should a to ev thinking 

Kindly Call on us or Send by Mail a few hairs 2 pelted m the or a sample from the 
microscopical examination, and our Medical and Scientific Decuaeen on yy Shots our m= and 
~F pe Rapeet, Seactutely, fee free. Office hours, 9 to 5 daily. Consulta 
and Diagnosis A UTELY 


Cranitonic Hair Food Co. 


{Incorporated Under the Laws of New York State.] 
526 West Broadway, New York. 


SPECIAL NOTE.—We will send Cranitonie Hair and Scalp Food of the United States on receipt 
of Order and mone Saprese See, It Sotiesiete Oeoee Two and Five Dolla? Hotties 
Bottles ve Dol 


ress Prepaid. 


EDITORIAL NOTE.—All readers of Fe ot yo SET ave Invited to Call at the Cranitonic Hair and Scalp Institut 
(Incorporated) and see their hair through the Microscope and get an Illustrated Bool =t, ot, in Colors, on the “Care of 


Readers of “Tue SMART SET” in Deree & are Recommended to Call.on or Write Cranitonic Hair Food Co., 
9 Holborn. Viaduct, te or 5 Rue de la Paris. 
-ranitonic IS Absolutely Pure, NON -ALCOHOLIC, No Sediment, and “O-So-Good” for the Hair and Scalp. 














EAU DE QUININE 
THE BEST HAIR TONIC 
A POSITIVE DANDRUFF CURE 
Por Sale Ererywhere 
4 OZ. BOTTLES, 60c. 


ED. PINAUD’S| 


8 OZ. BOTTLES, $1.00 f 





ED. PINAUD’S Brise Embaumee Violette 


so closely resembles the odor of the 
tines Seite © » Wickes so bench at 
im as ™ asa 
y-cdied Vides 


ORIGINAL BACCARAT CUT GLASS BOTTLES 
Price, 1 OZ., $2.00, 2 OZ., $4.00 
PINAUD’S IMPORTA 





ED. 
ED. PINACD BUILDING, 
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THE PURCHASE OF A 


KNABE 
DIANO 


is the best aid to musical 
development. Its delicacy 
of tone will correct an im- 
perfect ear. The KNABE 
lasts 15 to 20 years longer 
than the generality of 
instruments. 





WRITE FOR KNABE BOOKLET, THE 
HANDSOMEST EVER PUBLISHED, 


WM. KNABE ¢@2 CO. 


New York Baltimore Washington 





mes cOL.e8 SS 
Pwetve Wert's Pew Gunmage, in Coters ter Pie eee emg 


THE C. F, BLANKE CO. St. Louis, 


BOSTON 
GARTER 


The Standard for 
Gentlemen. 


ALWAYS EASY. 
“Ba Gaeren tvtamped 
on every loop. 





in your home free of 














— ——— 


Back of Every 
Good Complexion 

















All rights secured. 











THIRD EDITION 


A PURITAN WITCH marvin’ pana 


ILLUSTRATIONS FROM DRAWINGS BY P. R. AUDIBERT 





W ITCH 
WITCH 


Ys 
a 
PS 
— 
a 
~ 
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A PURITAN 


Reproduction from one of the photogravures which “A PURITAN WITCH 











ath t 


| 
| 
| 
There is @ goo t in ) af i 
" The kind girl that 
rk HA , , Soth =|s 
thin —- ount ' 


Crown | Bvo. “$1. 26 


THE SMART SET PUBLISHING CO., 452 Fifth Ave., New York 











The Curse of Hlymen 


A charming story of New York society that holds the reader’s 
interest from beginning to end. The hero is an exceptionally attrac- 
tive figure, strong and true without being a prig, and the girl, who 
in the end crowns his happiness and brings all the complications to 
a happy issue, is a delightful new acquaintance in literature. The 
story is a faithful study from life, and the picture it presents of the 
fashionable set in the metropolis may safely be accepted as correct. 


I'ales From Town Topics’ (No. 48) is a particularly interesting number. The 


xcellent, and the poetry and miscellany could hardly be excelled. The leading 


‘The Curse of Hymen,’ is a production of unusual power.”—Savannah News. 
‘Tales From Town Topics’ (No. 48) c ntains some fifty tales and poems of the light 
kind generally, which so many peo; le love to read, The completed novel, ‘ The 
‘curse of Hymen,’ isa little tragical, but the pages thereafter are bright and breezy with 
rt stories of a most pleasing kind.”—JA/inneapolis Journal. 


It appears in that most successful QUARTERLY MAGAZINE 


ever published, 


Tales From Town Topics 


(No. 48) 


Among its contributors are: 


RUDYARD KIPLING, AMELIE RIVES, W. J. LAMPTON, 

JUSTUS MILES FORMAN, JOHN GILLIAT, CAROLYN WELLS, 
EDWARD S. VAN ZILE, r. C. DELEON, TOM P. MORGAN, 

MARK LIVINGSTON, LYMAN E GEORGE, J. J. O CONNELL, 
LENORE POE, CHARLOTTE BECKER, CHARLES F. ROOPER, 
LOUISE WINTER, KATE MASTERSON, CHARLES HANSON TOWNE, 
DAVID CHRISTIE MURRAY, TOM MASSON, MERIBAH REED, 
PERCIVAL POLLARD, WM. H. SIVITER, BYRON P. STEPHENSON, 
CHARLES STOKES WAYNE, CHARLES FDC. NIRDLINGER, J. ALEXANDER PATTEN 
ANNE MACGREGOR, CHARLES HENRY MELTZER, FRANCIS LIVINGSTONE, 
WILLIAM THOMAS WHITLOCK, H. |. HORTON, EDITH CARRUTH, 
JULIAN HAWTHORNE, THEODOSIA GARRISON, ANITA FITCH 

BLANCHE CERF, STEPHEN FISKE, JOANNA E. WOOD, 
BRUNSWICK EARLINGTON PETER MCARTHUR, WALTER PULITZER. 

J. H. TWELLS, Jr., 


For Sale by all Book and News Dealers, or sent postpaid on receipt of price, 
50 cents (stamps) by 


TOWN TOPICS, 452 Fifth Avenue, New York 








SMART SET ADVERTISER 









The Dulgarians  rasor rawcet 


An account of a trio from the West, who become immenscly wealthy. Their entry 
into New York is full of both humor and sentiment. 


ILLUSTRATED WITH FULL-PACE DRAWINCS BY ARCHIE CUNN. 








NQZ>-APOrc< MI- 
H2>-APSOrcs Fla 





Fac-simile Photogravure from “ The Vulgarians.” 


Price, $1.00. 





New York Times Saturday Review of Books.—" It is a bright, entertaining story, 
tic ot 






Book and Magazine News. A aracterist ry of Summer life. The p ot is full of excitement 

New York Sun. In New York they (the vulgarians) fared better, and the reader may be interested in observing how its civilizing 
influence transformed them, and how, with the assistance of a charming woman, they were steered clear of many pitfalls 

St. Louls Republic. —* The story is cleverly handled and well constructed. 

Washington Post. Tells of a family from the West who already had money enough to make them comfortably happy, and when 
unexpected fortune dropped down upon them, were awed with their own importance and ielt, as all newly rich, that they must necessarily make 
8 splurge The book relates a story very mmon in this country, and is entertaining 








THE SMART SET PUBLISHING CO., 452 Fifth Ave., New York 

















WHITE ROCK WATER ae selection of 


he “most exclusive 








Skin Diseases 


Eczema, Salt Rheum, Pimples, Ring- 
worm, Itch, Ivy Poison, Acne or other 
skin troubles, can be promptly cured by 


ydrozon 


Hydrozone is endorsed by leading phy- 
sicians. It is absolutely harmless, yet 
SPARKLING most powerful healing agent, that cures 

by destroying the parasites which cause 

DEERFIELD | these diseases. 

| Cures sunburn in 24 hours. In cases of 
Prickly Heat and Hives it will stop itch- 
liquors ing at once, also will relieve mosquito 
>qual. bites instantly. Take no substitute and 
intsand # see that every bottle bears my signature. 


Pleases the most 
fastidious. It is 
pure, soft and 


satisfying, and 





its superiority 
for table use i 
instantly 

nized, 


for blending with 


na 


lf-gallons Trial Size, 25 Cents. 


and five-gall m carb ys. 


At Druggists or by mail, from 


“YOU REMEMBER THE TASTE,” ett 
THE DEERFIELD WATER CO., Chef 


Deerfield, Ohio. | 57-N Prince St., New York. 


fBooklet on the rational treat- 
FREE (ment of diseases sent free. 
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NEW DITIONS 


COPYRIGHT BOOKS 


FOR HOT WEATHER 


In Attractive Paper Binding, Covers Illustrated from Original Drawings in Five Colors 


PRICE, 25 CENTS 


FRONTISPIECES IN COLORS 
















If you wish bright, attractive 
and entertaining books for Sum- 
mer reading, you will find the 
following list the best selection of 
paper novels offered. They are all 
written by America’s best authors, 
with a literary style of realism and 
fascination equal to or better than 
high-priced editions—“ not a dry 





page from cover to cover.” 





LIST OF TITLES 



















1— An Unspeakable Siren, John Gilliat ai—A Witch of To-day, Charles Stokes Wayne 
a—Santa Teresa, - - - William T. Whitlock | .,-Halfa Wife, - - - - Louise Winter 
4—The Wrong Man, - - + Champion Bissell 24—The Kiss that Killed, : Percival Pollard 
6—The Game of Gloris, - Brunswick Earlington as—Her Strange Experiment, - - BR Vyeee 

8—Six Months in Hades, Clarice lrene Clingham r : i 
3 ; . , : 26—Fetters that Sear, - - - H. R. Vynne 

»—An Eclipse of Virtue, - - Champion Bissell » el 

sx—The Hunt for Happiness 28—Too Many Maidens, - - Edward S. Van Zile 
Anita Vivanti Chartres 2a9—Cupid’s House Party - - Justus Miles Forman 
t2—A Prince of Impudence, Charles Stokes Wayne 3o—The Man’s Prerogative, - Edward S. Van Zile 
13—Margaret's Misadventure, 32—Ashes of Desire, - - John Louis Berry, Jr. 


Adrian S. Van Westrum | 33—A Very Remarkable Girl, - L. H. Bickford 
14~A Deal in Denver, - - Gilmer McKendree | 34 The Sale of a Soul, - - -C.M.S McLellan 
15~—The Temptation of Curzon, - Louise Winter 35—Paint and Petticoats, - - - John Gilliat 
16—The Cousin of the King, Adrian S. Van Westrum 46--Princess Enigma, - - - - Clinton Ross 
17—That Dreadful Woman, - - H.R. Vynne 






For sale by all booksellers and newsdealers, or sent direct by the 


publishers, upon receipt of price, 25 cents (stamps) each. 


TOWN TOPICS PUBLISHING GO, “.2x'7.:" 
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JUST PUBLISHED 


THE FIGHTING CHANCE 


THE ROMANCE OF AN INGENUE 


By GERTRUDE LYNCH 


ILLUSTRATED FROM DRAWINGS BY BAYARD JONES 











BOSPIO O25 2ZO=— 3 Btls 
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Fac-Simile Full Page Photogravure from “The Fighting Chance” 
PRICE, $1.25 
New York Commercial Advertiser,--Ao entertaining story, written with a cl ich of light satire, and an agreeable sparkle 
f 


New York Mail and Express. At fAm an polit f Ameri omat, indeed, and a cle woman, is Miss Lynch's 
The Fi - imended for its aut rs gift € writing br illiant di y 

New ‘York World. 1 suthor's per al experience enables her write 

Chicage Daily News.—Th thor has succeec n writing a strong political 

St. Paul Despatch.—A str mg, effective st ) ar aa pe it i 

Buffalo Courter. —\W ill ha t 


THE SMART SET PUBLISHING ‘CO. 452 Fifth pom New York 
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AN IMMEDIATE SUCCESS. FOURTH EDITION NOW READY. 


PERKINS, THE FAKEER 


AN AMUSING TRAVESTY ON REINCARNATION 
By EDWARD S. VAN ZILE. 


A Yankee, after long residence in the East, has become an adept in magical arts, and on his return to America 
amuses himself by occult pranks that involve innocent persons in appalling dilemmas. 





THE FAKEER 
THE FAKEER 


PERKINS, 
PERKINS, 





Fac-simile of one of four drawings in “ Perkins, the Fakeer.” 











jew York Sun. —*" The reader may be assured that he will be Town Topics.—* 1 hailed them with joy for their originality and irre- 

amused and entertained sistible drollery.” 

New York American.—* More than witty and more than weird, while Trey Press.—" Perkins, the Fakeer, uses his powers in an alarming, 
{it combines both these qualities and many more.” as well as an amusing, manner.” 

Philadelphia Record. — Cleverly told, and the volume capably enacts Omaha World-Herald —“\1n this hour of the wearisome so-called 
{ts allotted role of furnishing light entertainment for the reader * historical novel ' it is a relief, indeed, to come to know the fascinating 

St. Lowts Republic ‘A laugh invariably accompanies the reading Mr. Perkins.’ 
of nearly every paragraph Toledo Biade.—“ The tales are amusing, and if they were plays 

Cieveland Recorder.—* The story is a most original one would be billed as side-splitters." 


ILLUSTRATED FROM DRAWINCS BY HY. MAYER. 
Crown 8vo, $1.00 net. (Postage, 15 cents.) 


THE SMART SET PUBLISHING CO., - 452 Fifth Avenve, New York. 
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IN CAMP 


Experience teaches that the success of a 
vacation in the woods depends fully as 
much upon a careful choice of food and 
drink as upon congenial companions. 


Dewar’s Scotch 
Ubiskyp 


‘* Special” and ‘* Wbite Label” 


has helped to kindle good fellowship round 


many a well-remembered camp-fire. Be 
sure to include it in your supplies this year. 


THIS CAMPING PICTURE 

“IN CAMP” (copyright, 1903, by Frederick 
Glassup) is an original drawing by Ray Brown. 
It is printed in four colors on heavy plate paper, 
9x12, without advertisement of any kind. Sent 
to any address on receipt of 10 cents in silver. 
Suitable for framing in club-house or home. 
Next month, a yachting picture by the famous 
marine artist, Carlton T. Chapman 


FREDERICK GLASSUP 


“y* DR.SIEGERTS 
ANGOSTURA 
BITTERS 


IN ALL FANCY DRINKS 


ae ae 


| 
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The Worlds Best Tonic 
Imported from Trinidad B.W] 


Sct Chet Ram Chis aheibal= 


By Royal Warrant, Purveyors to His Majesty, the German Emperor 
and King of Prussia. 


' Unrivalled appetizing tonic. An exquisite flavoring for sherbet, punch, wine jelly, lemonade and 
all fancy drinks 
The drink you offer to your friends will be thrice welcome if flavored with Angostura, made 
only by Dr. J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 
Refuse cheap domestic substitutes and imitations 
J. W. WUPPERMANN, Sole Agent, New York, N. Y. 


Handsome booklet, conta‘ning popular mixed drink recipes, mailed free on request 


PHILADELS 
VIENNA 
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The Secret of a Good Complexion 


All women who desire beauty should embrace this opportunity 


To secure a 60-day daily treatment of Dr. Campbell's Safe Arsenic 
Complexion Waiers and Fould’s Medicated Arsenic Soap for 


ONE DOLLAR 


If your blood is impure or if you have pimples, freckles, wrinkles, 
blackheads, redness of face or nose, a muddy, sallow skin or any 
blemish whatever on or under the skin, you should procure at once these 
marvelous beautifiers of the complexion, skin and form. This ad. must 
be sent with your order. If you cannot send now, cut this out and send 
when it is convenient, as this offer will be good any time if this ad. is 
sent with your order. Address all orders to H. B. FOULD, Room 44, 
214 6th Avenue, New York. Sold by Druggists Everywhere. 

1 tion of our magnificent t ntitled *‘Wour Face Ise 

ntil the edition is exhausted will be t Free « 


ladies 
who wish to know the secrets of real Beauty. 





| OIL -2-SMELTER--MINES ! 


| DOUGLAS, LACEY & CO. 


(Members New York Consolidated Stock Exchange), 


Bankers, Brokers, Fiscal Agents, 
| 66 BROADWAY & 17 NEW ST., NEW YORK: 


Sultes 177 to 186, inclusive, Manhattan Life Midg, 
Dividend-Paying Mining, Oli and Smelter 
Stocks, Listed and Unlisted, our Specialty. 


BOOKLETS giviog our successful plan for realizing the large 
profits of legitimate Mining, Oil and Smelter Inv estments, 
subscription blanks, full particulars, etc., sent free to any inter. 
ested on application BRANCHES: 
Boston, Wasi to Concord, N. Minneapolis, 
Philadelphia, tsburg, Newport, R. I Los Angeles, Cal. 
Chicago Buffalo Newark NJ Prescott, Aris. 
Cleveland, D Brookiya, N. ¥ Tucson, ** 
Cincinnati, Moatres!,** Detroit , Mich Mexico City, 
St. Louls Hartford, Conn Grand Rapids Halifax , N.8. 
Baltimore, Worcester , Mass. Daven port, la St. Johns .N. B. 


THE PERFECT SEASONING for 
SOUPS, SALADS, OYSTERS, CLAMS, FISH, 
SAUCES, GRAVIES, ETC. 

I ta i A r 


' 
i P ' t 
Ask for Metihenay’s Tabasco 
Sauce at your dealers. 


Address McILHENNY'S TABASOO, New Iberia, La. 








Bound Volume No. 9 | — - 
SEE York, N. ¥., $1 Fifth Avenue. 


| GS rannore-Wiea ToROFT DRAMATIC SCHOOL. 


Winter Courses Commence October 15, 1903 
| Students assisted to engagements in first-class companies 
Saturday morning classes Write for prospect 
| ADELINE 8. WHEATCROFT, Director. 
eee ; 
| 
A I d 


WHY REMAIN at-— 
$0? pie- 
of 
NEW ire ANP 
1 AATURAL METHOD 
——SONNECTs THE 


i D0 Wir OF 
Not Ute RING 


SE Ww 
EXPERIMENT OR 

1 CURE — 
HENRY ULLRICH, M.P.C.S.°" “thicaco 













Comprising the numbers for January, February, 


March and April, to Containing the following 


r 





lettes a 
THE LIEUTENANT-GOVERNOR, 


By Guy Wetmore Carry] 





THE WOOING OF MARCUS, 
By G. B. Bu 
THE SECRET OF PRINCESS PAUL, 


By Florence Warder 


. c ¥ ORIGINATOR OF THE LIFE METHOD 
KERSALEC, . HOME TREATMENT NO DRUGS NO APPARATU 
By Justus Miles Forman. FREE BOOKLET SILENCE IS AS DEATH 


RESORT MANAGERS know the value of 
Sent Postpaid. . Price, $1.50. | THE SMART SET as an advertising medium. 
It reaches all the people of wealth and social 


position in the United States. The patronage of 
The Smart Set | its readers alone could make the future of a place 


452 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK | assured, 
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——— SSS 
hicago Musical College 4 
Established 1867. College Building, 202 Michigan Boul., Chicago. Dr. F. Ziegfeld, Pres, }\) 


The largest and most complete College of Music and Dramatic Art in America. Has the 
strongest facuity ever assembled in aschoo! of musical learning. The new college build- 


ing is the finest structure in existence devoted exclusively to a musical institution. 


pel) SCHOOL OF ACTING M v 3 l C SCHOOL OF OPERA 
ELOCUTION Modern Languages | 














BOARD OF MUSICAL DIRECTO CS: IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT: 

Dr. F. Ziegfeld Dr. Louis Falk A The world renowned Violinist, will 
Hans von Schiller Rudolph Ganz EMILE $ URE become a regular member of the 
William Castle Herman Devries college faculty Sept. 1, 1903. Lessons now being arranged, 

Emile Sauret Bernhard Listemann J 
ee eet Thule Suicine 38th SEASON BEGINS SEPT. 14, 





Hart Conway, Director School of Acting. New Illustrated Catalog Mailed Free. 
i {2 NOTE—Applications for the 45 free and 150 partial scholarships will be received until August 15. 


wr — Pe oe — = ~ > — 
iM < ee 
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a a TECHNICAL STUDIES, by Dr. F. Ziegfeld. : 








A new work on Technic for the teacher and student. On sale at all music stores—75 cents net. 


‘25% HEALTH 





FREE! ™®,N&W.XoRk FREE! 





Leading independent mining and financial paper, giving I was run down from OVERWORK, WORRY and EX- 
all the news from all the mining districts, and containing CESSES, cost me large amount to be PERMANENTLY 
latest a1.d most reliable information on the mining and CURED. When you have lost all patience with specialists 
oil industries, principal companies, listed and unlisted send me 25c. for the same cure EW LIFE to the sickly. 
stocks, divide nds, prices, etc. Every investor should have VIGOR to the well. Mr. D. G AMES, P. O. Box 123, Los 


it. We will send it free for three months upon request. 


A. L. WISNER & CO., 32 Broadway, New York. 


MORPHINE 


OPIUM and LAUDANUM habits cured by OPACURA 
a painless home treatment, endorsed and used by leading 
physicians.. A TRIAL TREATMENT sufficient to convince 
you it WILL CURE, sent FREE, with book of testimonials 
sealed. Corresnondence Confidentia! 

OPA SPECIALTY CO., Dept. H, Chicago, Il. 


THE KALEIGH, 


Penn. Ave., Cor. (2th St., N. W.., 
Washington, D. C. 


Angeles, Calif. Ladies may address Mrs. James. 


gm THE UNIVERSITY om 
PREPARATORY SCHOOL 


BOoYsOonty. ITHACA,N.Y. 


Boarding and Day REPARES FOR CORNELL 
Departments. andall high class colleges 


CERTIFICATES accepted since 1895. 
JUNIOR HOUSE opens September, 1908. 
SUMMER TERM opens July 16, for eight weeks—Cireulars. 

JACOB GOULD SCHURMAN, President of Cornell University 
says :—I give most cheerful testimony as to the high quality of work 
done in your school; Its complete curriculum and excellent manage- 
ment render it a most desirable preparatory school for the U niversity. 

PROFESSOR T. F. CRANE, Dean of Cornell University, says:— 
I hav e lately had an oportunity to examine carefully your school and 
it gives me great pleasure to express my satisfaction with it. I have 
long known the excellent staff of instructors, but I was not so well 
acquainted with the facilities for caring for the students. I found 
everything relating to their home life, rooms, food, etc., of the most 
admirable character and quality. I believe that the ideals of the 
school are high, the scholarly training excellent, and the surround- 
ing influence refined and wholesome. 

DAVID F. HOY, Registvar of Cornell University, says:—I am 
pleased to give my full and earnest endorsement to the University 
Preparatory School. I shall take pleasure at any and all times in 
recommending it to those who desire a safe and efficient place for 
preparation for college. 

FALL TERM opens September 24th. Send for illustrated Catalogue to 
CHARLES A. STILES, 110 Avenue D., Ithaca, N. Y, 








































_ European Plan. 
Absolutely Fireproof. 
THE MODERN HOTEL OF THE CITY. 


T. J. TALTY, Manager. 








To be a student here is to enjoy privileges in a musical 


education that are within the reach of no other institu- 
e€ an tion in this country or in Europe. 
The scope of its courses is such that no limitations 
are set upon the student's ambition. 
Every department under a master. Class or private 
instruction. 


Pianoforte, Organ, Orchestral Instruments and Vocal 
OF MU SIC Musie Courses are supplemented by such other branches 
as Composition, History of Music, Theory, Literature, 
Expression, Interpretation, Diction, Piano and Organ 
Tuning, Choir Training and Musical Journalism. The Normal Department trains for intelligent and prac- 
tical teaching in conformity with Conservatory Methods. 
An affiliation with the Emerson College of Oratory gives unsurpassed opportunities to pursue courses 
in Elocution and Oratory. 

The privileges of lectures, concerts and recitals, the opportunities of ensemble practice and appearing 
before audiences and the daily associations are invaluable advantages to the music student and are such 
that are enjoyed only in an institution of the scope of the New England Conse. vatory—in the recognized 
music center of the country. Diplomas are granted to those satisfactorily finishing their courses, and 
graduates are eagerly sought as teachers and musicians, All particulars and year book will be sent on 


application. GEORGE W. CHADWICK, Director, Huntington Ave., Boston, Mass. 
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DO YOU SELL 


MIEN? 


IF SO, THEN 


ADVERTISE 
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THE MAN’S PAPER | 
THE JOURNAL OF COMMERCE & COMMERCIAL BULLETIN ) 


- 








f" 


HOTEL 


| oRar | | 
| FOUR-TRACK Som 
NEWS MERSET, 


Avenue. 


An Illustrated Magazine peneetitt’ Wenhienatiie oat 


Travel and Education Most Luxurious 
MORE THAN 100 PAGES MONTHLY Hotel. 
Its scope and character are indicated by the following CHARLES A. GLEASON, General Manager. 


titles of articles that have appeared in recent issues 








Picturesque Venezuela—lilustrated . Frederick A. Ober 
Haunts of Even Holden—lIliustrated . Del B. Salmon 

A Journey Among the Stars—llius. . Frank W. Mack ~— — 
In the Great North W<« ods Poem Eben E. Rexford 


ALPRED Ss. AMER, - - Manager. J 















Beautiful Porte Rico—illustrated . Hezekiah Butterworth | ~ 
In Kip Van Winkile’s Land—loem Minna Irving wo 
Nature’s Chronometer—lllustrated . H. M. Albaugh io! 
Van Arsdale, The Piatitudinarian—Ill. Charles Battell Loomis | 
| The Three Oregons—lilustrated .. aMres Holman j 
| Ancient Prophecies Fulfilied—!ilus. . wee H. Daniels 
| The Stories the Totems Tell—Ilius. . Luther L. Holden L a L] | iC; a 
| A Little Country Cousin—Ilins, . . Kathleen L. Greig 
The Mazamas—|!llustrated - « « Will G, Steel 
When Mother Goes Away—Poem Joe Cone 





A Little Bit of Holland—Iustrated . Charles B. Wells | 
The Romance of Reality —Illus . « dane W. Guthrie 


SURPASSING 


Samoa and Tutuila—Ilinstrated . . Michael White | in all of the essential , points that 
Under Mexican Skies—I[llustrated . Marin B. Fenwick go to make a successful 
Niagara in W inter—Illustrated . « Orrin E. Dunlap | PLEASURE LAUNCH. 
Little Histories— Illustrated j ee 
Old Fort Putnam . William J. Lampton In its construction, there is Speed, 
rhe Confederate White House | Herbert Brooks Safety and Simplicity combined with 
The Alamo . . « John K. Le Baron . 


Beauty of Design, Grace, Finish and 
SINGLE COPIES & "CENTS, or 5&0 CENTS A YEAR perfection ot Mechanical detail 
Send 10 cents for Comple te Launch 
Catalogue “5S 
WESTERN GAS ENGINE CO. 


MISHAWAKA, Int 


| 

Can be had of newsdealers, or by addressing | 
GEORGE H. DANIELS, Publisher 

Room No. 87 7 East ged St., New York 
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WHAT THE 
NEWSPAPERS OF GERMANY 





Has Kicine Journal 


The Gram-O-phone reproduced with mar- 


wclous distinctness and richness of poverty 
of well known Berlin and foreign artists: Ren 
was nothing inharmonious or metallic 1 
able. The reproduction easily stood cor 
h the living voices of the artists 


mpe nson 


with 





1 ; 
en 
Hteisinnige Zeitung fp cou 
Several noted artists sang; then 
Send for the Gram-O-fhone repeated the same 
catalogue of songs, and behold the imitation was as Send for 
Imported Records perfect as the original Victor catalogue 


The Victor and Gram-O-phonearethe same. The Gram-O-phone 
recently played in comparison with the actual living voices of noted 
artists at Beethoven Hall in Berlin, and above are the criticisms. 

The Improved Victor Talking Machine (Tapering Arm) reproduces sound perfectly. 


Chieago—Talking Machine Co. Denver—Denver Music Co. Lincoln. Wittmann Co.” 
Chicago—Lyon & Healy Cincinnati — Rudolph Wurlitzer Co. Omaha— A. Hospe 

New York—Victor Distributing & Export Co. Philade! phia— Western Eicetric Co Pittsburg -E. G. Hays & Co. 

New York—C. Bruno & Son. Philadeiphia—Penn Phonograph Co. Pittsburg - Theo. } . Bente! Co., Ine, 
Byracuse—W. D. Andrews Baltimore—H. R. Eisenbrandt Sons, Columbus—Perry B. Whitsit Co. 
Boston— Eastern Talking Machine Co Bufflalo—P, A. Powers. Detroit— Grinne!! Bros 

Roston—Joba CC. Haynes & Co, Washington—S, Kann, Sons & Co Schenectady—J. A. Rickard & Co, 
Kansas City —Schmelizer & Sons Arms Co St. Louis—Victor Talking Machine, Ltd. C r G. B, Miller. 

Cleveland— Cieveiand Talking Machine (o. Dubuque—Harger & Blish. Louisville— Victo:Co 
Cleveland—Collister & Sayle. San Francisco— Sherman. Clay & Co. Grand Rapids. Julius A. J. Friedrich, 
Cleveland—W. J. Roberts, Jr. St. Pauli —K oehler & Hinrichs. New Orleans - Nat’ | Automatic Fire Alarm Co, 
Jacksonville— Metropolitan Talking Meh. Co. Milwaukee— Huseby Co. Atlanta - Phillips & Crew Co. 

New Haven—Henry Horton. ladianapolis— Carlin & Lennox, Savannah—Youmans & Leete. 


Victor Talkin@ Machine Co.Philadelphia 
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He gave her a Waterman Ideal Pen, 


And so she decided to write him again, 


: . 
ee eee ee ee eee ee eee 


is never nervous; being well behaved is con- 
ducive to rest. 









The new spoon feed restrains and supplies 
the flow of ink to a nicety. 
If it isn’t an “Ideal’’ it isn’t a Waterman. 
Dealers everywhere. 
L. E. Waterman Company 
173 Broadway, New York 


12 Gotpen Lanz, Lonpon 6 Rus pe Hanovaz, Paris 
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AUGUST, 1903 


CONTENTS 
Sylvia's Husband . , ; ‘ . Mrs. Burton Harrison 
Where Did Love Go? . ‘ ‘ ‘ : ‘ ‘ Charlotte Becker 
On Midsummer Night , ‘ ° ° e , . Madison Cawein 
The Bell in the Fog ‘ ; ‘ , , , ‘ Gertrude Atherton 
Tragedy ; , , , ' , : McCrea Pickering 
The Wire-Tappers . ‘ ; ‘ ; ‘ Arthur Stringer 


A Southern Balcony Frank Dempster Sherman 


The Moral Ballad of Gamaliel Ladd and His Giddy Bride. Guy Wetmore Carryl 
An Invitation to Luncheon : Margaret Johnson 
Chopin's Andante in F Minor : . Mabel Earle 
The Next Table ‘ ‘ Theodosia Garrison 
Member of the Haute Pégr ‘ . Prince Vladimir Vaniatsky 
“he Path Across the Moor ‘ . : . Seumas MacManu 
Then McCready Turned Missionary . ; . , ‘ Anne O'Hagan 
A Song of Loves : ; ; ° . John Winwood 
Vers de Société in Foreign Tongues ‘ ° ‘ ‘ Brand Matthex 
Ere Comes the Night ; . , ‘ . Nannie Byrd Turner 
‘The Voices @ ‘ ‘ . : . G. B. Burgin 
In the Soul of Summertime ° ° . : - Clinton Scollard 
The Brothers . . . . . ° . Elia W. Peatti 
A Rose Spray : : . : : : Felix Carmen 
Expert Instruction : ; : ° ‘ ; Hayden Carruth 
La Fiancée du Destin . ° . ° , . . . Jules Boi 
The Ill Wind . , ° . . ; Sam Davi 
The Story of Stella . . ; r ‘ : James Branch Cabell 
The Unpossessed . : ° : : : : : Helen Scott 
Absorption . . , ; ° ‘ : : ‘ Elsa Barker 
Handsome Jack . A ‘ : ‘ ‘ ‘ , : Elias Lisle 
Off with the Old . ‘ , : ; , Edward Boltwood 


Dust . ' : ‘ , . : , . Virginia Woodward Cloud 





YEARLY SUBSCRIPTION $3.00 SINGLE COPIES 25 CENTS 
The entire contents of this magazine are protected by copyright, and must not be reprinted 
Entered at New York Post-Office as second-class mail matter 
Issued Monthly by Ess Ess Publishing Company, 452 Fifth Avenue, New York 
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SMART SET ADVERTISEK 


sure its an 


NGENIOUS imitations of our trade mark abound. Do not 
tolerate the “just as good” cry of a fraudulent dealer. It's 
not ‘felt’ if it’s not an Ostermoor, so—be sure it’s an 

Ostermoor. Our ame and trade mark label on the end of eve 
genuine mattress. Why not learn about the Ostermoor, even 
you don’t want a mattress now. We have spent thousands of 
dollars to issue our handsome 96-page book, ‘The Test of Time,” 
handsomely illustrated, which 


We Will Send You Free. 


Each copy costs us 25 cts. to print and § cts. in stamps to mail— 
it is yours for your name on a postal. Send to-day. The Ostermoor 
is the best mattress ever made—a glance at the jetters in our book 
will prove it—but this guarantee should suffice : 


STANDARD SIZES AND PRICES: THIRTY NIGHTS’ FREE TRIAL, 


3 feet wide — 30 Ibe < t You can have an Ostermoor Mattress, sleep on 
3 feet 6 inches wide, 35 Ibs i it thirty nights, and if it is not better than any 
4 feet w 40 lbs, - - 1 other Mattress you have ever used—if it is not all 
4 feet 8 inches wide, 4 : inches ke rag i you even HOPED for, return it at our expense and 
In two parts so ha Special si ae prices, your money will be immediately refunded without 


xpress charges prepaid to any . question. What more can we do to convince you ? 


Ostermoor & Co., 135 Elizabeth Street, New York. 


Canadian Agency’: The Alaska Feather and Down Co,, Ltd., Montreal 
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NW COMPO! NDING » an incomplete mixture 
spi ack of the hand, and 
2 t the hair was 
very MOT -. NI 
sits. Ag few mi oan and the hale die. 
1 Cannot Patt. If th er wth be 
rrowt ach as 
vore appli 


hen ap 


‘Mo dene ° super sedes electrolysis 
Used by people of refinement and recommended 
by all whe have tested its merits. 


your full hom $$ written pl ostage stamps taken 


LOCAL AND eunenat AGENTS WANTED. 
MODENE MANUFACTURING CO. 
Dept. 25, Cincinnati, Ohio, 


Every Bottle Guaranteed, 
OT We Offer $1,000 for Failure or the Slightest Injury, 














DRI PARKER 


PREPARATIONS 
Se 






Established 1868. 
| —_—_ 
The famous Tetlet Preparations, perf-cted 
fa century ago by ti 
© used without fear of amy 


pr a quarter 
PAREER ‘PRAY may 





" 





tee LS ts even though the sk 


#8 most delicate and s-nsitive, 
ONGOLINE | nly harmless tien made for 
| Bleaching and ¢ leaning the Waits I 
| nders the m rar rent and gives them that pearly be ’ ach 


desired. Removes ink and glove stains BOTTLES. Sec. 


| DIAM WD WAIL ENAMEL 00°00 is 
ba oe ail pede free 
v nl 





from gr ail exqui itely per 
fumed The us ae ream ‘Van Ola eadt he ‘Diamond Nail 
Peliah will assure beautiful hands and nails. BOXES, 5c. 
“h aoe aration. which cannot be detected, gives 
ROSALIN eand nails a most lelicate rose tint that 
is tru y beautiful ~ saline is n x fle ted by perspiration or dis- 
placed by sea or fresh water bathing. JARS, 9Se. 
Dr. J. PARKER PRAV'S Prev arations are being imitated, and the 
ic should insist upon having the riginal with the full name, 
DR. 4. PARKER PR AY, stamped on every package 
Send stamp for Iilu sted Catalogue ef prices 
aes Oy A gond toilet oo is dealers, or sent direct upon receipt 
rice and pust.ge 


J. PARKER PRAY CO. 


| OR. 
SOLE MANUFACTURERS AND PROPRIETORS, 
20 and 12 East 234 Street, New York City, N. ¥. 


SET 
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WOMEN DREAC 
MEN HATE 
HOUSECLEANING 


With Soap. 
-Old Fashioned Way 
Hard Work-Back Ache - Bad 
Temper. Imperfect-and odor 
of moving dirt rather than 
approaching cleanliness 


Work made easy. quick 
and thorough — no 
discomforts - no Odor 
Perfect: Cleanliness 


is caede 
S Pearline '“$OS5° 








EVERY WOTSIAN [AY ACQUIRE 


ABeautiful Figure: 

BY THE USE OF MY UNSIVALED i 

“NOYLENE”: 

9 

No Mechanical Appliances or Drugs.) r 
: ‘““NOYLENE”’ positively de- 
¢ velops your NECK and CHEST, 
O Call and tnvestieate Making the figure Symmetrical 
6 personally when possible. and imparting Youthful Contour. 
“ Hours, 11 to 5 daily When through experimenting, try 
Vridays excepted). it. Established 1888. Price, $2.00. 

§ Send 4 cents postage for Booklet and full particulars. : 

;}Mme. Cc. L. MARIE, Specialist, | 

Ladies’ Goilet /tudio, : 


426 CENTRAL PARK WEST (1084 ST.), NEW YORK. , 
COP’ Note the TREATED SIDE of this Face. ~s : 


: 

The habit of Frowning for- 
4 ever cured and 

: 


Wrinkles Removed 


AT ANY ACE. 


“ANTI-WRINKLE SHEETS” 


work like magic while you sleep and 








facial muscles are resting They prevent 

lines from forming Try them and be 

convinced. @ie. and SGe, per package. (TRADE-MARK.) 
Daily demonstrations (Fridays except- 

ed Advice cheerfully given to all corre- AVOID IMITATIONS. 
spendents. For large pores and flabt 


works wonders, 


; Mme. c. L. MARIE, Speciaiist, } 

Ladies’ Goilet /tadio, 2 

426 CENTRAL PARK WEST (1034 ST.). NEW YORK 
a2 aoeow 


Srtrtr OQ tsetse 


Price, asc. per package. 


iness my mneresas 
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Studebaker Quality is 
an inherited excellence 
HE hundred-acre manufacturing plant at South Bend, and 
the great repository buildings located in various com- 
mercial centres all over the country, are the most substantial 
proof of the widespread appreciation of Studebaker excellence. 
With the skill of over fifty years of improvement in new 
methods and material, Studebaker designers and craftsmen 
manufacture the most complete line of vehicles and accessories 
in the world. 
The Studebaker Electric Automobile is a horseless 
carriage of the most practical kind. Jt can be run 
any day in the year by any member of the family 
Send for descriptive catalogue 


STUDEBAKER BROS. MFG. CO. 


New York City, Broadway, cor. 48th St.; 


Salt Lake City, Utah, 1§7-159 State St.; Kansas City, Mo 
St.; 


Denver, Col., cor. 1sth and Blake Sts.; Chicago, Il, 378-388 Wabash Ave.; 
, 810-814 Walnut St Portland, Ore 33 
San Francisco, Cal., corner Market and roth Sts.; Dallas, Texas, 317-319 Elm St 


‘LOCAL AGENCIES EVERYWHERE 
Factory and Executive Office, = South Bend, Ind. 
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There is a BLUE LABEL attacnea 


to every piece of 
AGATE NICKEL-STEEL WARE 


as a guaranty of 


Absolute Purity 
NO POISON 


has ever been found in the enamel 
IF SUBSTITUTES ARE OFFERED, WRITE US. 
Department & House -Furnishing Stores 
rywhere sell them. 





Smart Set Bon Bons 


This dainty confection (Parisian) is made of the 
purest material and has a flavor both delicious and 
unique, which, when once acquired, is 


INDISPENSABLE TO THOSE OF GOOD TASTE 


1-th. box, 80 cents. At your druggist 
or at all our stores or by mall. Also 


Chocolate or Assorted Caramels 

No other caramel approaches ours in flavor and 
fineness of quality. In 1-pound fancy tin boxes, to 
your summer residence, by mail, 70 cents, 













OR AT ALI UR STORE 
Office and Factory, 48 W. 125th Street, New York 

















1DVERTISER 


The Baby Thrives 


HORLICK’s 


because it is pure. rich milk from our own dairies, with 
the extract of malted grain, already prepared and re- . 
duced to powder form by our own special process—nu- 
tritious, easily digested, containing everything needed 
for the uphuilillieg of the child. Its use prevenis the 
summer troubles incident to impure milk and improper 
feeding. Thousands of healthy children attest its value. 
Keeps in all climates. Convenient to carry and pre- 
pare when traveling. No cooking or addition of milk 
required. Ask your physician about it. 

ery sustaining and strengthening for nursing mothers—a delic- 


ious invigorating food drink for EVERYBODY, ready ina moment by 
stirring in water. 


| Used and sold everywhere—all druggists. 
SAMPLE e‘tiat pecunge: hates prepaid FREE 
Horlick’s Food Co, Racine, Wis. U.S.A. 


25 St. Peter St., Montreal, Can. 





4 Farringdon Road, London Eng 











Brilliant and Enduring 


GORHAM 
SILVER 
POLISH 


IN CAKE FORM 


A novel preparation which is 
indispensable in every house- 
hold where well-kept silver- 
ware is a matter of pride. It 
cleans as well as polishes, does 
not cake or fill up the finest 
interstices and is guaranteed 
to be absolutely free from any 
injurious ingredients. 









Price 25 cents a package 


If unobtainable at your jewelers’, send 25 cents 
in stamps for a sample package to 


The Gorham Co. 


Broadway @& 19th Street, New York 













































SMART 


SET 


ADVERTISER 
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ASA BREAD OR TOAST. 


AA PERFECT FOOD 


Composed of Whole 
and Baked 


else, 


Wheat, nothing 
by Electricity 








known to the science of food production, 

is made possible by that other great 
achievement, the application of electricity ; for 
Triscuit is made and baked by electricity. 


TRISCUIT, in its discov ery and use laid bare 
the vital truth, so long ignored, that the Creator 
has placed in the natural and whole wheat 
grain all the properties found in the human 
body more nearly in the correct proportions 
than any known available 
food for man; and that is 
the milling of the wheat 
into fine white flour, the re- 
moval of essential parts of 
the whole grain so impov- 
erished food as to rob man 
of his real staff of life, 
leaving him unnourished 
and weak —the victim of 
physical conditions so prev- 


alent to-day. 
TRISCUIT is used as a toast, wafer or bread 


in all their various forms, and is the staff of 
life for all mankind for which the human race 
has been in need since the days of natural and 
simple living, when health was almost universal, 
and weakness and disease all but unknown; 
and when athletes were trained on the natural 
products of Mother Earth, unchanged in their 
natural proportions. In the manufacture of 
Triscuit no attempt has been made to improve 


PT isows to the: the highest achievement 





WITH CHEESE OR FRUIT PRESERVE. 





upon the chemistry of Nature, therefore noth- 
ing has been added and nothing taken from the 
perfect whole wheat. 


TRISCUIT appeals to everyone because 
merit and convenient form are combined in this 
already cooked perfect whole wheat product. 
Without further cooking or baking it can be 
served and“taten immediately, either alone or 
when combined to make many attractive, pala- 
table and nourishing dishes. 

TRISCUIT is a neat, 
compact form of filamented 
wheat, its shape and size 
making it convenient to be 
carried wherever you may 

P go, and to be used at any 
time. Triscuit is an all-day 
food for everybody, and 
contains the properties for 
sound teeth, perfect diges- 
tion, and an entirely healthy 
body in accord with Na- 
ture’s laws 


TRISCUIT is unexcelled as a food for 
children, because it contains all the elements 
of Whole Wheat, which go to properly 
nourish the whole body. Wheat contains the 
properties to make bone, teeth, muscle, in fact 
every part of the body. 


Triscuit can be used as a Bread, 
Toast, Wafer, Cracker or basis 
for other dishes. 


PLACING 
FEW 


TRISCUIT IN WARMING OVEN A 
MOMENTS WILL RENEW CRISPNESS. 


SEND FOR DESCRIPTIVE BOOKLET 
FREE 


The Natural Food Co. 


Niagara Falls, New York. 





Cage ns AA OH -- 


Colorado 


The land of blue sky and perfect weather, the region 
of lofty mountains and picturesque valleys, where 
there is always vigor in the air and tonic in the 
breezes, where it is a joy to be alive. This 1s the 
entrancing region to which you are invited by the 


icago, Milwaukee & St. Paul 
Union Pacific Line 


$30 to Colorado and back, all Summer long. Moderate 
charges for board. Excellent train service. <A postal 
card will bring complete information. 


—. tL. LOMAX F A MILLER 
General Passenger and Ticket Agent General Passenger A gent 
Union Pacific Railroad Chicage, Milwaukee & St. Paul Railway 


Omaha, Neb. Chicago 
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A bird in a cage 
, 4s worth two 

\. in @ tree. 
Shold-aman’s 

: f tion 
/ ity ins eet.captivity 
| Pain, a serve hint with 

60 _~ Sen 9 NABIS 

——) # Sugar Wafers...) 


Nabisco Sugar Wafers—a Fairy Sandwich of rare 
and delicate lightness, enclosing a creamy filling of the 
flavor you most prefer—Cherry, Orange, Lemon, Vanilla, 
Chocolate, Strawberry, Raspberry or Mint. A crisp and 
crumbling dessert wafer, blending delightfully with 
punches, ices, sherbets, pudding, fruit or berries. 


NATIONAL BISCUIT COMPANY 




















SMART SET 


ADVERTISER 


DIAMONDS 


o}., ame 


F YOU are interested in Diamonds, you will want a copy of 
CATALOGUE, for it shows the latest creations in arti 
jewelry and watches These new and fine goods 

catalogues of other houses until next fall, for we are i 
ewelry business which 


EM of easy payments 
door with a 
balance being 
months. No security is required; no interest is cha 
created when you buy on our CONFIDENTIAL CHA 
TEM, If you fnake a selection it will be upon the 
your money will be promptly returned im case you decide not to 
are the largest concern in the business and sell! 
and at prices 
Every Diamond is sold undera writt 


express charges paid 


arranged in a series of small 1y¥~ 


ed and 


en guarantee of quality 


Only one-fifth of the price need be paid at first ; 
payments extending over eight 


GE ACCO 


distinct understanding that 


REDIT 


our NEW SUMMER 


suc Diamond mountings, fine 
ou will not find illustrated in the 
ne only house in ie Diamond and 
issues a complete catalogue between seasons. 


trated is quoted at exceptionally low prices and sold on the POPU TAR LO 
T 


Everything illus- 


IS SYS- 


Select any article that you like and it will be delivered at your 


the 


ho 


publicity is 
OUNT SYS- 


purchase. e 


only the finest genuine goods, 
ranging from ten to twenty per cent below those of other houses. 
and value 


and 


may be exchanged at any time in the future for other goods ora larger stone 


at the full original price 
honest persons without regard to their financial worth ; 
less than guaranteeing the return of al 
—less ten per cent, the reasonable cost of doing business 
one of the oldest houses in the trade (Est. 1858) 
bank in America—for instance, 
Dun or Bradstreet book of commercial ratings and he will te 
that we stand at the top in credit, reliability and promptness. 


We refer to 


Our Confidential Credit System is open to all 
but if you prefer to buy 
for spot cash we make the most startling and liberal offer ever made. 


It is no 


| money paid at any time within one year 
We are 
any 
ask your local banker to consult his 


il we 


have a number of attractive booklets that we will be glad to send 


you if you write promptly for our New Summer Catalogue. 


LOFTIS BROS. @ CO. 


Diamond Importers and Manufacturing Jewelers 


-—— M20, 92 te 98 State St. 
Oppos.. ss shall Field @ Company 





Now 


Xn\ s) 


ay oo 


Chicago, Il. = 








A ni aif /, 
y HAY 
FEVER 


SUFFERERS 


“Stay at Home— 
Go anywhere” 


BUT TAKE 


ut 


Powders 


During the past five years, thousands of forme 
sufferers have through Orangeine found 


immunity and Relief 
which they could not find at any Hay Fever resort. 


TRIAL POWDERS FREE. 


Orangeine Powders are sold by all progressive 
druggists, 25c. (6 powders) ; Sc {1S powders): $1 (35 
powders), Write us for sample, ll information, 
composition, and far-reaching human results. 

Address “ORANGE! CHICAGO” 






































Oran 


geine 


FOR HUMANITY 


Corrects “Bad Feeling” --Prevents Sickness--Off- 
sets ““Wear and Tear.” 


Quickly dispels (even chronic cases of) 


Hay Fever, Colds, Dyspepsia, 
Headache, Asthma, Indigestion 
Stomach Upsets, Blues, Neuralgia, 


and a host of common ills 


EVERY MAIL IS LIKE THIS 


Rev. F. W. Hamilten, Roxbury Station, Boston, Mass., writes: 
“Orangeine has become a household necessity. I am never without 
it. Thanks to its moderate, regular use, I have just p through 
a prolonged period of labor and nervous strain, not only without 
undue fatigue, but feeling better after than before the experience,” 

Mr. J. J. Cone, Canon City, Colo., writes: “After tom weet peat 
facial nevraigia, I took two Orangeine powders per diem, in 
ofhot water. Lamecured. Chronic asthma, which I have had Tor 
—_> has been relieved, and at & I am in better health than 


esd isa 
take an 


Mra. L. ©. Bragdon, Lockport, N. Y., writes: “Oran 
God-send to poor working women. When over tired, 
Orangeine powder, and feel revived in ten minutes.” 


“NO ping HEADACHE.” 


Mrs. R. Odell, New City. ¥., writes: “Tenclose $1.00 for 
Orangeine. I would not be ‘without et _ worlds. When I wasea 
littiegirl, I was overcome by heat (sun-stroke) and have euffe 
with h e, and never found antag to orf me, une I foun 

geine. Ican trata) aol I have never felt so well in my 
life as since taking it. Re HEADACHE. 
e The intelligent, timely use of Orangeine 
Proven: secures good health and immunity from 
commun and seasunable ailments, 
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SMART SET ADVERTISER 


/ \YOUR CIGARS FREE#0NE YEAR 


SIMPLE business proposition. What you 

ordinarily spend over the retail counter for 
cigars in one year will, if spent with us, the manu- 
facturers, furnish you with another year’s smoking 
FREE. 

A cigar as good as you now smoke—perhaps 
even better—for ONE-HALF what you ordinarily 
pay at retail. 

We have turned our backs on the wholesaler, to 
whom for years we have been selling millions of 
our celebrated brands, and now go to you Direct, 
offering them by the box at precisely the same 
prices. 

This means one-half the price you have been 
paying at retail. 

Your taste exactly suited, our statements posi- 
tively guaranteed, or 


YOUR MONEY BACK 


We prepay all charges and hand you your smokes delivered at your door at aving so percent. We make for you 
cigar you like, not the one people say you ght to like 

We will at first send you assortments from which to make selections I 60 cents, an assortment of 12 cigars 

n-cent and two for-a-quarter values; for 35 cents, 12 hich-grade fives; for @1.00, a trial box of 25 cigars show- 

ing 15 ten-cent values and to straight five-cent cigars ; for @1.25, an assortment of 25 ten-cent and three-for-a-quarter 

aslues, each separately wrapped and described, showing you how two-for-a-quarter and ten-cent cigars can be bought in 

boxes of 2< and so for from four to six cents each, others from two to three cents each, ALL TRANSPORTATION 
CHARGES PREPAID, or let us send you our free illustrated booklet, “ Rotten Revextes.” 

ties are m n pleased with the goods. Have spoken to several others in the past few days.” 


i 
Name supplied 


JOHN B. ROGERS & CO. (“The Pioneers”), 233 Jarvis Street, Binghamton, New York. 


m Delightful 
| 4 Comfort 


Nowhere can a person secure more real, de- 


HAMILTON, O.—" Th 
1 request 





lightful comfort on a railway journey than on the 

great trains over the Lake Shore and Michigan 

Southern Ry. 

And this is due to the equipment—always the 
best — excellence of road bed and nicety of 
track adjustment, features wherein it excels 
all others, and which make every mile one 

of comfort and pleasure. 
When you have occasion to 
travel between Chicago and 
Cleveland, Buffalo, New 
York and Boston, by using 
the Lake Shore you will se- 
cure absolutely the best in 
travel that money can buy. 
For “Book of Trains” or 
travel information, address 
A. J. SMITH, General Pass. and Ticket 
Agent, Cleveland, Ok‘o. 
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ALLEN’S 


FOOT-EASE 


For Hot, Tired, Aching 
| Swollen Feet. 








x ALLEN'S 
A COMPLEXION WE ALL FOOT=EASE 


_ AomiInE SHAKE 
DREAM CREAM INTO YOUR 


: Ah SUNBUBY, FRECKLES, 
Tan, woTH yy? a UTUER Satn 






















TROUBLES. @1. 

“DREAM EYE BROW AND Allen’s Foot-Ease, a powder. It cures pain- 
EYEL ASH ¢ hE y | ful, smurting, nervous feet and ingrowing nails, 
da : ’ and instantly ti ikes the sting out of corns and 


ai or Oc. ‘ ' 
These preparations sent pre- 
paid on recetpi of price 
JOHN WANAMAKER, 
New York. Phila. 


inions. It’s the greatest c mfort discovery of 
the age. Makes tight or new shoes easy. A 
certain cure for sweating,callous and hot,tired, 
aching feet. 30,00v testimonials. Try it to-day. 
Sold by all Drug gists and Shoe stores, 25c. 
Don’t accept a substitute. Trial package FREs. 
Address Allen 8. Olmsted, Le Roy, “N. ¥. 
























Prepared by Dream (ream (o., New York 








IMPERIAL HAIR 
REGENERATOR 


isevery where recognized as the stand- 
ard hair coloring for Gray or Bleached 
Hair. It isa scientific and absolutely 
harmless preparation, and has the en 
dorsement of eminent chemists. 

shade from Black to the lightest re 4 
Biond produced. Colors are durable 
and natural; when applied cannot be 


Will keep the hair in curt against 
dampness and moisture. Preserves its 





naames ss belaw dresse detected; is unaffected by baths or 
arrangement after ing dressed, 
‘ 3 : shampooing ; leaves the hair soft and 
An exquisitely high-grade and perfectly harmless 1 i li | 
preparation The most successful addition to my glossy and permits curling. Samp e 
lady's toilet of your hair colored free. Corre- 
It will be found invaluable during your vacation at spaaaence confidential. The Imperial 
the seaside and in the mountain air ir Regenerator is sold by druggists 
Forw arded, prepaid, on receipt of price. Regular and applied by hairdressers every- 
size, one dollar. Extra large bottle, three dolla where, or sent direct, express charges 


The Charles Perfume Works, 395 Fulton St., Brooklyn, X. Y- prepaid. 


Imperial Chem. Mig. Co., 135 W. 234 St., N. ¥. 


Crigder- Binoculars 


Magnify at equal size 8 to 10 times more 
than old style glasses and at equal magnifica- 
tion show 8 to 10 times larger field. Unex- 
celled for Racing, Hunting, Field, Yachting ana 

Military purposes; also for Theater use. 


corr and creme §—=-»s«C, P, GOE 
HEAD OFFICES: BERLIN-FRIEDENAU, eoneey et tts ° . RZ 
BRANCHES: 22 Rue de |’Entrepét, PARIS. tive price list free on application to any Room 4 


4-5 Nolborn-Circus, LONDON,EC. dealer im optical goods, or direct to Optical Works: 52 E. Union Sq., N.Y. 
































SMART SET ADVERTISER 


If "Would Cure 


aches and pains; heal cuts and bruises; subdue inflammation, 
hemorrhages, soreness, lameness, scalds, burns, insect bites 
and stings, sunburn, neuralgia and rheumatism, POND’S 


EXTRACT would never have gained its world wide fame as 
**King”’ of pain cures. For 60 years it has been alleviating 
pain of all kinds. 

Don’t be misled by the claim that POND’S EXTRACT is the 
same as witch hazel. POND’S EXTRACT CURES. Ordinary 
witch hazel is practically all wateyv—that’s why it WON'T cure. 
That’s why you can get so much for so littlke—water is cheap. 
Insist on POND’S EXTRACT—the true extract of Hamamelis 
Virginica and accept no other. The true cure for all pain, 


Sold only in sealed bottles, enclosed in buff wrappers. 











MENNEN’S| 


Toilet Powder.- 


SELICHTFUL AFTER SATHING, 
LUXURY AFTER SHAVING. 
Peautites and Preserves the Complexion 
tive reliet for PRICKLY HEAT, CHAFING and SUNBURN. | 
tions of the skin. For sore, blistered and’ perepiring 









The International 


DENTIFRICE ff | 


Standard of the World for Thirty Years | 


Cleanses, preserves, beautifies and whitens 
the teeth, strengthens the gums, sweetens 
the breath. In neat, handy metal boxes. 
Ideal for dressing table and traveling. No 
powder to scatter; no liquid to spill or stain 
garments. 25 Cents at all Druggists. 














A 


No Woman Need Be a Wall-Flower 


The Secret of Perfect Development! 


SENT FREE. 


O WOMAN cares to be a_ wall-flower and no 

woman need be if she will take advantage of 
what science has done for her benefit. It ig the 
woman of the plump, well-rounded figure whose 
card at the bailis always filled while her scrawny 
sisters sit out dance after dance. With the perfect 
development of form goes a beauty which has a 
peculiar attractiveness. She, who has such a fig- 
ure,can always dress to advantage, while the most 
elaborate gowns lose their beauty when fitted to 
ordraped onthe angularwoman. Any woman, 
never mind how thin or bow ancular she is,never 
mind how much she lacks in physical atiractive- 
ness,can make herself of perfect form and 
figure by a method which is simply marvelous 
in itsresults. The secret is hers for the ask- 
ing. Shecan learn without any embarrassment 
how thonsaede of other women as little or less 
favored by Nature as herself have achieved that 
perfection of form so mach to be desired. In or- 
der to obtain this secret of self-development at 
your own home, in your own room, without any 
assistance whatever, you have but to writea line 
of request, enc losing stamp to pay postage, and it 
will be sent you absolutely free in plain, sealed 
package, together with abundant evidence of re- 
cunts obtained 24 numerous photos from life. 


dress, J + Dept. K. 
55 State St., Chicago, [11 <4 a 


IVERTISE! 





































= Stallman’ s Dresser Trunk 


Have you seen one? It is up-to-date. 
Think of it, everything within reach. 
No heavy trays, but light, smooth 


GINSENG) 


waged made from one-half acre 





Fr: most valuable c Ne p in 4 world. , ba. drawers. Holds as much and costs 
Easily grown throughout the U. 8. and Cana 
Room in your garden to grow thousands of dollars worth. no more than a good box trunk. 


Hand riveted, almost indestruc- 
tible. Once tried, always recom- 
mended. Sent C. O. D. privilege 
examination. 2c stamp for catalog. 


. A. STALLMAN 9. Soring St, Columbus, 0 


and all forms of drug 
MORPHINE isvecect’itnoces | Wien. In; 
eS RA AER 


single pang of craving. Habits permanently and painlessly cured 


ROOTS AND SEEDS FOR SALE. 


Send four cents for postage and get Booklet BJ, which tells 
all abont it. 


McDOWELL GINSENG GARDEN, JOPLIN, MO., U.S.A | 























t home. Especially successful where so-called — have failed. Our 
Write for proofs. THREE DAY SANITARIUM, 1154 3d free telal A n.- will ce mvince you of its merits espondence strictly 
AVE.. DETROIT, MICHIGAN. Zhe place where the confidential, in plain sealed envelope. ALL SAINTS COMPANY, 


Childs Building, : S4th Street and Broadway, New York. 


MORPHINE and LIQUOR 


Morphine habit ; wes RE oublicty in three days. 
Habits Cured. Sanatorium Estab- 
lished 1875. rhousands having failed 


SE Dp: will gladly inform = 
PHINE addicted to 
a Ta OP! Ail elsewhere have been cured by us. Treat- 













pH " Riever failing WwW 
Cc Address ment can be taken at home. rite 
Mrs. pty 0. * Baldwin, Box faz, “Chicago, Hi. The Dr. J. L. Stephens Co., Dept. V5, Lebanon, Ohio. 


BUNIONS wo EMaRGED 6Tf Bilious 


Relieved and cured by ar LL 
“POND’S TOE SPRING” ano yO 
“ PERFECTION me WA 
TOE SPRING” 
Restores feet to natural form and 
Send outline of foot and ask for stomach clean and liver active. 
particulars. | “ It's good for children, too.” 
mapeerns ints 4 Sam paseo At Druggists, SOc, and ®1.00, or by mail from 
bp A aa ashe a The Tarrant Co., 21 Jay Street, New York. 
M. AGHFELDT, 44 W. 24th St., my YORK, Suite | Business Established 1834. 
=) A TRIAL TREATMENT FREE 
Sent to anyone addicted to the use ot Morphine, "Opium, Laudanum, Cocaine or other drug habit. Con- 
tains Vital Principle heretofore unknown and lacking in allothers. We restore the nervous and physical 
equine and thus remove the cause. A full trial treatment alone often cures. Confidential correspondence invited from 
all, especially physicians having refractory cases. Thousands of testimonials prove the worth of our cure, 


action. Sent on approval. Money 
PAINLESS AND PERMANENT 
Write for free treatment today. ST. PAUL ASSOCIATION, Suite 811, 46 Van Buren St., CHICAGO, ILL 














back if not as represented. | It prevents bilious attacks by keeping the 















































SMART SET ADVERTISER 


= HAY NES-APPERSON 


Is the ONLY gasolene automobile that 
ran the contest from New York to Boston 
and back without repairs or adjustments 
of 4 kind. 











SURREY, 12 HORSE-POWER, $1800. Front head-light extra. 
It is the only machine that has won every Endurance Contest 


held in America, and every contest or race ever entered. 
Records and Awards, i 
all earned by 0c acnines Bat 
I'he machine you buy is the kind that ma is = 
Absolutely Uneaqualled “Record ith fe NOY 
Our catalogue gives the records complete Send for it and ask for »} S ) SS 
the “ Little, Book,"’ too Inquirers are urged to visit our factory, ENS( 
where every detail of Haynes- Apperson superiority can be seen and 
fully understooc 
HAYNES- ‘APPERSON co., Kokomo, ind., U.S.A. 
¢ oldest makers of motor cars in Am 
Branch Store, 1420 Michigan Avenue, “Chicago. 
Eastern Representatives, Brooklyn Automobile Co., 1239-41-43 Fulton 
St., Brooklyn, N. Y., and 66 West 43d St., New York. John Maxwell, 


Oneida, N. Y., Agent for Central New York. National Automobile & Mfg. 
Co., Pacific Coast Agents, San Francisco. 


























WHAT THE 


THE eelev RT. REV. JOHN SHANLEY 


BISHOP OF NORTH DAKOTA, Says: 


- 5 It is because I know it does save 
ee them, because I know it is God’s 
truth, that I take the deepest in- 
terest in the Keeley Cure, and so 
Rleohel, 22: long as I live I shall raise my voice 
Opium, ~,,"™ dey @ in advocating its efficacy. 


easily to the Treatment 


Tobacco § 20s ao Rt. Rey. JOHN SHANLEY, 
Using # _— Bishop of North Dakota. 





Details of treatment and proofs of its success sent free on application. 
ALWAYS ADDRESS THE INSTITUTE NEAREST TO YOU. 
Birmingham, Ala. Des Moines, Ia. Omaha, Neb., Columbia, S. C 
Hot Springs, Ark. Crab Orchard, Ky. Cor. Leavenworth Dallas, Texas, 
Los Angeles, Cal. New Orleans, La., and 19th Sts. Bellevue Place. 
San Francisco, Cal., 1628-38 Felicity St. White Plains, N. Y. Richmond. Va 
1170 Market St. Portland, Me Columbus, O. Seattle Wash. 

West Haven,Conn, Lexington, Mass. Portland, Ore. ity 4 
Washington,D.C, Grand Rapids,Mich. Harrisburg, Pa. Huntington, W. Va. 
a11 N. Capitol St. St. Louis, Mo. Philadelphia, Pa , Waukesha, Wis. 

Augusta, Ga. Boulder, Mont. 812 N. Broad St. Toronto, Ont 
Dwight, Ill. Fargo, N. D. Pittsburg, Pa. Winnipeg, Man, 
Charlestown, Ind. North Conway, N.H. 4246 Fifth Ave. London, Eng. 
Marion, Ind. Buffalo, N. Y. Providence, R. I. Cape Town, S. A. 
4 1, > La 
Rev. T. De Witt Talmage’s famous lecture, “Evils of Intemperance,”” mailed ou application. © Leste ®. Keecey, M.D., LL.D, 
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With your 
American skill and 
your American gold you have 
taken from France, the most precious 
secrets of the Vintner's art. Your grapes, 
superb in natural flavor, make a champagne 
© which needs no French liqueurs to flavor it. 


™ COOK'S 


Seo myfreua ual 


ExrRA ORY 


is an absolutely perfect champagne." 


"Analyses and tests show that the genuine American champagnes that have been fermented in the bottle 
are supenior to the imported. —Hon. William E. Mason, in the North American Review. 


“4 Woman is as Old as She Looks” 


Gray Hair 
Made Brown 


bea : ' n 
Free Tri al Size.— 1! t ey 
t P tter’s Walnut Juice is the 
best and | st Hair Stain in the w 
| mail you, prepaid, a trial pa 

age on receipt of 25 cents to cover the 
expense Regular size, 81. « Enoug 
for ayear. Mailed on receipt of price 
r, for sale at druggists Write for 

t i's Tools.” 

MRS, POTTER'S HYGIENIC DEPOT 

Suite 274, Groten Building Cincinnati, 0. 


HAY FEVER 


and ASTHMA 


c oe sae BvEms a AB Sur. Smoke Sprays and “ Specifics " 
Our constitutiona 


for 
Comforts 








Because of their construction 


PRESIDENT 
SUSPENDERS 


give most 


Comfort & Service 
Guaranteed “All breaks made good” 
“President” on buckle means 
“Cannot rust” 50c. and $1.00 
Any shop or by mail prepaid 
The C. A. Edgarton Mfg. Co. 

Box 259 O, Shirley Mass 

Send 6c. for Catalogue 
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Pees WILLIAMS *sonp’ 


But of all the hose this ‘century knows | 
Onyx’s the hose for me. 


























/deal Summer H oda 

























































€ 
Verit works of art 
a st dainty 
penw rk effects, 
embr« — oe and lace 
rhe worl s recog 
nized stan« dard of 
choice quality, correct 
style and unrivalled 
finish 
FoR 
Women, Men 
and Children. 
Sold Everywhere. 
_ 
K FOR ONYX . . 
His smile 
f u ci rt 
at your ret “cc 2 P > <n 
municate with ae louder than W ords 
, Tira hae “Se _ P he form of shaving stic aving tablets, iitiame’ Sh 
ottle Lor ad o Taj ad om Svay ; m= ‘end ah thr aa -- the w rt. Staite 
lew. Wholesale) New York . THE J. B. WILLIAMS CO., Glastonbury, Conn. 
mm LONDON PARIS BERLIN SYDNEY 
If 
: « 
DR CLARK r 
SUPERFLUOUS HAIR |i 
De Miracle 
sat, ©. 57 ra 
a It is better than electricity, because it does not scar or produce a new PR ELGHMAM 
growth. Better than X-ray, because it does not burn or scar nor paralyze the 
tissues under the skin. Better than depilatories, because it is not poisonous, 
and does not break the hair off, thereby increasing the growth 
Electrolysis, X-ray or depilatories are offered you on the BARE WORD 
of the operators and manufacturers. “De MIRACLE” is not.. It is the onlv 
method which is endorsed by physicians, surgeons, dermatologists and 
medical journals. 
Testimonials of the physicians and surgeons whose photugraphs appear 





here, as well as of hundreds of others, will be seut free on request, sealed in 
plain wrapper 

“ DE MIRACLE” will be mailed to any address, sealed in plain wrapper, 
on receipt of $1.00. Your money back if it fails to do all that is claimed for it. 


De MIRACLE CHEMICAL CO., 1903 Park-Avenue, New York. 
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Daily from Chicago to Denver, 
Colorado Springs and Pueblo, 
with correspondingly low rates 
from other pcints. Only one 
night en route from Chicago and 
the Central States; two nights 
from the Atlantic Seaboard. 
Two trains daily. Zhe Best oy. 
Everything. 

Colorado is the ideal place for a 


Summer Vacation 


Perfectly suited for rest, recrea- 
tion or sport, abounding in good 
hotels and boarding places 
adapted to any mars means, 
and easily reached by the admir- 
able train service of this line. 


All agents sell tickets via the 


CHICAGO, UNION PACIFIC 


NORTH-WESTERN LINE 


Illustrated booklets on application to 


, B. KNISKERN, E. L. LOMAX, 
CHICAGO, ILL. 


Omana, New | 





Hunter 


Baltimore 


Rye 


The 
Perfect 
Stimulant 


BatriIMORERYE It is particularly 
BOTTLED BY " + 
, recommended to 
W SON 
MLANAHAN GSO women because 
BALTIMORE a 4 
of its age and ex- 
{ cellence 
Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md 
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“The Nation’s Pleasure Ground and 


Sanitarium.”’ 


THE 
ADIRONDACK 
MOUNTAINS. 








The lakes and streams in the Adi- 
rondack Mountains are full of fish ; the 
woods are inviting, the air is filled with 
health,andthe nights are cool and rest- 
ful. If you visit this region once, you 
to 


will go there again. An answer 
almost any question in regard tothe 
Adirondacks will be found in No. 20 
of the ‘‘ Four-Track Series,” ‘‘ The 
How to Reach 


Adirondacks and 


Them,” issued by the 


NEW YORK CENTRAL 


A copy will be mailed free on receipt of a two-cent 
stamp, by George H. Daniels, General Passenger 
Agent, Grand Central Station, New York 
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SMART SET ADVERTISER 


BUFFALO Szz 
“A Veritable Antidote for Albuminuria and 


Bright’s Disease” —“‘The Most Valuable 
Mineral Water in Use.” 


Dr. William H. Drummond, Professor of Medical dateene, Bishop’s University, 
Montreal, Canada: ‘‘In the Acute and Chronic Nephritis (BRIGHT’S DISEASE) of Gouty and 
Rheumatic Origin, as well as in the graver to act as a VERI- 


Albuminuria of Pregnancy, I have found BUFFALO LITHIA TABLE ANTIDOTE, 
and I know of NO OTHER’ NATURAL AGENT POSSESSING THIS IMPORTANT QUALITY.”’ 
Dr. Graeme M. Hammond, of New York, Professor of Diseases of the mind and Nervous 


System, in the New York Post-Graduate Medical School and Hospital: **\n all cases of BRIGHT’S 
DISEASE OF THE 


of the greatest service in increasing 
KIDNEYS I have found BUFFALO LITHIA WATER 


the quantity of urine and in elimi- 
nating the ALBUMEN 


. as the most valuable mineral water 
I have long regarded BUFFALO LITHIA WATER in use.”’ 
Paris Exposition, 1900. 


BUFFALO LITHIA WATER is for sale by Grocers and Druggists generally. Testitmonials 
: PLEASANT VALLEY WINE CO., 


which defy all imputatiot or questions sent to any address. 
Sole Makers, Rheims, N. Y. 


PROPRIETOR BUFFALO LITHIA SPRINCS, VIRCINIA. 
Springs are open for guests from June 15th to October Ist. 
They are reached from all directions over the Danville Division of the Southern Railway. 
Sold | Ott te eran an respectable wine dealers everywhere. $ 


ee ee 
Absolute PURITY 


Fine BOUQUET 
Moderate PRICE 








Have made 


Great 
Western 
Champagne 


: 

















American Wines. 





The man who knows and appreciates 
a cocktail for the royal drink that it is 
when properly mixed, is not often satis- 
fied with one made by guess work. A 
CLUB COCKTAIL is always a perfect 
cocktail in flavour, strength and aroma, 
and a better one than is served over any 
bar in the world. Just strain through 
cracked ice. Seven kinds, Manhattan, 
| Martini, Vermouth, Whiskey, Holland 
Gin, Tom Gin and York. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Proprietors, 
HARTFORD New YORK LONDON 


Used in best homes 
for dinners and 
banquets. 

The only American 


Champagne to receive 
GOLD MEDAL at the 




















SET 1IDVERTISER 


HUNGRY 
man is not 
discriminating 
as a rule—al 
most any food 
invites his pal- 
ate. The owner 
of a fine piano, 
he lacks the 
ability to pro- 
duce the music 
he loves, is like 
the hungry 
man in one re- 
spect—he is not 
inclined to be 
critical at first. 
Since the introduction 
of the 


Angelus 


Piano Player 


others have been brought forward which give 

something, but not the artistic performance 

which he desires /ater. Not one of them can 

be successfully compared with the ANGELUS, 

because the Government patents protect the 
two most important features of this wonderful instrument. They are the two 
de vices which permit the person playing the piano by means of the ANGELUS 
to duplicate pianists. The ANGELUS ‘alone delights the critical music lover 
as well as the music-hungry one. 


oume THE PHRASING LEVER and the PISTONS 

which soften the Bass or the treble independently of each other (thus bring- 
ing out the melody, while subduing the accompaniment) give the human 
touch and the finger effects impossible with any other piano player. 

So important are these two distinguishing features that after you have 
investigated them for yourself, no other piano player would be admitted to 
your home at half the ANGELUS price, $250.00 

You can play any piano with the aid of the ANGE LUS. 


Send for handsome booklet, mailed free, or call on one our agent 
throughout th 


Baltimore, Juela & Co ston Thos. Goggan & Bro Pittsburg. S. Hamiltor 
Boston. C C. Harvey & Co : ty Carl Hoffman Music Co Syracuse, S. Rosenbk 
Chicago. Geo. P_ Bent “a eles. The Bartlett Music San Francis 
Cincinnati. The W. ¢ od mansee Minneapolis, Foster & W W ast ington 
Piano Cx New Orleans. Junius Hart - a House And other k 
Cleveland | T W eli ons New York John Wanan aker © cor 
jano Co mal A Hospe Company r rt rshall. Regent House 
Denver Knight-! iano ( Philadelphia, John Wanamaker London 


The Wilcox and White a 


Established 1877. 
Main Offices and Factory, ~ - - MERIDEN, CONN., U. S, A. 
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EXTRA 





























or 


Cottage, Camp 
or Resort 


Armour’s Extract of Beef, or 


ARMOUR’S BEEF EXTRACT 
AND VEGETABLE TABLETS 


Supplies in the most conveaient form the Concen- 
trated Essence of Prime Beef for all purposes for 
which Extract of Beef may be employed. 

The inconvenience of meals en route and the 
shortcomings of some Summer Hotels and Board- 
ing house tables have no terrors for those who have a 
jar of Armour’s Beef Extract or a box of Armour’s 


Beef Extract and Vegetable Tablets at hand. 


With a cup of hot water and a little salt and 
pepper, one can instantly prepare with either the 
Extract or the Tablets a delicious and tempting 
Beef Tea, Broth or Soup. It invigorates, strength- 
ens, sustains. 

Sold by all druggists or grocers. If your local 
dealer cannot supply you, a one-ounce jar of Beef 
Extract (this size package is not sold by the trade) 
or a box of 12 of the Tablets will be sent postpaid 
to any address in the United States on receipt of 
25 cents. 


Armour (. Company 
CHICAGO 
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TOWN TOPICS 


THE JOURNAL OF SOCIETY. 


—_——2-2)- oe 


Town Topics is recognized the world over as the Journal of 
American Society, and is read by everyone who cares to keep in ‘touch 
with the current news of the social world. Its facilities for obtaining 
reliable advance information concerning society people and social func- 
tions are so far unequaled by any other journal in the world that the 
press universally watches for its appearance Thursday morning to get 
their early news of this character. 

Its financial and commercial department is conceded in all financial 
circles as being so accurate, complete and reliable that’no one having 
interest in commercial or industrial enterprises, or who’is dealing on the 
exchanges; no banker, broker, investor or capitalist, can afford to miss the 
weekly review of all these matters in Town Topics. 

The short stories in Town Topics are clever and find a unique 
favor with all. Its poetry, burlesques and witticisms have a distinct 
flavor that appeals to smart people. 

Its criticisms of drama, music, art, literature, sports and the turf 
are by the cleverest talent available, and are absolutely independent. 
Its critics are subject to but one rule, 


‘‘BE HONEST—FEAR NONE, FAVOR NONE.” 


Its editorial comment covers the whole field of subjects interesting to 
the intelligent classes. Its opinions are not gloved; they are always 
forceful and honest. 


Do You Want Such a Weekly Newspaper? 


You can buy it of all newsdealers. But you can secure its sure and 
regular delivery to you through the mails by sending in a subscription, 
Any newsdealer will gladly do this for you without charge. 


« 
ai > © 


Prices: $4 per annum; $2 six months; $1 three months. 
Single Copy 10 Cents. 


—_e@ eo —— 


TOWN TOPICS PUBLISHING Co., 


452 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK. 
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The ORIGINAL and Mechanically Perfect 
Razor is the 
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Guararteed to make self-shavin, a 
comfort and luxury at home or 
while traveling. Never pulls and 
shaves clean. Always ready for in- 
stant use. So constructed that it is 
absolutely no trouble to keep ciean 
and extremely easy to operate. 
The @¥AR SAFEYVY BAZ0et has 
given entire satisfaction to 
OVET 5,000,000 daily users. It is 
a razor of merit. Its many 
imitators prove its success, 
Insist on getting the. “sg 
@rams” (our trade- 
Every razor is 
carefully tested before 
leaving the factory. The 
SEW STAR STERO?r- 
wum is a further 
guarantee of ab- 
solute perfection 
to the user of 
the razor. SEND 
FOR CATA- 

LOGUE. 


Rezors, Complete, $2.00. Sets, $3.50 and up. 
The New Ster Stropper, $1.50. 


KAMPTE BROS. 8-12 Reade St, Rew Tork 


Or all leading dealers in high-class cutlery. 











ALWAYS EASY. 
The Name “BOSTON 
“WREL GARTER” is stamped 


Mawuacturet from the Chowest Grain 1a 6 Cereal Plant 
@ith all the modern 


MAPORTED SOUVENIR MANING CARDS, 
Twelve Werte'e Fate Guttings, te Coters, tor Five 2 cont Semge 


THE ©. F. BLANKE CO. St, Louis. 








have been established over 80 YEARS, By our system of 


ery family in moderate own 
SVOSE p : ‘ We take old instruments in exchange ard 
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